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CORIOLANUS. 

OBSBBYATIOKS. 

THE  tragedy  of  Cotiotanus  is  one  of  the  most  amasiBg 
of  our  author's  performances.  The  old  man's  merriment 
in  Menenius  ;  the  lofly  lady's  dignity  in  Volumnia ;  the 
bridal  modesty  in  Virgilisi ;  the  patrician  and  military 
haughtiness  in  Coriolanus  ;  the  plebeian  malignity  and  tn- 
bunitian  insolenCti  Itt  Bhitus  And  Sicinidd,  make  a  yerj 
pleasing  and  interesting  variety  ;  and  the  various  revolu^ 
tions  of  the  hero's  fortune  fill  the  mind  with  anxious  ca« 
riosity.  *There  is»  perhaps^  too  much  bustle  in  the  first 
act,  and  too  little  in  the  last        Johnson. 

The  whole  history  is  exactly  followed,  and  manv  of 
the  principal  speeches  exactly  copied' from  the  life  of 
Coriolanus  in  Plutarch,        FoPt. 

Of  this  play,  there  is  no  edition  before  that  of  the 
players,  in  folio,  in  1623         Johnson. 

This  play  I  conjecture  to  have  been  written  in  the 
yeaf  1609.  It  comprehends  a  period  of  about  four  years,, 
commencing  with  the  secession  to  the  Mons  Sacer  in  the 
year  of  Rome,  262,  and  ending  with  the  death  of  Corio* 
lanuSy  A.  U.  C.  266.        Malone. 


1* 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Casvs  Marcius  Coriolanus,  a  noble  Romaic 

Titus  Lartius,  i  ,         •    ..l    tr  i    ' 

Comirius,  \  /f****^  (igaxw  the  FoUcuum. 

HufBNius  AoRiPPA,  friend  to  CoriolanuM. 

fliciRius  Velutus,  i  .  t  i*  ^.         -  / 

JiiHi0s  B110T0S,       5  '^  "-^       ^''^ 

tmmg  Marcius,  eon  to  Coriolanue. 

A  Roman  herald, 

TuLLUS  AyriDias,  general  ofthM  Fol»eianu 

tipttenant  to  Aufidtut. 

Cmupiraton  Tvith  Aiifidiut. 

J(Citigm  ofAntium^ 

Tlvo  Folsctan  Guardi.^ 

▼olumnxa,  mother  to  Coriolanue* 
▼iRoiLiAy  w^e  to  Cortolanui. 
Valeria,  friend  to  FirgUia. 
thmUewoman^  attending  Vxrgilia. 

# 

Jtoman  and  VoUcian  Senators^  Patricians^  ACdiUi^  fJctors, 

Soldiers^  Citizens^  Meeeengeri^  Servants  to  Aiifidius^  and 
Q^er  Attendants. 

KEffEf  partly  in  Rome;  and  partly  in  (he  Territories  oj 

the  Volscians  and  Antiates, 


CORIOLANUS. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Rome,    A  Street.    Enter  a  Company  of  fun- 
tinoua  CitizenSf  r»tth  staves^  clube^  and  other  weapom, 

1  Citizen. 

Before  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  speak. 

Cits.  Speak,  speak.  [Seoeral  speaking  at  onee. 

1  Cit.  You  are  all  resolved  rather  to  die,  than  to  famish? 

Cits.  Resolved,  resolved. 

1  Cit.  First  you  know,  Caius  Marcius  is  chief  enemy 
to  the  people. 

Cits.  We  know't,  we  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him»  and  we'll  have  com  at  our  own 
price.     Is't  a  verdict  ? 

Cits.  No  more  talking  on't ;  Jet  it  be  done  :  away,  away. 

2  Cit.  One  word,  good  citi7ens. 

1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  pcor  citizens  ;  the  patricians, 
good  :*  What  authority  surfeits  on,  would  relieve  us  ;  If 
they  would  yield  us  but  the  superfluity,  while  it  were 
wholesome,  we  might  guess  they  relieved  us  humanely  ; 
but  they  think,  we  are  too  dear  :*  the  leanness  that  af- 
flicts us,  the  object  of  our  misery,  is  as  an  inventory  to 
particularize  their  abundance  ;  our  sufferance  is  a  gain 
to  them. — Let  us  revenge  this  with  oup  pikes,'  ere  we 
become  rakes :  for  the  god.9  know,  I  speak  this  in  hun- 
ger for  bread,  not  in  thirst  for  revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  especially  against  Cains 
Marcius  ? 

Cits.  Against  him  first  \  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  com* 
monalty. 

11  ]  Good  is  here  used  in  the  meremUile  sense.        FARMER. 
2]  They  think  that  the  charge  of  maintaining  us  is  more  than  we  are  worth. 

JOHNSON. 


modern  than  the  proverb.  Raktf,  in  Islandicli,  is  said  to  mean  a  vur-dog^  ami  this 
wa«  proimbly  tlie  firft  use  among  us  of  the  word  rnke :  a$  lean  as  a  rake  is,  therefor^ 

as  Iran  as  a  dog  too  worthless  to  be  fed.       JOHNSON. It  may  be  so  :  and  yet  | 

believe  the  pniverl),  as  lean  as  a  rakej  owes  its  original  simply  to  the  thin  taper  fiim 
of  the  instrument  made  use  of  by  hay-makers.  As  thin  as  a  whipprng-^pottf  |i  ivp 
other  proverb  uf  the  same  kind.       STEKV^NS. 


8  CORIOLANVS.  ACT  I. 

2  dt.  Consider  you  what  serticet  he  has  done  for  his 
countrj. 

1  Cit.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give  him  good 
report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himself  with  being  proud. 

2  CiL  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

1  Cit.  I  say  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famously,  he 
did  it  to  that  end  :  though  soil  conscience  men  can  be 
content  to  say,  it  was  for  his  country,  he  did  it  to  please 
his  mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud ;  which  he  is,  even 
to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  CiL  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account 
a  vice  in  him  :  You  must  in  no  way  say,  he  is.  covetous. 

1  Cit.  If  I  must  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accusa- 
tions ;  he  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tire  in  repetition. 
[Shouti  TBoithin.]  What  shouts  are  these  ?  The  other 
side  o'the  city  is  risen  :  Why  stay  we  prating  here  ?  to 
the  Capitol. 

Citi.  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soil ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa ;  one  that  hath  al- 
ways loved  the  people. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honest  enough ;  'Would  all  the  rest 
were  so ! 

Men.  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand  ?  Where 
go  you 
With  bats  and  clubs  ?  The  matter  ?  Speak,  I  pray  you. 

1  Cit.  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  the  senate  ;  they 
have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  do, 
which  now  we'll  show  'em  in  deeds.  They  say,  poor 
suitors  have  strong  breaths ;  they  shall  know,  we  have 
strong  arms  too. 

Men.    Why,  masters,   my  good  friends,  mine   honest 
neighbours, 
Will  you  undo  yourselves  ? 

1  Cit.  We  cannot,  sir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  1  tell  you,  friends,  most  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants. 
Your  suffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state  ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder^  than  can  ever 
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AppeaF  in  yont  impediment :  For  the  dearth, 

The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  m^e  it ;  and 

Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.     Alack. 

You  are  transported  by  calamity 

Thither  where  more  attend  you  ;  and  you  slander 

The  helms  o'the  state,  who  care  for  you  like  fathers, 

When  you  curse  them  as  enemies. 

1  Cit.  Care  for  us  I — ^True,  indeed ! — ^They  ne*er  cared 
for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their  store-houses 
crammed  with  grain ;  make  edicts  for  usury,  to  support 
usurers :  repeal  daily  any  wholesome  act  established 
against  the  rich ;  and  provide  more  piercing  statutes 
daily,  to  chain  up  and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars 
eat  us  not  up,  they  will ;  and  there's  all  the  love  they 
bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  wond'rous  malicious, 
Or  be  accus'd  of  foUy.     I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  ;  it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  since  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  scale  't  a  little  more.* 

1  Cit,  Well,  rU  hear  it,  sir :  yet  you  must  not  think 
to  fob  off  our  disgrace  with  a  tale  :*  but,  an't  please  you, 
deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  members 
RebelPd  against  the  belly ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'  the  midst  o'the  body,  idle  and  inactive. 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  wi£  the  rest ;  where  the  other  instmments^ 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel. 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  answered, — 

1  Cit,  Well,  sir,  what  answer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  shsdl  tell  you. —With  a  kind  of  Smile, 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs ,^  but  even  thus, 
TFor,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile. 
As  well  as  speak,)  it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 

[4]  To  aeaU  is  to  ditpene,    Tte  word  if  ftill  med  in  tlM  Nortli,  wliers  tliejr  i^ 
tocOe  Uie  corn,  L  e.  Matter  it :  mate  the  mack  well,  i.  &  ipreftd  tfM  dung  well. 

STEEVENS. 
[51  DUgraeei  are  hardilUiM.  injuries.       JOHNSON, 
g   ITAcrtforwlMRas.    W0HN80N. 
nl^itbi^  sillily  aotiodlonttn^pleapiin^lviteontMifili      JOHNSOIX 


10  CORI0LANU8  ACT  I. 

That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fitlj 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you.* 

2  Cit.  Your  belly's  answer :  What ! 
The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,^  the  arm  our  soldier, 
Our  steed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

Men.  What  then?— 
'Fore  me,  this  fellow  speaks ! — ^what  then  ?  what  then  ^ 

1  Cit,  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  restrain'd. 
Who  is  the  sink  o'the  body, 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 

1  Cit.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain. 
What  could  the  belly  answer  ? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you  ; 
If  you'll  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have  little,) 
Patience,  a  while,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  answer. 

1  Cit,  You  are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend  ; 
Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd. 
True  w  tt,  my  incorporate  friends^  quoth  he, 
7^^  /  receive  the  general  food  at  firsts 
Which  you  dq  live  upon  :  and  Jit  it  is  ; 
Because  lam  the  store-house^  and  the  shop 
Of  the  whole  body:  But  if  you  do  remember ^ 
tsend  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart, — to  the  seat  o^ihe  brain  ; 
And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man,^ 
The  strongest  nerves,  and  small  inferior  veins ^ 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live :  And  though  that  all  at  once. 
You,  my  good  friends,  (this  says  the  belly,)  mark  me,— 

Cits.  Ay,  sir ;  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  aU  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each ; 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flower  of  all, 

18]  I  suppose  we  should  read— TAey  art  not  at  vou.  So,  In  St.  LuH,  xviM  1 1 : 
«  God,  I  tlumk  thee,  I  am  not  tu  this  publican.**  The  pronoun-~«iicA,only  disorders 
the  measure.       8TEEVENS. 

[91  The  heart  was  anciently  esteemed  the  seat  of  prudence,  ffomo  cordatut  is  a 
pmdent  man.       JOHNSON. 

£1]  Craniff  W9  the  meandroos  ducU  of  the  human  body.       STEGVENa 
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« 

And  leave  me  but  the  bran.     What  say  yon  to't  ? 
1  Cit.  It  was  an  answer  :  How  apply  you  this  ? 
Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members  :  For  examine 
Their  counsels,  and  their  cares  ;  digest  things  rightly, 
Touching  the  weal  o'the  common  ;  you  shall  find, 
No  public  benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourselves. — What  do  you  think  ? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly  ? — 
Cit.  1  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe  ? 
Men.  For  that,  being  one  o'the  lowest,  basest,  poorest, 
Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost : 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first  to  win  some  Vantage.* — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs  ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle, 
The  one  side  must  have  bale.^ — Hail,  noble  Marcius  ! 

Enter  Caivs  Marcius. 
Mar.    Thanks.— What's   the  matter,    you  dissensions 
That  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion,         [rogues^ 
Make  yourselves  scabs  ? 

1  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 
Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring. — What  would  you  have,  you  curs, 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  ?  the  one  affrights  you. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trusts  you, 
Where  he  should  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares  ; 
Where  foxes,  geese  :  You  are  no  surer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice. 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.     Your  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whose  offence  subdues  him. 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it.*    Who  deserves  greatness, 
Deserves  your  hate  :  and  your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  increase  his  evil.  ^  He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead. 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.^   Hang  ye  !  Trust  ye  ? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind  ; 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the  matter. 


(21  Both  rascal  add  m  blood  are  terms  of  the  forest       MALONE. 
3   Bale^  as  well  as  bane^  signified  poison  in  Shakespeare's  days.        STEEVENS. 
4]  That  is,  Your  virtue  is  to  speak  well  of  him  wkom  his  own  offences  have  sub- 
jected to  justice  X  and  to  rail  at  tliose  lawi-fagr  which  he  whomJ^oa  praise  waa 
punished.       STEEVENS. 
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That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 
You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who, 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feed  on  one  another  ? — ^What's  their  seeking  ? 

Men.  For  com  at  their  own  rate  ;  whereof,  they  say, 
The  city  is  well  stor'd. 

Mar,  Hang  'em !  They  say  ? 
They'll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  know 
What's  done  i'the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rise. 
Who  thrives,  and  who  dechnes  :  side  factions,  and  give  out 
Conjectural  marriages  ;  making  parties  strong, 
And  feeblingsuch  as  stand  not  in  their  liking, 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.  They  say,  there's  grain  enough! 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  ruth,' 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarry^ 
With  thousands  of  these  quarter'd  slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  my  lance.^ 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  persuaded  ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion. 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.     But,  1  beseech  you, 
What  says  the  other  troop  ?  . 

Mar,  They  are  dissolved  :  Hang  'em ! 
They  said,  they  were  an-hungry  ;  sigh'd  forth  proverbs  , 
That,  hunger  broke  stone  wells  ;  that,  dogs  must  eat ; 
That,  m^at  was  made  for  mouths  ;  that,  the  gods  sent  not 
Corn  for  the  rich  men  only  : — ^With  these  shreds 
They  vented  their  complainings  ;  which  being  answer'd, 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one, 
TTo  break  the  heart  of  generositv,' 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale,  j[  they  threw  their  caps 
^As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'the  moon, 
]  Shouting  their  emulation.) 

Men,  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar,  Five  tribunes,  to  defend  their  vulgar  wisdoms. 
Of  their  own  choice  :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 

Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not 'Sdeath ! 

The  rabble  should  have  first  unroof 'd  the  city, 

Ere  so  prevail'd  with  me  :  it  will  in  time 

Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 

rsi  iZutA—that  is,  their  pity,  compaMion.       STEEVENS.  ~~ 

.  [6]  Why  a  quarry  f  1  supDose,  not  because  lie  would  pile  them  square,  bat  because 
lie  would  give  them  for  camon  to  the  birds  of  prey.       JOHNSON. 

m  And  so  the  word  \pitch'\  is  still  pronounced  in  Staffordshire,  where  they  say~- 
wSaet  me  such  a  thin|f,  that  is,  jntcA  or  throw  any  thing  that  the  demander  wants. 

TOLLET. 

[8]  To  give  the  final  blow  to  the  wMm.   Generoifty  k  high  birth.       JOHNSON. 
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For  insurrection's  arguing.  . 

Men,  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments  t 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Met.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here  :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes.  The  news  is,  sir,  the  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't ;  then  we  shall  ha#e  means  to  rent 
Our  musty  superfluity : — See,  our  jigtf  elders^ 
Enter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius,  cm  other  SemUorm  Ju- 
nius Brutus,  and  Siciniua^ELVTua. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true^  that  you  hare  lately  told  us  ; 
The  Voices  are  in  arms.^ 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 
Tullu9  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility  :        * 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  whft  I  aq^ 
I  would  wish  me  only  he.  ^ 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him  :  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is  ; 
And  I  am  constant. — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  TuUus'  &ce : 
What,  art  thou  stiff  ?  stand'st  out  ? 

Tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius  ; 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  other. 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Men.  O,  true  bred! 

1  Sen.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol' ;  where,  I  know. 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on : 
— Follow,  Cominius  ;  we  must. follow  you  ; 
Right  worthy  you  priority. 

Com.  Noble  Lartius ! 

1  Sen.  Hence  !  To  your  homes,  begone.  [To  the  eitiaaiu. 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow  : 

[9]  The  ineanhicis,  The  iatelUfenee  which  700  gmve  oiiome  lltde  tinw  ago  «l 
the  dMigns  of  tbevolees  is  now  verified  (they  are  ia  ami.       JOHNSOH. 

Vol.  V.  2 
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The  Voices  have>tnuch  corn ;  take  these  rats  thither. 
To  gnaw  their  gamers  : — ^Worshipfol  mutineers. 
Your  yalour  puts  well  forth  :*  pray,  follow. 

[Exeuta  Senaiort,  Com.  Mab.  Tit.  and  Meneit 

Gfttzent  9t€ol  €may» 

Sic.  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Marcins  ? 

Bru,  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic,  When  wl  were  chosen  tribunes  tor  the  people,-— 

Bru.  Mark'd  Jou^hJB  lip,  and  eyes  ? 

SiA  Na]^,  but  his^pKints. 

Bru.  Being  moT*-a,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the  gods.^ 

Sic.  flBe-diock  the  modest  moon.  3 

Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him  :  he  Is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant 

Sic.  Such  a  nature, 
Tickled  with  good  success,  disdMOS  the  shadow 
Which  he  treads  on  #noon  :  But  I  do  wooder. 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  conmianded 
Uqder  Cominius. 

'  Bnt.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, — 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  gracM,— <:annot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attained,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perfiNm 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius,  O^  %f  h* 
Had  home  the  business  ! 

Sic.  Besides^  if  things  go  well. 
Opinion,  that  fso  sticks  on  Marcius,  sbaB 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius.* 

Bru.  Come : 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcfns, 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  firaltf 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
in  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  despatch  is  made  ;  and  in  what  fiohioOf 
More  than  in  singularity,^  he  goes. 
Upon  this  present  action. 

Bru.  Let's  along.  [JSsreiml. 

[11  i.  e.  Tott  have  fn  this  mntiaj  sbowa  Wk  bkmoiiM  of  vstonr.       JOHNSON. 
I2j  To  gird^To  $iuer.  to  gibe.    So  FalslaST  ma  tlw  nooa,  wfaea  be  nji,  tveiy 

•ftnbaiafirtfatme.        JOHNSON.  

*^iireri(«uKlde«icr{Cff  had  SMleatljtiie  nine  neaofair.       BTEKyENS. 

We  wtU  learn  what  he  fato  do  besides fo^  AlnM{/z  what  are  his  pow«%  Hii 
uishteanpointment.       JOHNSON. 
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SCENE  II. 
Corioli,     The  SeruUe-IwHse.    EiUer  Tvllob  Auronrs,  mnd 

certain  SencUors. 

1  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  ia,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  oar  counseb. 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Atif,  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  state, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumyention  ?  'Tis  not  rour  days  gone. 
Since  I  heard  thence  ;  these  are  the  words  :  I  thiok, 
I  bare  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is  .  £i2eacb. 

ITiey  have  pressed  a  power^  but  it  is  not  knorxm 
Whether  for  east,  or  west :  The  dearth  is  great; 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rurhour^d^ 
CominiuSy  Marcius  your  old  eneniy^ 
{Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you^^ 
Jlnd  Titus  Lartiusy  a  mast  valiant  Aotrum, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  ^tis  bent :  most  likely,  His  for  you  s 
Consider  of  it, 

1  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field  : 

We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Auf,  Nor  did  you  think  It  folly, 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves  ;  which  in  the  hatching 
/t  seem'd,  appearM  to  Rome.     By  the  discovery, 
We  shall  be  shortened  in  our  aim  ;  which  was. 
To  take  in  many  towns,  ere,  almost,  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 

Take  your  commission  ;  hie  you  to  your  bands  : 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  set  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army  ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that ; 
I  speak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more. 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  nre  forth  already^ 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  honoors. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
*Tis  sworn  between  us,  we  shall  never  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 
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AIL  The  gods  assist  you  ! 

j9i/.  And  keep  your  honours  safe ! 

1  Sen.  Farewell. 

2  Sen,  Farewell. 

All.  Farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Rome.  An  Apartment  in  Makcivs^  house.     Enter  Volvmni Ay 

and  ViRGiLiA :  They  sit  down  on  two  low  stools^  and  sew. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  dau^ter,  sing;  or  express  yourseli 
in  a  more  comfortable  sort :  If  my  son  were  my  hus- 
band, I  should  freelier  rejoice  in  that  absence  wherein  he 
won  honour,  than  in  the  embracements  of  his  bed,  where 
he  would  show  most  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender- 
bodied,  and  the  only  son  of  my  womb  ;  when  yduth  with 
comeliness  plucked  all  gaze  his  way  ;'  when,  for  a  day  of 
kings'  entreaties,  a  mother  should  not  sell  him  an  hour 
from  her  beholding ;  I,— considering  how  honour  would 
become  such  a  person  ;  that  it  was  no  better  than  pic- 
ture-Uke  to  hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown  made  it  not 
stir, — was  pleased  to  let  him  seek  danger  where  he  was 
like  to  find  fame.  To  a  cruel  war  I  sent  him;  from 
whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  with  oak.^  I  tell 
thee«  daughter, — I  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at  first  hearing 
be  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  first  seeing  he  had  proved 
himself  a  man. 

Fir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business,  madam  ?  how  then  ? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my  son  ; 
I  therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me  profess  sin- 
cerely : — Had  I  a  dozen  sons, — each  in  my  love  alike, 
and  none  less  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius, — 1 
bad  rather  had  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country,  than 
one  voluptuously  surfeit  out  of  action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit  you. 

Fir.  'Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myself. 

Fol.  Indeed,  you  shall  not. 
Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum  ; 
See  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  hair  ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Voices  shunning  hmi : 
Methinks,  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus, — 
Cbme  ony  you  cowards,  you  were  got  in  fear, 

[B\  That  iS}  attmeted  the  attention  of  everj  one  towards  him.       DOUCE. 
'    [6]  The  crown  fi;iyeo  to  him  that  laTed  the  life  of  a  citizen,  whidi  was  accounted 
mora  hoaoarabie  than  anj  other.      JOHNSON. 
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Tkofigh  you  were  horn  in  Rome :  Hts  blood j 
With  bis  mailM  band  tben  wiping,  fortb  be  goes  ; 
Like  to  a  bArvest*man,  tbat's  taakM  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  bis  hire. 

Fir.  His  bloody  brow  !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood ! 

FoL  Away,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a  maa. 
Than  gilt  bis  trophy  J     The  breast  of  Hecuba» 
When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  hector's  forehead^  when  it  spit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  swords'  contending.-*-Tell  Valerim, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  OtnL 

Fir.  Heayens  bless  my  lord  from  fell  Aufidius  * 

Fol.  He'll  beat  Aufidiijs'  head  below  bis  knee. 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Re-enter  Gentlewoman,  tt^tY^.  Valeria  and  her  Uthisr* 

Fat.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  you. 

Fol,  Sweet  madam, 

Fir.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

Fal.  How  do  you  both  ?  you  are  manifest  house-keep- 
ers. What,  are  yoti  sewing  here  ?  A  fine  spot,  in  good 
faith. — ^How  does  your  little  son  ? 

Fir.  I  thank  your  ladyship  ;  well,  good  madam. 

Fol.  He  had  rather  see  the  swords,  and  hear  a  drunr. 
Than  look  upon  his  school-master. 

Fat.  O'my  word,  the  father's  son  :  I'll  swear,  *tis  a 
rery  pretty  boy.  O'my  troth,  I  looked  upon  him  o' Wed- 
nesday half  an  hour  together  :  he  has  such  a  confirmed 
countenance.  I  saw  him  run  afler  a  gilded  butterfly ;  and 
when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again  ;  and  after  it  again  ; 
and  over  and  oyer  he  comes,  and  up  again  ;  catched  it 
again  :  or  whether  his  fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  ha 
did  so  set  his  teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant,  how  ha 
mammock'd  it !' 

Fol.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

Fal.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Fir.  A  crack,  madam.^ 

Fal.  Come,  lay  aside  your  stitchery  ;  I  must  IwTe  joa 
play  the  idle  huswife  with  me  this  aflernoon. 

Fir.  No,  good  madam  ;  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Fal.  Not  out  of  doors  I 

Fol.  She  shall,  she  shall. 


SQUt  means  a  superficial  display  of  gold,  a  word  now  olMolete.     0TBEVEH8 
To  vummtK^  is  to  cut  in  pieces,  or  to  tean       STEEVENS. 
CrmA  siffoifies  a  boy  cliUd.       STEEVENS. 
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Fir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience  :  I  will  not  aver  the 
threshold,  till  my  lord  retam  from  the  wars. 

Fal,  Fye,  you  confine  yourself  most  unreasonably ; 
Come,  you  must  go  visit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Fir.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strengtn,  and  visit  her  with 
my  prayers  ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Fol.  Why,  I  pray  you  ^ 

Fir.  'Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

Fal.  You  would  be  another  Penelope  :  yet,  they  say, 

M  the  yam  she  spun,  in  Ulysses'  absence,^^d  but  fill 

'—Ithaca  full  of  moths.\Come  ;  I  would,  your  caSibric  were 

sensible  as  your  fin^r,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it 

for  pity.     Come,  you  shall  go  with  us. 

Fir.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me  ;  indeed,  I  will  not 
forth. 

Fal.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me ;  and  I'll  tell  you  ex- 
,cellent  news  of  your  husband. 

Fir.  O,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Fal.  Verily,  I  do  not  jest  with  you  ;  there  came  news 
firom  him  last  night. 

Fir.  Indeed,  madam. 

Fal.  In  earnest,  it's  true  ;  I  heard  a  senator  speak  it. 
Thus  it  is : — The  Voices  have  an  army  forth ;  against 
whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our 
Roman  power:  your  lord,  and  Titus  Lartius,  are  set 
4own  before  their  city  Corioli ;  they  nothing  doubt  pre- 
faffing,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on  mine 
honour ;  and  so,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Fir.  Give  me  excuse,  good  madam ;  I  will  obey  you  in 
every  thing  hereafter. 

Fol.  Let  her  alone,  lady  ;  as  she  is  now,  she  will  but 
disease  our  better  mirth. 

Fal.  In  troth,  I  think,  she  would  : — ^Fare  you  well 
then. — Come,  good  sweet  lady. — Pr'ythee,  VirgUia,  turn 
thy  solemness  out  o'door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Fir.  No  :  at  a  word,  madam  ;  indeed,  I  must  not. 
I  wish  you  much  mirth. 

Fal.  Well,  then  farewell.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 
Before  Corioli.  Enter ,  with  drum  and  colours ,  Marcius,  Ti- 
tus Lartius,  Officers y  and  Soldiers.  To  them  a  Messenger. 
Mar.  Yonder  comes  news  : — ^A  wager,  they  have  met. 
Lart.  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  'Tis  done. 
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LarL  Agreed. 

Mar,  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy  ? 

Mes.  They  lie  in  yiew  ;  but  hare  not  spoke  as  yet. 

Lart,  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 

Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart,  No,  Pll  nor  sell,  nor  giy&  him :  lend  you  him,  I 
will. 
For  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  lies  these  armies  ? 

Mes.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar,  Then  shall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they  ouri 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work  ; 
That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from  hence. 
To  help  our  fielded  friends  1 — Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  Parley.     Enter y  on  the  Walls^  some  Senators^ 

and  others. 
— TuUus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

1  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he, 
That's  lesser  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

[Alamms  afar  ffff 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth  :  We'll  break  our  walk. 
Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up  :  our  gates. 
Which  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rushes  ; 
They'll  open  of  themselves.     Hark  you,  far  off; 

Kaher  Alarum^ 
There  is  Aufidius  ;  list,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it ! 

Lart.  Their  noise  be  our  instruction. — ^Ladders,  ho ! 

The  Voices  enter  and  pass  over  the  stage. 
Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their  city. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields. — ^Advance,  brave 

Titus : 
They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts. 
Which  makes  me  sweat  .with  wrath. — Come  on,  my  fel- 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Voice,  [lows  ; 

And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

Alarum,  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Voices,  fighting.    The  Ro' 
mans  are  beaten  back  to  their  Trenches.  Re-enter  Marcivs. 
Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you. 
You  shames  of  Rome  1  you  herd  of — Boils  and  plagpes 
Plaster  you  o'er ;  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
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Further  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile !  You  soals  of  geese. 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men»  how  have  joa  nm 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell  i 
All  hurt  behind  ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear !  Mend,  and  charge  home. 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven.  Til  leave  the  foe. 
And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to't :  Come  on  ; 
If  you'll  stand  fast,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives. 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 
JInother  Alarmm,    The  Voices  and  Romans  re-enter ^  and  the 
Jight  is  renewed.      The  Voices  retire  into  Coridi^  and 
Marcius  follows  them  to  the  gates. 
So,  now  the  gates  are  ope  : — ^Now  prove  good  seconds : 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  fliers  :  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[He  enters  the  gateSy  and  is  shut  in. 

1  Sol,  Fool-hardmess  ;  not  I. 

2  Sol.  Nor  1. 

3  Sol.  See,  they 

Have  shut  him  in.  IMarmm  conSwuet. 

All,  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lari.  What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 

All.  Slain,  sir,  doubtless. 

1  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels. 
With  them  he  enters  :  who,  upon  the  sudden, 
Clapp'd-to  their  gates  ;  he  is  himself  alone, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow  ! 
Who,  sensible,  outdares  his  senseless  sword. 
And,  when  it  bows,  stands  up!  Thou  art  left,  Blarcfani : 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  wast  a  soldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wish,*  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes  ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds. 
Thou  mad'st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

He-enter  Marcius  bleeding ,  assaulted  by  the  enemy. 

1  Sol.  Look,  sir* 

h]  Plutarch,  In  The  Life  of  Goriohmat,  reUtm  thlf  m  his  opinian  of  Oatft  the 
£M«r,  that  a  great  soldiar  sboakl  carry  terror  in  his  looks  and  tone  of  Yoice  j  and 
the  poet,  herelr^  following  the  historian,  Is  fallen  into  a  great  chrondog^cal  Impm- 
prietj.       TH£OBAIin« 
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Lart.  'Tis  Marcius  : 
Let's  fetch  him  ojOT,  or  make  remain  alike.* 

[TTity^ght^  and  all  enter  the  city. 

sc!ene  V. 

Within  the  Toton.     A  Street.     Enter  certain  Romane^  wOh 

spoils, 

1  Rom.  This  will  I  qarry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom.  A  murrain  on*t !  I  took  this  for  silver. 

[Alarum  continues  still  afar  off. 

Enter  Marcius,  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  trumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  these  movers,  that  do  prize  their,  hours 
At  a  crack'd  drachm  !  Cushions,  leaden  spoons, 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  those  that  wore  them,'  these  base  slaves, 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up :— Down  with  them.*  - 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes  ! — To  him ; — 
There  is  the  man  of  my  soul's  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans  :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  ; 
Whilst  I,  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will  haste 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  sir,  thou  bleed'st ; 
Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  second  course  of  fight.  i 

Mar.  Sir,  praise  me  not : 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me  :  Fare  you  well* 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me  : 
To  Aufidius  thus  I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddess.  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee  ;  and' her  great  charms 
Misguide  thy  opposers'  swords  !  Bold  gentleman, 
Prosperity  be  thy  page  ! 

Mar,  Thy  friend  no  less 
Than  those  she  placeth  highest !  So,  farewell. 

Lart.  Thou  worthiest  Marcius  I  [Exit  Mar. 

— Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place  ; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  of  the  town. 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind  :  Away,  \ExeufU» 

[2]  Mait  remain— is  an  old  manner  of  speakings,  wUdi  meaai  no  more  tkn 
remain.       HANMER* 
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SCENE  VI. 
Near  the  Camp  of  CoMiirius.     EmUr  Cominivs  oimI  Fptccj^ 

reireati$ii^» 

Com,  Breathe  ^ou,  my  friends  ;  well  fought.     We  are 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  in  <mr  stands,        [come  ofl 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  Believe  me,  sirs. 
We  shall  be  charg'd  again.     Whiles  we  have  struck. 
By  interims,  and  conveying  gusts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends  : — The  Roman  gods,  • 
Lead  their  successes  as  we  wish  our  own  ; 
That  both  our  pow'rs,  with  smiling  fronts  encounteriilgy 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
May  give  you  thankfiil  sacrifice  ! — Thy  news  ? 

Mes.  Tike  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle  : 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  1  came  away. 

Com,  Though  thou  speak'st  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  speak'st  not  well.     How  long  isH  since  t 

Mes.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  :  Briefly,  we  heard  their  drams : 
How  could'st  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour, 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late  ? 

Mes.  Spies  of  the  Voices 
Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forcM  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  else  had  I,  sir. 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com,  Who's  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?  O  gods  t 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius  ;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabor. 
More  than  I  know  the  sound  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man's. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh !  let  me  clip  you 
/  In  arms  as  sound,  as  when  I  woo^d  ;  in  heart 
I  As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
I  And  tapers  burnt  to  bedward. 

Com.  Flower  of  warriors, 


How  is't  with  Titas  Lartius  1 

Mar,  As  with  a  man  busied  about  deciect : 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile  ; 
Ransoming  him,  or  fMtying,*  threatening  the  other  | 
Holding  Corioli  in  ^  name  of  Rome, 
Eren  like  a  fawning  greyhonnd  in  the  leash. 
To  let  him  slip  at  will. 

Om».  Where  is  that  slare. 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  joa  to  jour  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hidier. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone  ; 
He  did  inform  the  truth :  But  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  file,  (A  plague ! — tribunes  for  them !) 
The  mouse  ne'er  sounn'd  die  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  preTail'd  you  ? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  serve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  think — 
Wher€  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you  lords  o'  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  ? 

Com.  Marciub,  we  have  at  disadvantage  fought. 
And  did  retire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

JMbr.  How  lies  .their  battle  ?  Know  you  on  which  side 
They  have  plac'd  their  mea  of  trust  ? 

Com.  As  I  guess,  Marcius, 
Their  bands  i'the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  best  trust :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseedi  you. 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  Endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates  : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present  ;*  but. 
Filling  the  air  with  swords  advanc'd,'  and  darts. 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wish 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath,  . 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking ;  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 
That  most  are  willing  : — If  any  such  be  here 
(As  it  were  sin  to  doubt)  that  love  this  painting 

—  — I  III  ■■■-^-i~' 

[S]  That  ii,  remittlne  Uf  naoaom.       JOHNSON. 

t4]l>cl*y,fortetil$l       WARB.    [5]  Thatif^twordsUftedhigii.      JOOKk 
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Wherem  yoa  see  me  smeared ;  if  any  fear 

Lesser  bis  person  than  an  ill  report ; 

[f  any  think,  brare  death  outweighs  bad  life, 

And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himself; 

Let  him,  alone,  or  so  many,  so  minded. 

Ware  thus,  [Wcming  hu  hand]  to  express  his  disposition^ 

And  follow  Marcius. 

[T%ey  all  shouty  and  wai>e  iheir  swords ;  take  him  up 

in  iheir  arai»,  and  cast  up  their  caps. 
O  me,  alone  !  Make  you  a  sword  of  me  ? 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Voices  ?  None  of  you  but  is 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  AuEdius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number* 
Though  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select :  the  rest 
Shall  bear  the  business  in  some  other  fight, 
As  cause  will  be  obey'd.     Please  you  to  march  ; 
And  four  shall  quickly  draw  out  my  command,^ 
Which  men  are  best  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on,  my  fellows  : 
Make  good  this  ostentation,  and  you  shall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

The  Gates  of  Corioli.  Titus  Lartius,  having  set  a  Guard 
upon  Corioliy  going  with  a  Drum  and  Trumpet  toward 
CoMiNius  and  Caius  Marcius,  enters  rxnth  a  Lieutenant^ 
a  party  ofSoldiers^  and  a  Scout. 

Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded  :  Keep  your  duties, 
As  I  haye  set  them  down.     If  I  do  send,  despatch 
Those  centuries  to  our  aid  f  the  rest  will  senre 
For  a  short  holding :  If  we  lose  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  tibe  town. 

Ldeut.  Fear  not  our  care,  sir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and*shut  your  gates  upon  us. 
— Our  guider,  come  ;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct  us. 

[Exeunt. 

m  I  — I— 1 — -  -     1 1 • " ■ — — • ^ 

'    [6]  Perhaps  we  may  read : 

— — Pleane  you  to  inarch ; 
And  fear  shall  quickly  draw  out  my  oommaod,  \ 
Which  nten  are  UaH  inclin'd. 
Let  us  march,  and  that  fimr  which  indtes  desertion  will  firee  my  army  firom  cowards. 

JOHNSON. 
^  That  Is,  companies  consisting  each  of  a  hundred  men.    Our  author  sometimes 
uses  this  word  to  express  Amply — a  hundred.       BTEEVSNS. 
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SCENE  VIII. 
A  Field  of  Battle  between  the  Roman  and  ^  Folcian 


Alarum,     Enter  Marcius  and  Aufidxus. 

Mar.  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee  ;  for  I  do  hate  diee 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 

Attf.  We  hate  alike  ; 
Not  Africk  owns  a  serpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  efiyy  :  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  first  bndger  die  the  oUier's  skre. 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after ! 

Auf.  If  I  fly,  MarcinSy 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  these  three  hours,  Tnllns, 
Alone  I  fonght  in  your  Corioli  walls. 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd  :  'Tis  not  my  blood» 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  mask'd  ;  for  thy  reyenge. 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest. 

Auf.  Wert  Uiou  the  Hector, 
That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  progeny,* 
Thou  should'st  not  'scape  me  here. — 

[They  fighty  and  certain  Voleee  tome 
to  the  aid  of  Aufidius* 
Officious,  and  not  valiant — ^you  have  sham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  seconds.^ 

[Exeunty  driven  in  by  Marcivs. 

SCENE  IX. 
The  Roman  Camp.  Alarum.   A  retreat  is  sounded.  Flourish* 
Enter  at  one  side^  Cominius,  and  Romans  ;  at  the  other  side^ 
Marcius,  Tsnth  his  arm  in  a  scarf,  and  other  Romans. 

Com.  If  I  should  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds  :  but  I'll  report  it, 
Where  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles  ; 
Where  great  patricians  shall  attend,  and  shrug, 
I'the  end,  adinire  ;  where  ladies  shall  be  frighted 
And,  gladly  quak'd,*  hear  more  ;  where  the  dull  triboiiet» 
That,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate  thine  hononrs. 
Shall  say,  against  their  hearts, — We  thank  the  gods. 
Our  Rome  haih  such  a  soldier  ! — 
Yet  cam'st  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast. 


[8]  An  aDonyiDoilS  correspondent  Justly  otMores^that  these  wwdi 
wBp  that  your  bragf*d  progeny  was  puten'd  •/?      MALOKE. 

[9]  For  condemned,  we  may  reed  contemned.    Ton  ha^  to  vdsj  dHun*  Mat 
bdp  that  I  despise.       JOHNSON.  

(1]  That  is,  thrown  failo  a  gratefidtrapUalion.       STEEVSN9. 

Vol.  V.  8 
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HayiDg  fully  dinM  before. 

EnUr  Titus  Lartius,  with  his  Pomtr^from  tkepurmdL 

Lart.  O  general, 
Here  ii  the  steed,  we  the  caparison  :* 
Had'st  thou  beheld 

Mar,  Pray  now,  no  more.    My  mother^ 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood/ 
When  she  does  praise  me,  grieves  me. 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done  ;  that's  what  I  can  : 
Induc'd,  as  you  have  been ;  that's  for  my  coontry  t 
He,  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overta'en  mine  act 

Com,  You  shall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deserving ;  Rome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,  no  less  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  doings  ;  and  to  silence  that. 
Which,  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouched, 
Would  seem  but  modest :  Therefore,  I  beseech  you, 
(In  sign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,)  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar,  I  have  some  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember'd. 

Cotn.  Should  they  not,* 
Well  might  they  fester  'gainst  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themselves  with  death.     Of  all  the  horses 
(Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  store,)  of  all 
The  treasure,  in  this  field  achiev'd,  and  ci^. 
We  render  you  the  tenth  ;  to  be  ta'en  forth, 
Before  the  common  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  general ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword  :  I  do  refuse  it ; 
And  stand  upon  my  common  part  with  those 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

[A  long  flourish.     They  all  cry^  Marcius  1  Makciits  !  cati 
up  their  caps  and  lances:     Cominius    and    Lartiim 
sitand  hare."] 
Mar,  May  these  same  instruments,  which  you  profane, 

Never  sound  more  !  When  drums  and  trumpets  shall 

IS]  This  isan  odd  eneotnium.    The  meanlnr  b,  TAIi  imm  uwjknmi  ikt  mUu^ 
mS  we  «nr«  JUhd  MP  the  Mkooh       JOHNSON. 
fS]  A  pnVilege  to  |»mise  ber  oWa  son.       JOHNSOK. 
[41  Thftt  it,  not  be  ranenbered.  -    JCXBNSON. 
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V  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false-facM  soothing !  When  steel  grows 
Soil  as  the  parasite's  silk,  let  him  be  made 
An  overture  for  the  wars  !* — No  more,  I  say  ; 
For  that  I  have  not  wash'd  my  nose  that  bled. 
Or  foird  some  debile  wretch, — which,  without  note« 
'^Here's  many  else  have  done,-^you  shout  me  forth 
,  ''  In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 
\As  if  I  loved,  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  sauc'd  with  lies. 

Com,  Too  modest  are  you  ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience. 
If  'gainst  yourself  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm,)  in  manacles. 
Then  reason  safely  with  you.-— Therefore,  be  it  known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland  :  in  token  of  the  which 
My  noble  steed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belonging  ;  and,  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[flourish.     Trwnpets  tound^  and  drumi. 

AIL  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ! 

Cor»  I  will  go  wash  ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  shall  perceive 
Whether  I  blush,  or  no  :  Howbeit,  I  thank  you.-* 
I  mean  to  stride  your  steed  ;  and  at  all  times, 
To  undercrest  your  good  addition, 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power.^ 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  success. — You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Must  to  Corioli  back  :  send  us  to  Rome 
The  best,^  with  whom  we  may  articulate,' 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. ____^ 

[5]  It  should  be  remembered,  tbat  the  penoml  Um,  is  not  anfreqventfy  ued  bj 
our  author,  and  other  writers  of  liis  ag^  instead  of  it.,  the  neuter ;  and  thit  tvartur^ 
in  its  musical  sense,  is  not  so  ancient  as  the  age  of  Shalseipeare.  STEEVEIfS. 
Wlien  steel  grows  soft  as  silk,  let  silk  be  ntddeniy  oonverted  to  the  use  of  war.  Ooa^ 
far*,  was  uMd  by  the  writers  of  Shakespeare's  time  in  the  sense  of  fithM  or  |nis* 
fMirotMn.        MALONE!. 

rei  A  phrase  (rom  heraldry,  signifying',  that  he  would  endeavour  to  ngpiport  Uf 
good  oDinion  of  him Ftdmeu  for  utmoO,       WARBURTON. 

[7]  The  chief  men  of  CoriolL       JOHNSON. 

18  J  That  it,  enter  into  articles.       8TEEVENS. 
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Lart.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.    I  that  now 
ReAis'd  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Gwi.  Take  it :  'tis  your's— What  is't  ? 

Cor.  I  sometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  house  ;  he  us'd  me  kindly : 
He  cry'd  to  me  ;  I  saw  him  prisoner ; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity  :  I  request  yoa 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd  ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  should 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.     Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lari.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot : 

I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd. — 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent : 
The  blood  upon  your  visage  dries :  'tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to  :  come.  [ExeumL 

SCENE  X. 

The  Camp  of  ihe  Voices.     A  Flourish.     Comets.     Enter 
TuLLUS  Aufidius,  bloody y  Tmth  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

Auf.  The  town  is  ta'en  ! 

1  Sol.  'Twill  be  deliver'd  back  on  good  condition. 

Auf.  Condition? 

I  would,  I  were  a  Roman  ;  for  I  cannot. 

Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am. — Condition ! 

What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 

r  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  times,  Marcius, 

I  have  fought  with  thee  ;  so  oflen  hast  thou  beat  me ; 

And  would'st  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  encounter 

As  often  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements. 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  hii^  beard  to  beard. 

He  is  mine,  or  I  am  his.     Mine  emulation 

Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had  ;  for  where 

I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force, 

STrue  sword  to  sword,)  I'll  potch  at  him  some  way  f 
r  wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 
1  Sol.  He's  the  devil. 

f7]  P^eh,  Is  used  in  the  midland  counties  for  a  roueh,  violent  pudL  STEEVERS. 
TbeuMdeniwoidjMfaisonJJiyahardiiroiuiiidationot  uiswoid.       HALONB. 
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Auf.  Bolder,  tho'  not  so  subtle  :,  Mj  yalonr's  pdbon'd 
With  only  suffering  stain  bj  bim  ;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itself  :*  nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuaiy. 
Being  naked,  sick  :  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrificey 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privil^e  and  custom  'gainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius  :  wbere  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,*  eren  there 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.     Go  you  to  the  city  ; 
Learn,  how  'tis  held  ;  and  what  they  are,  that  must 
Be  hostages  for  Rome. 

1  Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf,  I  am  attended  at  the  cypress  grove  f 
I  pray  you, 

('Tis  south  the  city  mills,)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes  ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  my  journey. 

1  So/.  I  shall,  sir.  [JSbMimf. 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. — Bmm.    a  public  Place.    Enter  MxmmvBf 

Siciirius,  and  Brutus. 
Menenius. 
The  augurer  tells  me,  we  shall  hare  news  to-night. 

Brv.  GU>od,  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for 
they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  firiends 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  lore  ?* 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him ;  as  the  hungry  plebelant 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru.  He's  a  lamb  indeed,. that  baes^like  a  bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  hves  Kke  a  lamb.  Toa 
ere  two  old  men  ;  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  shall  ask  yott*. 

^[1]  To  mfatd^ef  Um,  my  valonr  ahoold  deviate  yVam  its  own  nattve  geiwi'UiiVt 

21  In  mj  own  boiue,  with  my  brodwrpotted  to  protect  tiim.        JCffiNSOM. 

J    Jaemded — tbBt  b,  waited  for.       ■STEEVENS. 

4  When  the  tribune,  in  reply  to  Meneniut^  remark,  q£  the  peopled  hate  of 
Goitolanus,  had  obienred  that  even  heatU  know  their  friendB.  Menoliiw  aikSi  wkmn 
doet  the  tool/  love  f  iroplyinfi^  that  there  are  beasti  which  love  nobody,  aM  tkit 
among  those  beasts  are  the  people.       JOHKSON. 

3* 
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Both  Trib.  WeU,  sir. 

Men,  In  what  enormity  is  Marcios  poor,  that  yoa  two 
hare  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  all. 

Sic.  Especially,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Men.  This  is  strange  now :  Do  you  two  know  how 
you  are  censured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'  the 
right-hand  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

Both  Trib.  Why,  how  are  we  censurM  ? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now, — ^Will  you  not 
be  angry  ? 

Both  Trib.  Well,  well,  sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter  ;  for  a  yery  little  thief 
of  occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience  :  give 
your  disposition  the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  your  plea- 
sures ;  at  the  least,  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleasure  to  you,  in 
being  so.     You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud  ? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 
.  Men4  I  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone  ;  for  your 
helps  are  many  ;  or  else  your  actions  would  grow  won- 
i|roas  single  :  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like;  for  doing 
much  alone.  ^,You  talk  of  pride  :  O,  that  you  could  turn 
TOUT  eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your  necks,^  and  make 
but  an  ipterior  surrey  of  your  good  selves  !  O,  that  you 
could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  sir  ? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  should  discover  a  brace  of  ^i^* 
meriting,  proud,  violent,  testy  magistrates  (alias,  fools,) 
as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  knoWn  to  be  a  humorous  patrician,  and 


on  too  trivial  motion  :  one  that  converses  more  with  the 
buttock  of  the  night,  thad  wiUi  the  forehead  of  the 
morning.*  What  I  think,  I  utter  ;  and  spend  my  malice 
IB  my  breath  :  Meeting  two  such  weals-men  as  you 
are,  (I  cannot  call  you  Lycurguses,)  if  the  drink  you 
gave  me,  touch  my  palate  adversely,  I  make  a  crooked 

J8\  WMi  alltttion  to  Ihe  fable,  whidi  mys,  that  every  man  has  a  heig  hanging 
baiore  him,  In  which  he  pnu  his  neighbour's  fitalts,  and  another  b^ind  him,  la 
wUeh  he  stows  hit  own.       J0HNS02C 
(6]  Rniher  a  late  Uer  down,  than  an  early  riser.       JOHNSON. 
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face  at  it  I  cannot  say,  your  worships  have  dekyered  the 
matter  well,  when  I  find  the  ass  in  compound  with  the 
major  part  of  your  syllables  :  and  though  I  must  be  con- 
tent to  bear  with  those  that  say  you  are  reverend  grave 
men  ;  yet  they  lie  deadly,  that  tell,  you  have  good  races* 
If  you  see  this  in  th<6  map  of  my  microcosm,  follows 
it)  that  I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  What  harm  can 
your  bisson  conspectuities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if 
I  be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor  any  thing. 
You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs  ;*  you 
wear  out  a  good  wholesome  forenoon,^  in  hearing  a 
cause  between  an  orange-wife  and  a  fosset-seller  ;  and 
then  rejourn  the  controversy  of  three-pence  to  a  second 
day  of  audience. — When  you  are  hearing  a  matter  be- 
tween party  and  party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinched  with 
the  colic,  you  make  faces  like  mummers ;  set  up  the 
bloody  flag  against  all  patience  ;*  and,  in  rbaring  for  a 
chamber-pot,  dismiss  the  controversy  bleeding,  the  more 
intangled  by  your  hearing :  all  the  peace  you  make  in 
their  cause,  is,  calling  both  the  parties  knaves  :  You  are 
a  paii^  of  strange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood  to  be  a 
perfecter  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  necessary  bencher  in 
the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priests  must  become  mockers,  if  they 
shall  encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as  you  are 
When  you  speak  best  unto  the  purpose,  it  is  not  worti 
the  wagging  of  your  beards ;  and  your  beards  deserve 
not  so  honourable  a  grave,  as  to  stuff  a  botcher's  cushion, 
or  to  be  entombed  in  an  ass's  pack-saddle.  Yet  you  must 
be  saying,  Marcius  is  proud  ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation, 
is  worth  all  your  predecessors,  since  Deucalion  ;  though, 
-peradventure,  some  of  the  best  of  them  were  hereditary 
nangmen.C^  Good  e'en  to  your  worships  ;  more  of  your 
conversation  would  infect  my  brain,  being  the  herdsmen 
of  the  beastly  plebeians  ;  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave 
of  you./  [Brutus  and  Sicinius  retire  to  the 

back  of  the  scenes 

'81  That  if,  for  Ihdr  obeisance  showed  by  bowing  to  you.       MALONE. 
9]  It  appMurs  mm  this  whole  qieech  that  Shalcespeare  mistook  the  oiBee  ot  prtr. 
hw  urbu  for  the  tribune'^  office.       WARBURTON. 


fttUM 

Id  recompense  its  grossness.       JOHJNSON. 


[1]  That  is,  declare  war  against  patienc^    There  is  not  wit  enoagh  in  this  satin 


M  COEIOLAHVS.  JyOT    II* 

Enter  Volumnia,  Viroilia,  Valeria,  4^c. 
How  now,  my  oa  fair  as  noble  ladies,  fand  the  moon,  were  she 
Mffthly ,  no  nobler,*^  whither  do  you  roUow  your  eyes  so  &tt? 

Fol.  Honourable  Meneniua,  my  boy  Marcioi  mp« 
proaches  ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha !  Marcius  coming  honlli  ? 

Fol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius  ;  and  with  most  prosper* 
ous  approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee  : — ^Hoo  ! 
Marcius  coming  home ! 

Two  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Fol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him ;  the  state  hath 
another,  his  wife  another ;  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to*night : — ^A 
letter  for  me  ? 

Fir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you  ;  I  saw  it. 

Men.  A  letter  for  me  ?  It  gires  me  an  estate  of  seven 
year's  health  ;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the 
physician :  the  most  sorereign  prescription  in  Galen  is 
but  empiricutic,  and,  to  this  preservative,  of  no  better 
report  Uian  a  horse-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  t  he  was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

Fir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Fol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for't 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much  :^-Bring8  a' 
victory  in  his  pocket  ? — The  wounds  become  him. 

Fol.  On's  brows,  Menenius :  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplined  Aufidius  soundly  ? 

Fol.  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  together,  but 
Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  Til  warrant  him 
that :  an  he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would  not  hare  been  so 
fidius'd  for  all  the  chests  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that'll 
m  them.     Is  the  senate  possessed  of  this  ?* 

Fol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go  : — Yes,  yes,  yes  :  the  senate 
has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he  gives  my  son 
the  whole  name  of  the  war :  he  hath  in  tlus  action  out* 
done  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Fed.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  spoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous  ?  ay,  I  warrsmt  you,  and  not  without 
his  true  purchasing. 

(SJ  Pouuttd^  in  our  author's  lanj^uafj^e^  is  fully  infonaed.       JOHNSON. 
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Ftr.  The  gods  grant  them  tme  ! 

rirf.  True  ?  pow,  wow. 

Men.  Trae  ?  I'll  be  sworn  they  are  true  : — ^Where  is 
he  wounded  ? — God  save  your  good  worships !  \^o  lA« 
Trihunet^  who  come  forward,'}  Marcius  is  coming  home  : 
he  has  more  cause  to  be  proud. — ^Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

FoL  I'the  shoulder,  and  i'the  lefl  arm :  There  will  be 
large  cicatrices  to  show  the  people,  when  he  shall  stand 
for  his  place.  He  received  in  the  repulse  of  Tarquin, 
seven  hurts  i'the  body. 

Men,  One  in  the  neck,  and  two  in  the  thigh, — there's 
nine  that  I  know. 

FoL  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty-five 
wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty-seven  :  every  gash  was  an  ene 
my's  grave  :  [A  shout^  andjlourish,'}  Hark  1  the  trumpets  ■. 

Fol,  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius  :  before  him 
He  carries  noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears ; 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 
Which  being  advanc'd  declines  ;  and  then  men  die.* 

A  Sennet.  Trumpets  sound.  Enter  Cominius,  and  Titus 
Lartius  ;  between  Ihem^  Coriolanus,  crowned  With  an 
oaken  garland  ;  with  Captains^  Soldiers^  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli*  gates  :  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius  ;  these 
In  honour  follows,  Coriolanus  : — 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus !  [FUmrtsh. 

All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  o£fend  my  heart ; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  sir,  your  mother, 

Cor.  O! 
Tou  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
For  my  prosperity.  [Kneels 

Fol.  Nay,  my  good  soldier,  up  ; 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-achieving  honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it  ?  Coriolanus,  must  I  call  thee  ? 
But  O,  thy  wife 

[31  V<riamiiia  in  her  boasting  strain,  sajs,  that  her  son  to  kill  his  enemT  has' 
Dolliiogtodobuttolifthishandupamilettt&U.       JOHNSOJT. 
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Cor,  My  gracious  silence,  hail  !* 
Wouldst  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coffio'd  homey 
That  weep'fit  to  see  me  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear. 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 

Mt%,  Now  the  gods  crown  thee ! 

Cor,  And  lire  you  yet  ? — O  my  sweet  lady,  pardon* 

[To  Valbru. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn  : — O  welcome  home  ; 
And  welcome,  general ; — And  you  are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep. 
And  I  could  laugh  ;  I  am  light,  and  heavy :  Welcome : 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart. 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee  ! — You  are  three. 
That  Rome  should  dote  on  :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We  haye  some  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relish.     Yet  welcome,  warriors  : 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle  ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Htr.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor.  Your  hand,  and  year's  :  \To  his  Wife  and  Mother, 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  my  head. 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited  ; 
From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  greetings, 
Bu.t  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived 
To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy  :  Only  there 
Is  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way. 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol.  [Flourish*  Comets 

[Exeunt  in  state^  as  before.     The  Tribunes  remain 

Bru.  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him  :  Your  prattling  nurse 

.  [i]  By  my  gradcut  silence^  I  believe,  the  poet  meant,  dkvu  whose  tUent  tua*  mt 
MMTt  «/«9ueiU  andjtrattful  to  me,  Man  the  detmorouM  ag^mue  ^f  the  retti  So,  in  Tk» 
MlmtUU  Maid  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher . 

A  lady's  te^rt  ar«  iil»nt  omtora. 

Or  should  be  lo  at  leact,  to  move  beyond 

The  boney-tongued  rhetorician.       6TEEVENS. 
Gnhmm  Mems  to  Jlkrt  had  thu  same  meaning  formerly  that  craoe/W  has  at  this  dey. 

MALONE. 


\ 


ACT  n.  oomioijunia. 

Into  a  r^ilnre  lets  her  baby  cry/ 
While  she  chats  htm :  the  kildiea  malkibP  piaa 
Her  richest  lockram^  'boat  her  reech  j  neck,* 
Clhmb'ring  the  walls  to  eje  hiai:  stalls,  bulks. 
Are  smotherM  up,  leads  fillM,  and  rid|ges  hors'd 
With  Tariaible  complezions ;  afl  agreeaig 
la  earnestness  to  see  him  :  seldrshown  flamemP 
Do  press  among  the  popular  throogs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  Tulgar  station :  oar  reilM  dames 
Conunit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  ^ofl 
^  Of  Phoebos'  burning  kisses  :  sach  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  god/  who  leads  him. 
Where  slilj  crept  into  his  haman  powers. 
And  gare  lum  graceful  postore. 

Sic,  On  die  sadden, 
I  warrant  him  consul. 

Bru.  Then  oar  office  nu^, 
Duri^  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honoon 
From  where  he  should  b^n,  and  end ;  but  wUl 
Lose  those  that  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  there's  comfort 

Sic.  Doubt  i^ 
The  commoners,  lor  whom  we  stand,  bat  they. 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  fi>iget, 
With  the  least  cause,  these  hb  new  honours ;  which 
That  he'll  give  them,  make  as  little  qaestioa 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  swear, 
Where  he  to  stand  for  coiwal,  nerer  would  he 
Appear  i'the  maiket-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  napless  yesture  of  humility  f 
Nor,  shewing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

[51  Bmptmn,  a  eomnKmlerm  at  that  time  oted  lor  ait,  aimffy.   Ba  to  i«  riaafW 
iicpiAed,  fhehumJU.       WARBURTON. 
16]  A  SMiakia,  or  malkio,  it  a  kind  of  mop  made  ofcloots  for  tfw  we  of  ■mjiulf 
atnnjweiKk.       HAKMEIU^—Affldbaa  iB  toflM  parti  of  EMJUid 


•Jgniftw  a  figure  of  doola  eeC  op  to  fright  birdf  la  gardem  :  a  ■carecrow.    F.^ 

jfiiftm Is  properlj  the  dlminatlve  of  Mat  (llaiy)}  as  ITSfltte,  TwwKii,  ke.  Otwf 
mufkin  (conrgptty  yriwattm)  is  a  ert.  Tlie  UtaUn  malHm  is  tha  same  as  tha  iilriia 
Madge  or  Bess :  the  scuUkNi.       RTTSOX.  

nfLodbrwnwasakiadofdwapNiM.       STKEVSNS. 

rn  Reecky  is  greaiy,  swea^.        KIT80N. 

[9]  SekUsbowa  Anncnt— thatis,Bn«sttwhoieUoai  exhibit  thenKlfef  taMbOe 
vlMT.       STEEVENS. 

[IJ  That  is,  as  if  that  god  who  leads  him,  whatsoever  fwl  Ac  Ic       JOSHBOlf. 
By  mmpUss  ShalKespeare  neaas  thremihan,    Plotafch^  wwit  an «  with  a 
gowM  OB  their  bacUi*      MALONE. 


^ 


CORIOLAirCS.  ACT  II. 

Sic.  'Tis  right 

Bru.  It  was  his  word  :  O,  he  would  miss  it»  rtther 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  suit  o'the  gentry  to  him. 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic,  I  wish  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  most  like,  he  will. 
Sic.  It  shall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills  ; 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end. 
We  must  suggest  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  still  hath  held  them  ;  that,  to  his  power,  he  woqld 
Have  made  them  mules,  silenc'd  their  pleaders,  and   . 
Disproperty'd  their  freedoms  :  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  for  the  world. 
Than  camels  in  their  war  ;  who  have  their  prOYand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 
4t  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people,  (which  time  shallot  want, 
If  he  be  put  upon't ;  and  that's  as  easy,  ^ 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep,)  will  be  his  &re 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble  ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  Capitol.     'Tis  thought, 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul.     I  have  seen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  speak  :  Matrons  flung  their  gloves. 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scar&  and  handkerchief. 
Upon  him  as  he  pass'd  :  the  nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jove's  statue  ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower,  and  thunder,  with  their  capSt  and  shouts  : 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 
Sic.  Have  with  you.  [ExetnU* 
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SCENE  II. 
The  same.    The  CkipitoL    Enter  two  officers,  to  lay  euM&tu, 

1  Q^.  Come,  come,  they  are  almost  here  :  How  many 
stand  for  consulships  ? 

2  Qfl  Three,  thej  say  :  hot  'tis  thought  of  every  one, 
Coriplanus  will  carry  it 

1  Qfl  That's  a  hrare  fellow ;  hut  he's  yengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  Qff^.  'Faith,  there  have  heen  many  great  men  that 
have  flattered  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved  them ;  and 
there  he  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not 
wherefore :  so  that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why, 
they  hate  upon  no  better  ground  :  Therefore,  for  Coiio- 
lanus  neither  to  care  whether  they  love,  or  hate  him, 
manifests  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  disposition  ; 
and,  out  of  his  noble  carelessness,  lets  them  plainly  see't 

1  Q^.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love,  or 
no,  he  waved  indififerently*  'twixt  doing  them  neither 
good,  nor  harm  ;  but  he  seeks  their  hate  with  greater  de- 
votion than  they  can  render  it  him ;  and  leaves  nothing 
undone,  that  may  fully  discover  him  their  opposite. 
Now,  to  seem  to  affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  the 
people,  is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes,  to  flatter 
them  for  their  love. 

2  Q^.  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  country  ;  And 
his  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as  those,  who,  hav- 
ing been  supple  and  courteous  to  the  people,  bonnetted,* 
without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into  their 
estimation  and  report :  but  he  hath  so  planted  his  hon- 
ours in  their  eyes,  and  his  actions  in  their  hearts,  that 
for  their  tongues  to  be  silent,  and  not  confess  so  much, 
were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury ;  to  report  otherwise, 
were  a  malice,  that,  giving  itself  the  lie,  would  pluck 
reproof  and  rebuke  from  every  ear  that  heard  it. 

1  Q^.  No  more  of  him ;  he  is  a  worthy  man  :  Make 
way,  they  are  coming. 

A  Sennet.     Enter,   with  Lictors  before  them,  Cominius  the 
Consul,  Menenius,    Coriolarus,  many  oUier  Senators^ 
SiciNius  am2  Brutus.     The  Senators  take  their  places; 
the  Tribunes  take  theirs  also  by  themselves. 
Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Voices,  and 

To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains. 


81  H»  iwnwrf  jhaf  is,  he  would  hare  wafed  indUferaD^.       JOHNSOK. 


4]  BmtmtUet,  Vr.iilB  pall  off  ont^c^K 

Vol.  V.  4 


As  the  main  point  of  ihin  oor  after-meeting, 

To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that 

Hath  thns  stood  for  his  country  :  Therejbre,  please  701I9 

Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desixt 

The  present  consul,  and  last  general 

In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  work  performed  • 

By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  ;  whom 

We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 

With  honours  like  himself. 

1  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  thinks 
Rather  our  state's  defective  for  requital. 
Than  we  to  stretch  it  out    Masters  o'the  people* 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears  ;  and,  aftery 
Tour  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body/ 
To  yield  what  passes  here. 

Sic*  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  pleasing  treaty  ;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  shall  be  bless'd  to  do,  if  he  remeinber 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  off  f 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  silent :  Please  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak  ? 

Bru,  Most  willingly : 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Me»,  He  loves  your  people  ; 
But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  nedfellow. — 
Worthy  Coooinius,  speak,— Nay,  keep  your  place* 

[Coriolanus  Wm#,  <ma  ^er$  to  go  oiuay. 

1  Sen,  Sit,  Coriolanus  ;  never  shame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  honours'  pardon  ; 
I  bad  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  agun. 
Than  hear  say  hQW  I  got  them. 

Bru,  Sipj  I  hope. 
My  words  dis-bench'd  you  not. 

Cor^  Ijlo,  air :  yet  o«i 

joBmoiL 


[S\  ToorUnd  interpodiloA  whh  IIm  commaajMaakt, 
[6]  L  «.  that  li  notUng  to  the  pwpoM.      J0HN80II. 
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When  blows  hftT^  nade  me  staj,  I  fled  from  wovdt« 
You  soothM  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  But^  yoiar  people, 
i  love  them  as  they  weigh* 
Men.  Pray  now,  sit  down. 
^     Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  htad  i'the  suiii 
^^  When  the  alarum  were  struck,  than  idly  sit 
^To  hear  my  nothings  monster'd^  \  lEini  Cor. 

Men.  Masters  o'the  people. 
Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter,' 
(That's  thousand  to  one  good  one,)  when  you  now  see. 
He  had  rather  venture  aU  his  limbs  for  honour, 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  at  ? — Proceed,  Cominaus^ 

Com,  I  shall  lack  voice  :  the  deeds  of  Corioknos 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.-^It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  counterpois'd.    At  sixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,*  he  foughl 
Beyond  the  marie  of  others  :  our  then  dictator. 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  fi^t. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin'  he  drove 
The  bristled  lips  before  him  :  he  bestrid 
An  o^er  press'd  Roman,  and  i'the  consul's  vieir 
Slew  three  opposers  :  Tarquin's  self  he  met. 
And  struck  him  on  his  knee  :  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  he  might  act  the  womam  in  the  scene, 
He  prov'd  the  best  man  i'the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since, 
He  lurcb'd^  all  swords  o'the  garland.    For  this  bst. 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  say, 
I  cannot  speak  him  home  :  He  stopp'd  the  fliers  ; 
And,  by  hits  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  waves  before 
A  vessel  under  sail,  so  men  obey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  stem  :  his  sword  (death's  stamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  ;  from  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whose  every  motion 
Was  timed  with  dying  cries  :  alone  he  enter'd 


■•^Ma 


(11  How  can  be  be  expected  to  prnctiae  flattery  to  odhen,  wbo  abkon  It  ao  nuMlb 
that Ve  cannet  bear  it  wben  eren  oflRsred  to  blnudf.       JOHVSOS, 

BWben  Tkrqoin  raised  a  power  to  reeover  Uom^  JOHMSOll. 
Tbaft  if,  UacbiaottwUeb  there  waa  BO  beard.  STKBVKMa. 
To  iMre^  ia  Shaltoqpeara^tline,  rignlSad  tirwitt  a  maidea  MliAtM^ 
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The  mortal  gate  o'the  city,  which  he  painted 
With  flhoDless  destiny,  aidless  came  off. 
And  with  a  sadden  re-inforcement  struck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet :  Now  all's  his  : 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  sense :  then  straight  his  doubled  sjurit 
Re-qaicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he  ;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and,  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  neyer  stood 
To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 

Men,  Worthy  man ! 

1  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit  the  honouri* 
Which  we  devise  him. 

Com,  Our  spoils  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'the  world  :  be  covets  less 
Than  misery^  itself  would  give  ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  is  content 
To  spend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men,  He's  right  noble  ; 
Let  him  be  call'd  for. 

Sen,  Call  Coriolanus. 

Q^.  He  doth  appear. 

Re-enUr  Coriolanus. 

Men,  The  senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleased 
To  make  thee  consul. 

Cor,  I  do  owe  them  still 
My  life,  and  services. 

Men,  It  then  remains. 
That  you  do  speak  to  the  people.^ 

Cor,  I  do  beseech  you, 
Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom  ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 

[51  ThAt  li,  no  bononr  wiU  be  too  ereat  for  him ;  he  will  sliow  a  mind  equal  tt 
aoV  elevation.       JOHNSON. 

[61  MUery  for  aTarice }  becanee  a  mtwr  liffBillef  avaridooi.       WARBURTON. 

m  Coriofainuf  wa«  banished  U.  O.  9B2.  Bat  till  the  time  of  Manlios  Torauatus. 
U.  C.  383,  tba  fenate  choM  both  the  eonrabt  And  ibea  the  people,  assisted  by  the 
sediuons  temper  of  the  tribunes,  got  the  clioice  of  one.  But  ft  would  be  unjust  to 
attribute  this  entirely  to  Shakespeare^  ignoranoe ;  it  sometimes  proceeded  from  the 
too  powerful  lilaze  of  his  Imaflnation,  which  when  once  lighted  up,  made  all  ae- 
qoired  knowledge  &de  and  disappear  before  It  For  sometimes  again  we  find  him, 
wImu  occasion  serves,  not  only  writing  up  to  the  truth  of  bistoqr,  but  fitting  Us 
sentiments  to  tlie  nicest  manners  of  his  peculiar  sut^ect,  as  well  as  to  tlie  dign^y  of 

his  characters,  or  the  dictates  of  nature  in  general.    WARBURTON. The  inao- 

earacy  is  to  be  attribtad  not  to  ov  author,  baft  to  Pkitarch.    Norths  trinilMrtna 
uUi       IIALON& 
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For  my  wounds'  sake,  to  give  their  safirage  :  please  yon. 
That  I  may  pass  this  doing.  « 

Sic,  Sir,  the  people 
Must  haye  their  voices  ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 
--Men,  Put  them  not  to't< — 
Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  havet 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

£ru.  Mark  you  that  ? 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them, — Thus  I  did,  and  thus  ;-^ 
Show  them  the  unaking  scars,  which  I  should  hidei 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only  :— — 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon't. 
— ^We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Our  purpose  to  them  ; — and  to  our  noble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  hoaeur ! 

[Flourish.     Then  exeunt  tenaiors. 

Bru.  You  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  peo{^e. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive  his  intent !  He  that  will  re« 
quire  them, 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'l)  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  :  on  the  market-place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  \ExeunL 

SCENE  III. — The  satne.  The  Forum.  Enter  several  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  ought 
not  to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may,  sir,  if  we  will. 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but  it  is  a 
power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  :  for  if  he  show  us 
his  wounds,  and  tell  us  bis  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our 
tongues  into  those  wounds,  and  speak  for  them ;  so,  if 
he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds,  we  must  also  tell  him  our  noble 
acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous  :  and  for 
the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  monster 
of  the  multitude ;  of  the  which,  we  being  memberSt 
should  bring  ourselves  to  be  monstrous  members. 

4* 
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1  OU.  And  to  make  os  no  better  thought  of,  a  little  help 
will  serge  :  for  once,  when  we  stood  up  about  the  com,  he 
himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed  multitude. 

3  CiU  We  hare  been  called  so  of  many  ;  not  that  our 
heads  are  some  brown,  some  black,  some  auburn,  some 
bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  so  diversely  coloured  :  and 
truly  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  issue  out  of  one 
skull,  they  would  fly  east,  west,  north,  south  ;*  and  their 
consent  of  one  direct  way  should  be  at  once  to  all  the 
points  of  the  compass. 

2  Cit.  Think  you  so  ?  Which  way,  do  you  judge,  my 
wit  would  fly  ? 

3  at.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as  another 
man's  will,  'tis  strongly  wedged  up  in  a  block-head  :  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  sure,  southward. 

2  Cit.  Why  that  wav  ? 

3  Cit.  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog  ;  where,  being  three  parts 
melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return 
for  conscience  sake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks  : — ^You  may, 
you  may. 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices  ?  But 
that^s  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  say,  if 
he  would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  wor- 
thier man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Meitenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility ;  mark  his 
behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  altogether,  but  to  come 
by  him  where  he  stands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 
He's  to  make  his  requests  by  particulars  :  wherein  every 
one  of  us  has  a  single  honour,  in  giving  him  our  own 
voices  with  our  own  tongues  :  therefore,  follow  me.  and 
rU  direct  you  how  you  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content.  [Exeunt. 

Men.  O,  sir,  you  are  not  right :  have  you  not  known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done  it  ? 

Cor.  What  must  I  say  ? — 
I  pray,  sir, — ^Plague  upon't !  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  such  a  pace  : — ^Look,  sir  ; — my  wounds  ; — 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 


LBJ  To  snppofle  all  their  wlu  totaae  from  one  tknU,  and  that  thdr  common 
wnt  and  agreement  to  go  all  one  war,  should  end  in  their  Ajing  to  ereiy  point  of 
te  compaM,  is  a  Jut  descrl()tlon  of  the_jrarlelj  and  inoonslstenqr  of  tiw  opiaioMb 


yiihes,widicliDMof  theawllitude       l|. 
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From  noise  of  out  own  drums. 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods  ! 
ITou  must  not  speak  of  that ;  you  must  desire  tbem 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em  ! 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lose  hy  them. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all ; 
I'll  leave  you :  Pray  you,  speak  to  them,  I  prayyoQ, 
In  wholesome  manner.  [Exit 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wash  their  faces. 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean. — So,  here  comes  a  brace.   . 
ITou  know  the  cause,  sir,  of  my  standing  here. 

1  Cit.  We  do,  sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't 
Cor.  Mine  own  desert. 

2  Cit.  Your  own  desert  ? 
Cor.  Ay,  not 

Mine  own  desire. 

1  Cit.  How  !  not  your  own  desire  ? 

Cor.  No,  sir  :  'Twas  never  my  desire  yet, 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

1  Cit.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing,  we 
hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'the  consulship  ? 

1  Cit.  The  price  is,  sir,  to  ask  it  kindly. 
Cor.  Kindly  ? 

Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to  show  jou. 
Which  shall  be  your's  in  private. — ^Your  good  voice,  sir ; 
What  say  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  shall  have  it,  worthy  sir. 
Cor.  A  match,  sir  : — 

There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices  begg'd ; — 
I  have  your  alms  ;  adieu. 

1  Cit.  But  this  is  something  odd. 

2  Cit.  An  'twere  to  give  again, — But  'tis  no  matter. 

[Elxit^  two  Citizem. 
Enter  two  other  Citizens, 
Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices,  that  I  may  be  consul,  I  have  here  the  cus- 
tomary gown. 

3  Cit.  You  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  country,  smd 
you  have  not  deserved  nobly. 

Cor   Your  enigma  ' 
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3  CU.  You  hare  been  a  icoarge  to  her  enemies,  you 
hare  been  a  rod  to  her  friends  ;  you  hare  not,  indeed, 
loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that  I 
have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will,  sir,  flatter  my 
sworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  a  dear  estimation  of 
them  ;  His  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  and  since  the 
wisdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my 
heart,  I  will « practise  the  insinuating  nod,  and  be  o£f  to 
them  most  counterfeitly  ;  that  is,  sir,  I  will  counterfeit 
the  bewitchments  of  some  popular  man,  and  give  it  bounti- 
fully to  the  desirers.  Therefore,  beseech  you,  I  may 
be  consul. 

4  Cit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend ;  and  therefore 
give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

3  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your  country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge^  with  showing 
theml  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  so  trouble 
you  no  further. 

Both  Cit.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  sir,  heartily !      [Exe, 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices  ! — 
Better  is  it  to  die,  better  to  starve, 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
Why  in  this  woolvish  gown*  should  I  stand  here. 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 
Their  needless  vouches  ?  Custom  calls  me  to't  :— 
^What  custom  wills,  in  all  things,  should  we  do't, 
(The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  uns wept, 
(And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  -heap'd 
For  truth  to  over-peer. — Rather  than  fool  it  so, 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  that  would  do  thus. — I  am  half  throu^  ; 
The  one  part  suffer'd,  the  other  will  1  do. 

Enter  three  other  Citizens. 
Here  come  more  voices,— 
Your  voices :  for  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch'd  for  your  voices  ;  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd  ;  battles  thrice  six 
I  have  seen,  and  heard  of ;  for  your  voices,  have 
Done  many  things,  some  less,  some  more :  your  voices  s 

[91  I  will  not  ttrengUien  or  cooMleCe  jour  knowledge.  The  wetl  Is  thKt  wlildh 
flvef  rathentlelty  to  a  wrhloff.       J0HNS09« 

[17  Mr.  Steevent  Is  clemrly  rigbt,  in  suppotlBg  tlie  alliuioB  to  be  to  the  (^  wolf  la 
•beep^  dothipg}"  not  indeed  that  Oorfcrfenus  meens  to  call  hhiMelf  a  wolf)  bat 
■MW  to  aay,  **  whjihoald  I  stand  here  pjaylng  the  faypooJli^  and  linnihrttBC  the 
bwdUiar  wUek  Is  aot  hi  aqr  Batara."       KirSON. 
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indeed,  I  would  be  consul. 

5  C^.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  an> 
honest  man's  voice. 

6  Cit.    Therefore   let  him  be  consul :  The  gods  give 
him  joy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  people ! 

AIL  Amen,  amen. 

God  save  thee,  noble  consul !  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

Enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus,  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation  ;  and  the  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice  :  Remains, 
That,  in  the  oificial  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  custom-  of  request  you  have  dischaig'd : 
The  people  do  admit  you  ;  and  are  sunmion'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where  ?  at  the  senate-house  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  change  these  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may,  sir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  straight  do ;  and,  knowing  myself  agai 
Repair  to  the  senate-house. 

Men.  rU  keep  you  company.— Will  you  along  ? 

Bru.  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Fare  you  well.  [Exeunt  Cor.  and  Mem. 

— He  has  it  now  ;  and,  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds  :  Will  you  dismiss  the  people  ? 

Re-enter  Citizens. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  masters  ?  have  you  chose  this  man  ? 

1  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  gods,  he  may  deserve  your  loves. 

2  Cit.  Amen,  sir  :  To  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly,  he  flouted  us  down-right. 

1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  speech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 

2  Cit.  Not  one  amongst  us,  save  yourself,  but  says 
He  us'd  us  scornfully  :  he  should  have  show'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for  his  country. 

iStc*  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 

Cit.  No  ;  no  man  saw  'em.  [Several  speak. 
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3  Cit.  He  said,  he  had  woaikb,  which  he  oonld  show 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  acotni       [in  prirale  ; 
/  would  he  comul^  says  he  :  aged  custom^ 
But  by  your  voices^  will  not  $o  permit  me  ; 
Your  voicte  therefore :  When  we  granted  that, 
Here  was, — I  thank  you  for  your  voicee, -"'-thank  3fOti,— 
Your  moH  wweet  voices : — now  you  have  left  your  voieeM 
I  have  no  further  with  you : — ^Was  not  this  mockery  f 

Sic.  Why,  either,  yon  were  ignorant  to  see't  ?" 
Or,  teeing  it,  of  such  childish  fri^idlinesa 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him. 
As  you  were  lessonM, — When  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
He  was  your  enemy ;  ever  spake  against 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I'the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
At  place  of  potency,  and  sway  o'the  state, 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
Fast  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  mis^t 
Be  curses  to  yourselves  :  You  should  have  said. 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for  ;  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

iSiic.  Thus  to  have  said, 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch'd  his  sj^t. 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might. 
As  cause  had  calPd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gall'd  his  surly  nature. 
Which  easily  endures  not  article 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  should  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  choler, 
And  passed  him  unelected. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive. 
He  did  solicit  you  in  free  contempt,' 
When  he  did  need  your  loves  ;  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you. 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush  ?  Why,  had  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 

[21  Old  jron  wmnt  knowledge  to  dlMern  it  ?       JOHNSON. 
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Against  the  rectozihip  of  judgment  ? 

Sic.  Have  yoD, 
Ere  DOW,  deny'd  the  asker  ?  and,  now  agUBy 
On  him,  that  did  not  aak,  bot  mock,  bestow 
Your  su'd-for  tongiiea  ?^ 

3  at.  HeHi  wtot  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet 

2  CXt.  And  will  deny  him : 
V\\  have  five  handred  Toices  of  that  soand. 

1  Cit,  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to  piece  'em> 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  instantly  ;  and  tell  those  firiendiy 
The^  have  chose  a  consul,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  libcurties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking. 
An  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic*  Let  them  assemble  ; 
And,  on  a  safer  judgment,  all  revoke 
YouT  ignorant  electioQ  :  Enforce  his  pride,' 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you  :  besides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed ; 
How  in  his  suit  b«  scara'd  you  :  but  your  loves. 
Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  present  portance. 
Which  gibiogly,  ungravely  he  did  fiahion  ^ 

Afler  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you* 

Bru.  Lay 
A  fault  on  us,  your  tribunes  ;  that  we  laboured 
(No  impediment  between)  but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  election  on  him. 

dc.  Say,  you  choso  him 
More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  affections  :  and  that,  your  nBtoAi 
Pre-occupy'd  with  what  you  rather  must  do, 
Than  what  you  should,  made*  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul :  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  Ay,  spare  us  not.    Say,  we  read  lectures  to  yoii» 
How  youn^y  he  began  to  serve  his  country, 
How  long  continued  :  and  whai  stock  he  springs  of» 
The  noble  house  o'the  Marcians  ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Maroius,  Numa's  daughter's  son. 
Who,  afler  great  Hostilius,  here  was  ki^ : 
Of  the  same  house  Publius  and  Quintos  were, 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither ; 
And  Censorinua,  darting  of  the  people, 

M|  Tour  TolcMtlMit  hitherto  Save  been  aolldtad.       STEEVEHS. 
M  Olflect  hb  prides  and  enforce  the  ot)|ectioii.       JOHNSON. 
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And  Dobl  J  namM  so,  being  censor  twicer 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

Sic.  One  thus  descended. 
That  hath  beside  well  in  his  person  wrought 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  yonr  remembrances  :  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  present  bearing  with  his  past,' 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  sudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  still,)  but  by  our  putting  on  : 
And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number. 
Repair  to  the  Capitol. 

Cit,  We  will  so  :  almost  all  [Several  speaks 

Repent  in  their  election.  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on  ; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  greater  : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer  ' 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  the  Capitol : 
Come  ;  we'll  be  tiiere  before  the  stream  o'the  people  ; 
And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own. 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.  A  Street.  ComeU.  Enter  Coriola- 

Nus,  MENEirrus,  Cominius,  Titus  La&tius,  Senators^ 

and  Patricians. 

Coriolanus. 
TuLLUs  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head  ? 

Lart.  He  had,  my  lord  ;  and  that  it  was,  which  caus'd 
Our  svdfter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first ; 
Ready,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon  us  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so, 
That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

-     [61  That  b,  weighing  his  past  and  preteAt  beha^rloair.       JOHNSON. 
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Lart.  On  safe-guard  he  came  to  me  ;  and  did  curie 
Against  the  Voices,  for  they  had  so  Yilely 
Yielded  the  town ;  he  is  retir'd  to  Aotiaou 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Lari,  H«  did»  my  lord. 

Cor.  How  ?  what  f 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  yoQt  >word  to  sword  : 
That,  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  person  most ;  that  be  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopeless  restitution,  so  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

CoTp  I  wish  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully. — ^Welcome  home.    [To  Laet* 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Behold !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'the  common  mouth.    I  do  despise  them ; 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  autbori^,* 
Against  all  noble  sufferance* 

Sic.  Pass  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to 
Q^iHk^  no  fhrther. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pass'd  the  oobleSi  and  the  WBVMnB  t 

Bru.  Gominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices  ? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way  ;  he  shall  to  the  mfurket-plice* 

Bru.  The  people  are  inqens'd  iigain^t  him* 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  these  your  herd  ?-^ 
Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  novr, 
And  straight  disclaim  their  toQgu^? — ^What  af^  your 

offices? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  te#th  ?*. 
Hare  you  not  set  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purposed  thing,  and  grows  by  plot. 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility  :^- 
Suffer  it,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule, 

^in  Flame,  deck,  dirnifytfaeroselTef.       JOOVgOK. 
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Nor  erer  will  be  ral'd. 

Bru.  CaU't  not  a  plot : 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them  ;  and,  of  late, 
When  pom  was  given  them  gratis,  yon  repin'd ; 
ScandalM  the  suppliants  for  the  people  ;  call'd  then 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nobleness. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru,  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  yon  informed  them  since  ? 

Bru,  How  !  I  inform  them  i 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  sach  business. 

Bru.  Not  unlike. 
Each  wsiy,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  should  I  be  consul  ?  By  yon  cloads, 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic.  You  show  too  much  of  that, 
For  which  the  people  stir :  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquire  your  way. 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit ; 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd  : — Set  on. — ^This  paltering 
Becomes  not  Rome  ;*  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserv'd  this  so  dishonoured  rub,  laid  falsely 
Pthe  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  com  I 
This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak't  again  ;-— 
•  Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

1  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will.— My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons  : — 

But  for  the  mutable,  rank-scented  many,  let  them 
^Regard  me  as  I  do  not  flatt^^and 
/Therein  behold  themselves  r  I  say  again. 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  'gainst  our  senate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,'  insolence,  sedition, 
Which  we  ourselves  have  plough'd  for,  sow'd  andscatter^d^ 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  number ; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars.  

[11  That  it,  thic  trick  of  dtaslraaliition ;  this  shufflinr.       JOHNSON. 
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Let  them  IooIl  in  tlie  mirror  which  I  hold  up  to  them,  a  mirror  whidi  do«  aol 
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Mtn.  Well,  no  more. 

1  5ni.  No  more  words,  we  beseech  yon* 

C9r*  How !  no  more  ? 
As  for  my  country  I  haye  shed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  oatward  force,  so  shall  my  langs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  against  those  measdl»* 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  us,  yet  sought 
The  Y^,Tj  way  to  catch  them. 

JBni.  You  speak  o'the  people, 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not  • 

A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well,  we  let  the  people  kiiow*t 

Mtn.  What,  what  ?  his  choler  ? 

Cot.  Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep. 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic,  It  is  a  mind. 
That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is. 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cot.  Shall  remain ! 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  mmnows  \^  maik  yoa 
His  absolute  ikaXi  ? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon.* 

Cor.  Shall! 
O  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians,  why, 
You  grave,  but  reckless  senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choose  an  officer. 
That  with  his  peremptory  shally  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  o'  the  monsters,'  wants  not  spirit 
To  say,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch. 
And  make  your  chanpel  his  ?  If  he  have  power. 
Then  veil  your  ignorance  :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  learned, 
Be  not  as  conmion  fools  ;  if  you  are  not. 
Let  them  have  cushions  by  you.     You  are  plebeiaos. 
If  they  be  senators  :  and  they  are  no  less. 
When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greatest  taste 
Most  palates  theirs.*     They  chose  their  magistrate  : 
And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  shally 

iq  Muea^  Uoer.       8TEEVENS.  [SJ  L  e.  small  fiy.    WARBDRTON.   A 

mmno»  Is  one  ot  the  smallest  river  fish.       JOHNSON. 

''6]  Was  omitrarT  to  the  established  rale ;  it  was  a  form  of  speech  of  whidi  h#hM 
MTripftt       JOHNSON.— -Thete  words  appear  to  me  to  Imply  the  Terr  rererWi 

AUudinr  to  hUJutTlnr  called  him  Triton  before.       WARBURTON. 
,  The  plam  meaniae  i>i  tbatsemtors  and  plefadaas are  equal  whea  tbt  htefcwt 
b  best  pleased  Witt  that  which  pleases  the  lowest.      STEJEVSKS. 
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His  popular  shcUl,  against  ^a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece  !  Bj  Jove  himteli^ 
It  makes  the  consuls  base  :  and  mj  soul  akes,* 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  ap^ 
Neither  supremey  how  soon  confusion 
May  etit^r  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  bj  the  other. 

Com.  Well— on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counsel,  to  give  forth 
The  corn  o'the  store-house  gratis,  as  'twas  osM 
Sometime  in  Greece, 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.    (Though  Uiere  the   people  had  more   abtolnte 
power,) 
I  saj,  thej  nourished  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

Bru.  Why,  shall  the  people  give 
One,  that  speaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  ril  give  my  reasons. 
More  worthier  than  their  voices.  They  know,  the  corn 
Was  not  our  recompence  ;  resting  well  assur'd 
They  ne'er  did  service  for't :  Being  press'd  to  the  war. 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  state  was  touch'd. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates  :*  this  kind  of  service 
Did  not  deserve  com  gratis  :  Being  i'the  war,    • 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  showed 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them  :  The  accusation 
Which  they  have  often  made  against  the  senate, 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied*  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy  ?  Let  deeds  express 
What's  like  to  be  their  words  : — We  did  requett  it ; 
We  are  the  greater  poll^  and  in  true  fear 
They  gave  w-  our  demands : — Thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  :  which  will  in  time  break  opo 
The  locks  o'the  senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles.— — 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 

^  ra  Tbe  miBchief  and  abMunUtjr  of  wbat  if  called  JiMMrMM  i»  At^Mno^  it  Imw 
iMd^expraaed.       WARBURTON.  ^^ 

Tbat  ii,  van  tbem.    We  yet  sar,  to  tknmi  ao  alley.       JOHNSON. 

XUtiiiMftthMiiMiulMiMBitbebMomofthatgraatii^^  IIAIi 
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Cor.  No,  take  more  : 
What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  dmae  and  human. 
Seal  what  I  end  withal ! — This  doable  worshipy— 
Where  one  part  does  disdain  wiUi  cause,  the  other 
Insult  without  all  reason  ;  where  gentry,  title,  wisdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yna  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — ^it  must  omit 
Real  necessities,  and  gi^e  way  the  while 
To  unstable  slightness  :  purpose  so  barr'd,  it  fbUowi, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpose  :  Therefore,  beseech  yoa,«-> 
You  that  will  be  less  fearful  than  discreet ; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state. 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft  f  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 
To  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  physic,^ 
That  sure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  sweet  which  is  their  poison :  Your  disbonoiir 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 
Of  that  integrity  which  iihould  become  it ;' 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  ill  which  doth  control  it. 

Bru.  He  has  said  enough. 

Sic.  He  has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !  despite  o'erwhelm  thee 
What  should  the  people  do  with  these  bald  triinwes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench  :  In  a  rebellion, 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  lair. 
Then  were  they  chosen  ;  in  a  better  hour. 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  said  it  tnust  be  meet,* 
And  throw  their  power  i'the  dust 

Bru.  Manifest  treason. 

Sic.  This  a  consul  ?  no. 

Bru.  The  .Sdiles,  ho  ! — ^Let  him  be  apprehended. 

[9]  fodtmibl  Is  to /ear.  The  mennlng  it,  Ton  whoie  seal  predmniMtM  over  jow 
terrors )  yoq  who  do  not  so  much  fiear  the'  danger  of  Violent  meesores,  as  wish  tfMl 
mod  to  which  few  are  necBSiarr,  die  original  constitntioa  of  o«r  guremment; 

[41  To  mmp,  aneientiy  signified  to  Jolt,  to  give  a  nide  cofneassion  to  aajr  tUafk 
To  ptmp  «  hody  may  thewfore  mean  to  put  it  into  Ttoleat  agitatUni  or  oonmolloa. 

STEEVEN8. 
[51  itUegrUy  is  in  this  place  soundness,  nnlfonnitjr,  oonfeislen^,       JOHNSOfl^ 
[6]  Let  It  be  said  by  too,  that  what  is  mui  to  be  done,  tmut  be  meet,  L  &  thatt  W 
done,  and  put  an  end  at  oaee  to  tribunltian  power,  which  was  estaoUahed,  wfaea 
iKiesistibleTioleiice,  not  a  regard  to  proprietj,  directed  the  legis}Btil^     MJMVJff 
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Sic.   Go,  call  the  people ;     [Exit  Brutus.]    in  wliote 
name,  myself 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innovator. 
A  foe  to  the  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat  1 

Sen.  and  Pat.  We'll  surety  him. 

Com.  Aged  sir,  hands  ofif. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  shall  shake  thy  booes 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help,  ye  citizens. 
Re-enter  Brutus,  with  the  JEdiUs  and  a  RaUU  of  Cittzmu, 

Men.  On  both  sides  more  respect. 

Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 
Take  from  you  all  your  power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  .£diles. 

Cit.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him ! 

2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons !       [Several  irpaoft. 

[7^  all  bustle  about  Coriolaiiiw. 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens ! — ^what  ho  ! — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens ! 

Cit.  Peace,  peace,  peace  ;  stay,  hold,  peace  1 
'   Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — I  am  out  of  breath ; 
Confasien's  near  :  I  cannot  speak : — You,  tribunes 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience  : — 
Spebk,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic  Hear  me,  people  ; — ^Peace. 

Cit.  Let's  hear  our  tribune ; — ^peace.    Speak,  speak, 
speak. 

Sic.  You  are  «t  point  to  lose  your  liberties : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  consul. 

Men.  Fye,  fye,  fye !  ^ 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  fls^ 

Sie.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  i 

at.  True, 
The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  established 
The  people's  magistrates. 

at.  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  Uie  roof  to  the  foundation  ; 


ACT  in*  coRioLAirus.  (iS 

And  burj  all,  which  yet  distinctly  ranges. 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  rain. 

iS^.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authoritjr, 
Or  let  us  lose  it : — ^We  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o'the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic,  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ; 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru,  ^diles,  seize  him. 

Cit,  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men,  Hear  me  one  word. 
Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

JEdiles,  Peace,  peace. 

Men,  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  coontnr'fl  iHend, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru,  Sir,  those  cold  ways. 
That  seem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poisonous 
Where  the  disease  is  violent  : — ^Lay  hands  upon  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor,  No  ;  I'll  die  here.  [Drawing  hi$  sword 

There's  some  among  you  have  beheld  me  fghtiqg ; 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen.  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  sword  ; — Tribunes,  withdraw  a 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him.  [while* 

Men.  Help,  Marcius  !  help. 
You  that  be  noble  ;  help  him,  young,  and  old  I 

Cit.  Down  with  him,  down  with  bun ! 

[In  this  mutiny  f  the  Tribunes^  the  JEdiles^  and  ihs 
People^  are  all  beat  in. 

Men,  Go,  get  you  to  your  house ;  begone,  away. 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Cor.  Stand  fast ; 
We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

1  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  1 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  bouse  ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  sore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  tent  yourself:  Begone,  'beseech  you. 
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Com,  Come,  sir,  along  with  us. 

Cor»  I  would  they  were  barbarians,  (as  thej  are. 
Though  in  Rome  littered,)  not  Romans,  (as  thej  are  not» 
Though  calv'd  i'the  porch  o'the  capitol,)— 

Men.  Begone ; 
Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  yonr  tongae ; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor,  On  fair  ground, 
I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myself 
.Take  up  a  brace  of  the  best  of  them ;  yea,  the  two  tri* 
bunes. 

Com,  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic  ; 
And  manhood  is  callM  foolery,  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falling  fabric. — Will  you  hence. 
Before  the  tag  return  t '  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men,  Pray  you,  begone  ; 
m  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  hare  but  little ;  this  must  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com,  Nay,  come  away.     [Exe,  Cor.  Com.  eaud  othen 

1  PcU.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men,  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 

'  He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

■  Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.^  His  heart's  his  month : 

Whvtt  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  rent ; 

And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  name  of  death.  [A  noite  wiihin^ 

Here's  goodly  work ! 

2  Pat.  I  would  they  were  a-bed ! 

Men,  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber ! — ^What,  the  yen. 
geance. 
Could  he  not  speak  them  fair  ? 

Re-enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius,  wUh  the  llahbU, 

Sic,  Where  is  this  viper. 
That  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  himself? 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes,— 

Sic,  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands  ;  he  hath  resisted  law. 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 


rq  TlielowMC«idnMMt4et|iieAbleof  tiMDomdaoeart 
Hfla  aboft  Uimb,  Tt^,  rmh  «mI  htUmiL       Jdluf SON. 
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Than  the  seyeritj  of  the  public  power. 
Which  he  so  sets  at  nought  ' 

1  CiL  He  shall  well  know. 
The  Doble  tribunes  are  the  people's  monthSy 
And  we  their  hands. 

Cit.  He  shall,  sure  on't  [Seoeral  $peak  togdker 

Men,  Sir, — 

Sic.  Peace* 

Men,  Do  not  cry,  hayoc,*  where  you  should  but  hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

Sic,  Sir,  how  comes  it,  that  you 
Haye  holp  to  make  this  rescue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  speak  : — 
As  1  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness. 
So  can  I  name  his  ^Its ; 

Sic.  Consul !— «what  consul  f 

JMeii.  The  consul  Coriokmus. 

Bru.  He  a  consul  1 

Cit,  No,  no,  no,  no,  no* 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leaye,  and  yours,  good  people, 
I  may  be  heard,  I'd  craye  a  word  or  two  ; 
The  which  shall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm. 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sie^  Speak  briefly  then  s 
For  we  are  peremptory,  to  despatch 
This  yiperous  traitor :  to  eject  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and,  to  keep  him  herOi 
Our  certain  death ;  therefore  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whose  gratitude 
Towards  her  deseryed  children  is  enroll'd 
In  Joye's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own ! 

Sic.  He's  a  disease,  that  must  be  cut  away. 

Men.  O,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  disease 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off ;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  ? 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  has  lost, 
(Which,  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
Dj  many  an  ounce,)  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country : 

[81  To  cry  havock  was,  1  believe,  orlg^inally  a  sporting  phrase,  from  Ao/tM^  vli!cli 
In  saxon  si^lfle*  a  Amsfc  It  was  afkerwards  used  in  war,  and  is  expressqr  IbrMd  in 
OnUiumoM  du  BaUmUlti,  tlM  seooad  article  of  wlUdi  seems  to  bavetoni  flrtal  lo 
Bwdolph^  It  mi»dMihtiftautatakib»  pig  ^UUUprie$,      TtKWBirL 
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And,  what  is  left,  to  lose  it  by  his  countrj. 
Were  to  as  all,  that  do't,  and  sofier  it» 
A  brand  to  the  end  o''the  world. 

Sic,  This  is  clean  kam.* 

Bru.  Merely  awry  :  When  he  did  love  his  oountey. 
It  honoor'd  him. 

Men.  The  service  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangreen'd,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was  ? 

Bru,  We'll  hear  no  more  : — 
Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluck  him  thence ; 
Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  natnre, 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  shall  find 
The  harm  of  unscann'd  swiftness,  will,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.     Proceed  by  proceM  $ 
Lest  parties  (as  he  is  beloy'd)  break  out, 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bnu  If  'twere  so. — 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Haye  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience  ?  1 

Our  iBdiles  smote  ?  ourselves  resisted  ? — Come  :-4- 

Men.  Consider  this  ; — ^He  has  been  bred  i'the  wnun 
Since' he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd     / 
In  boulted  language  ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  distinction.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  rorm, 
(In  peace,)  to  his  utmost  peril. 

1  Sen.  Noble  tribunes. 
It  is  the  humane  wiiy  :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody  ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer : 
— ^Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  market-place  :— we'll  attend  you  there: 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  first  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you  : — 


[t]  i.  e.    Awry.    So  Cotgrvn  interpreCi,  TmUva  a  witfrejMg,  All  gou  dtm^  \ 
BenoeacambrelforacrodMl  ttick  or  ttM  bead  In  a  hocw^  binder  kr.   WARB. 
TbaWiidliwenlforcnMkediakani       8TEEVENS. 
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Let  me  desire  your  compBttj.    [To  ike  Ssnotort.]    He 

mast  come. 
Or  what  is  worst^will  follow. 

1  Sen.  Pray,  let's  to  htm.  [ExemU. 

SC£NE  II. 

A  Room  in  Coriolanus's  houn.,   Enttr  Coriolastus,  ami 

Pcttricians. 
Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears  ;  present  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels  ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock. 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia* 
1  Pat.  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor.  I  muse,*  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
~\  To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
I  To  buy  and  sell  with  groats  ;  to  show  bare  heads 


\ 


In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder. 

When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  stood  up* 

To  speak  of  peace,  or  war.     I  talk  of  you  ;      [To  Vol* 

Why  did  you  wish  me  milder  ?  l^uld  you  have  me 

False  to  my  nature  ?  Rather  say,  I  play 

The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  O,  sir,  sir,  sir, 
I  would  hare  had  you  put  your  power  well  on. 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out 

Cor.  Let  go. 

FoL  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  are» 
With  striving  less  to  be  so  :  Lesser  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if  . 
You  had  not  show'd  them  how  you  were  disposM 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay^  and  bum  too. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Senators.  - 
Men.   Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  some- 
thing too  rough ; 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it. 
1  Sen.  There's  no  remedy ; 
Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 

p]  Thsti^Iwonder,  i«mat«lo«.       [l]Mjrnmk.      JOEKSQII. 
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CItavf  in  the  midft,  and  periahu 

Vol.  Pray  be  cooDsell'd  : 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  jroHr's, 
But  yet  fi  brain,  that  leads  my  use  <rf  anger, 
To  better  'vantage. 

Men,  Well  said,  noble  woman  : 
Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  hot  that 
The  violent  fit  o'the  time  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  osi 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

0>r.  Well,  what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  : 
Must  1  then  do't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  absolute  ; 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble, 
But  when  extremities  speak.*    I  have  heard  yon  sej. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unseverM  friends, 
^  I'the  war  do  grow  together :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me, 
'  In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  the  other  lose, 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Cor.  Tush,  tush  I    • 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  hoDour,  in  your  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  yon  are  not,  (which,  for  your  best  ends. 
You  adopt  year  policy,)  how  is  it  less,  or  worse, 
That  it  shall  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war ;  since  that  to,  both 
It  stands  in  l^e  request  ? 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ?• 

Vol.  Because,  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 
To  the  people  ;  not  by  your  own  instruction. 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  you  to  ; 
But  with  such  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all, 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  else  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood.—- 

p]  Exeept  In  caies  of  indent  neoMsibrt  when  yoor  rcfolttte  and  noUe  nUl; 
hofwvTcr  eommendaUe  atother  timet,  oogbt to jieldto  di«  OTfariffn;        WJJJOjnL 
fS]  WliywvayiNi?      J(«]fS0M. 
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I  would  dissemble  with  mj  nature,  where 

My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  requir'd, 

I  should  do  so  in  honour :  I  am  in  this. 

Your  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles  ;* 

And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  lowts' 

How  you  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  theiii» 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safeguard 

Of  what  that  want  might  ruin.^ 

Men,  >ioble  lady  ! — 
Come,  go  with  us  ;  speak  fair  :  you  may  salye  so. 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,^  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

FbL  I  pr'ylhee  now,  my  son. 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand  ; 
And  thus  far  having  stretch'd  it,  (here  be  with  them,) 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones,  (for  in  such  business 
(Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
■"^More  learned  than  the  ears,)  waving  thy  head, 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  stout  heart. 
That  humble,  as  the  ripest  mulberry,* 
Now  will  not  hold  the  handling :  Or,  say  to  tiiem. 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way,  which,  thou  dost  confess, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim. 
In  asking  their  good  loves  ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself,  forsooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power,  and  person. 

Men.  This  but  done. 
Even  as  she  speaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  youths  i 
'  For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpose. 

Fol.  Pr'ythee  now. 
Go,  and  be  rul'd  :  although,  I  know,  thou  hadst  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf, 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Cominius. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'the  market-place  :  and,  sir,  'tis  fit 
Tou  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness,  or  by  absence  ;  ail's  in  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  speech. 

Com.  I  think,  'twill  serve,  if  he 


[4]  I  think  the  meanintric,  *  I  un  in  ttieir  conditiOB,  I  mm  at  stakfl^  togttfetr  VW 
jour  wife,  yoor  son.*  [5]  Our  «ofnnion  clowns.       JOHNSON. 

[61  The  want  of  their  loves.       [7]  Not  seenu  to  si^fy  not  only.        J0H1I80X. 
pj  This  fruit,  when  thoroughly  ripe,  drops  firom  the  tree.       STEEVEJBIS. 

Vol.  V.  6 
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Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit. 

FoL  He  must,  and  will  :— 
Pr'ythee,  now,  say,  you  will,  and  go  about  it.        [Mast  I 

Cor.    Must  I  go   show   them   my  unbarb'd   sconce  ?* 
With  my  base  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear  ?  Well,  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose,* 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dust  should  grind  it, 
And  throw  it  against  the  wind. — To  the  market-place  :— 
You  have  put  me  now  to  such  a  part,  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  sweet  son  :  as  thou  hast  said. 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so, 
"f  o  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  I  must  do't : — 
Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  harlot's  spirit !  My  throat  of  war  be  tum'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,'  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep !  The  smiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks  ;*  and  school-boys  tears  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  sight !  A  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips  ;  and  my  arm'd  knees. 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  his  \ 

That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms ! — I  will  not  do't : 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth. 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

FoL  At  thy  choice  then  : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour. 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin  ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness  f  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  list. 

[8]  CTnfrar&ed— bare,  uocorered.  In  the  times  of  chivalry,  when  a  horae  was  fiall|f 
armed  for  the  encounter,  be  was  said  to  lie  barbed^  probably  firom  the  old  worli 
hmie^  which  Cliaucer  uses  for  a  veil  or  covering.  HAWKINS.  To  barb  a  man 
was  to  shave  him.  To  barbe  the  field  was  to  cut  the  com.  Unbarbed  may  however 
bear  the  signification  which  Mr.  Hawldns  would  affix  to  it       STEEVENS. 

[0]  That  is,  piece,  portion ;  applied  to  a  piece  of  earth,  and  here  elegantly  trans 
ferred  to  the  body,  carcase.       WARDURTON. 

Ul  Which  played  in  concert  with  my  drum.       JOHNSON. 

raj  To  (eru,  is  to  talie  up  residence.       JOHNSON. 

|3j  This  is  obscure.  Perliapf,  she  means.  *  Go,  do  thy  worst ;  let  me  rather  feel 
fhe  utmost  extremity  that  thy  pride  can  bnng  upon  us,  tlian  live  thus  in  fear  of  U» 
dangerons  obatinacy.*      JOHNSON. 
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Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from  me ; 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyself. 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content ; 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place  ; 
Chide  me  no  more.     VW  mountebank  their  loveSy 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  beloy'd 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     I'll  return  consul ; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
rthe  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Vol,  Do  your  will.  [Eked. 

Com.  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm  yourself 
To  answer  mildly  ;  for  they  are  prepar'd 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly  : — Pray  you,  let  us  go : 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then  ;  mildly.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  UL 

The  same.     The  Forum.     Enter  SiciNius  and  Brutus.    ; 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affects 
Tyrannical  power  :  If  he  evade  us  there, 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people  ; 
And  that  the  spoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  distributed. — 

Enter  an  JEdile. 
What,  will  he  come  ? 

Md.  He's  coming. 

Bru.  How  accompanied  ? 

Md.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  pracur'd. 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

^d.  I  have  ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes  T 

JEd.  I  have. 

Sic.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither  : 
And  when  they  hear  me  say,  It  shall  be  so  ^ 

r  the  right  and  strength  o'  the  commons^  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  themy 
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If  I  say  fine,  cry  fint ;  if  death,  cry  death  ; . 
Insisting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'the  truth  o'the  cause. 

^d.  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  such  time  they  have  hegon  to  cry^ 
Xet  tbem  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

^d.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint. 
When  we  shall  hap  to  giv't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it.  [Blxit  ^diUs 

— Put  him  to  choler  straight :  He  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth  ^ 

Of  contradiction  :  Being  once  chaf  M,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  i^in  to  temperance  ;  then  he  speaks 
What's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,   Cominius,  Senaton^  and 

Patricians, 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  hostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume.^ — ^The  honour'd  gods 
Keep  Roma  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men  !  plant  love  among  us  ! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace. 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  Sen.  Amen,  amen! 

Men.  A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  .SEdile  with  Citizens. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

JEd.  List  to  your  tribunes  ;  audience  ;  peace,  I  say. 

Cor.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  say. — Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  chargM  no  further  than  this  present  t 
Must  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 
If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices. 
Allow  their  ofncers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

(4]  That  is,  would  bear  being  caUed  a  knaye  as  often  as  would  fill  cut  a  Tolon^  > 

ST££VEN& 
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Cor,  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider  ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  hody  bears,  which  show 
Like  graves  i'the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor,  Scratches  with  briars,  scars  to  move  laughter  onlj. 

Men,  Consider  further. 
That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  hke  a  soldier :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds. 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Rather  than  envy  you.* 

Corn,  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor,  What  is  the  matter, 
That  being  past  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour'd,  that  the  yery  hour 
You  take  it  ofif  again  ? 

Sic.  Answer  to  us. 

Cor,  Say  then  :  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Sic,  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriy'd  to  take 
From  Rome  all  seasoned  office,^  and  to  wind 
Yourself  unto  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor,  How!  Traitor? 

Men,  Nay,  temperately  :  Your  promise. 

Cor,  The  fires  i'the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the  people  J 
Call  me  their  traitor ! — Thou  injurious  tribune ! 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths. 
In  thine  hands  clutch'd^  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  say. 
Thou  liest,  UYito  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic,  JMark  you  this,  people  ? 

Cit.  To  the  rock  with  him  ;  to  the  rock  with  him ! 

Sic.  Peace. 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  chaige  : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him  speak. 
Beating  your  ofiicers,  cursing  yourselves, 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  defying 
Tho3e  whose  great  power  must  try  him  ;  even  this, 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 

16'  £nvy— is  here  taken  at  large  for  roalignity  or  ill  inteDtion.       JOHNSON. 
[6>  \i)  office  established  and  settled  tnr  time*  and  made  familiar  to  tht  peopit  |y 
loof  use.  JOUNSON.  [T]  L  e.  grasped.       STEEVENS. 

6* 
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Bru.  But  since  he  hath 
Serv'd  well  for  Rome, 

Cor,  What  do  you  prate  of  service  ? 

Bru,  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You? 

Men,  Is  this  the  promise  that  you  made  your  mother? 

Com.  Know,  I  pray  you, 

Cor.  I'll  know  no  further : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagahond  exile,  flaying  ;  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  huy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give,     , 
To  have't  with  saying.  Good-morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Enyy'd  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power  ;  has  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not  in  the  presence* 
Of  dreaded  justice,  hut  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distribute  it ;  in  the  name  o'the  people. 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  city  ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates  :  I 'the  people's  name, 
I  say,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cit.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so  :  let  him  awaj : 
He's  banish'd,  and  so  it  shall  be. 

G>m.  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common  friends  ;— » 

Sic.  He's  sentenced :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  me  speak  : 
I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  from  Rome, 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  reipect  more  tender. 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life. 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,^  her  womb's  increase. 
And  treasure  of  my  loins  ;  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that 

Sic,  We  know  your  drift  :  Speak  what  ? 

Bru,  There's  no  more  to  be  said,  but  he  is  banish'd. 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country  : 

[a]  iV«(~.8taiuls  agatD  ftir  n»i  only.    JOHNSON. So  In  TAcwo.  It.  8.    «  Oi 

Ifcerefora,  that  detpisetb,  despisetii  not  man  but  God."       STEEVENS. 
£9]  I  loT*  my  oonntrf  b^food  tiw nte at whi«hl  ndue oqrdeurvlie.   JOHNSO& 
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It  shall  be  so. 

Cit,  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor,  You  common  cry  of  cars  !*  whose  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  oUhe  rotten  fens,  whose  loyes  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcases  of  unbaried  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  despair  !  Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders  :  till,  at  length. 
Your  ignorance,  (which  finds  not,  till  it  feels,* 
Making  not  reservation  of  yourselves. 
Still  your  own  foes,)  deliver  you,  as  most 
Abased  captives,  to  some  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows  !  Despising, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

[Exeunt  Coriolaihjs,  Comivivs,  MEvnrnni, 

Senatoriy  and  PcUrieicuu^ 

Md,  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone  1 

Cit,  Our  enemy's  banish'd !  he  is  gone !  Hoo  I  boo ! 

\The  People  shov^^  and  thnno  up  their  caps. 

Sic,  Go,  see  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him, 
As  he  hath  follow'd  you,  with  all  despite  ; 
Give  him  deserv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

CiL  Come,  come,  let  us  see  him  out  at  gates  ;  come : — 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes  1— -Come.  [ExeuiU, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L—The  same.    Before  a  GaU  of  the  City.    Enter 

CORIOLANUS,    VOLUMNIA,  ViRGILIA,    MeNENIUS,  CoMIN- 

lus,  and  several  young  Patricans, 

Coriolanus. 
Come,  leave  your  tears  ;  a  brief  farewell : — ^The  beast 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — Nay,  mother. 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  You  were  us'd 

11  Cry  here  ^gnifles  a  troop  or  vaek.       MALOKE. 

2]  *  l^ili  retain  the  power  of  banisMnsr  your  defenders,  tffl  yotir  undtoeemiBf 

ly,  which  can  foresee  no  consequences,  leave  none  In  the  city  but  yonrselves,  wlio 

are  always  labouring  your  own  destruction.* It  is  rennirkable,  that,  amoiu^  the 

Klitical  maxims  of  ihe  speralatire  Harrington,  there  is  one  wliidi  he  might  1mt0 
rrowed  from  tliis  speech.  **  The  people  (s^ys  he)  cannot  see,  but  they  can  ML* 
It  is  not  much  to  tlie  honour  of  the  people,  tliat  they  liave  the  same  character  of 
stupidity  from  their  enemy  and  their  friend.  Such  was  the  power  of  onr  autiwPt 
mind,  that  he  loolLed  through  life  in  all  its  relations  private  and  civiL     JOHNSON* 
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To  saj,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirits ; 

That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear ; 

That,  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 

ShowM  mastership  in  floating  :  Fortune's  blows. 

When  most  struck  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  crsrefe   I 

A  noble  cunning.'    You  were  us'd  to  load  me 

With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 

The  heart  that  conn'd  them.  \ 

Fir,  O  heavens !  O  heavens  ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman, — 

FoL  Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  perish! 

Cor.  What,  what,  what! 
I  shall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother. 
Resume  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say. 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  youM  have  done,  and  sav'd 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not ;  adieu  : — Farewell,  my  wife !  my  mother ! 
I'll  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  young  man's. 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — ^My  sometime  general, 
I  have  seen  thee  stern,  and  thou  hast  ofl  beheld 
Heart-hard'ning  spectacles  ;  tell  these  sad  women, 
'Tis  fond*  to  wail  inevitable  strokes. 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  wot  weU, 
My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace  :  and 
Believe't  not  lightly,  (though  I  go  alone,  s 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 
Makes  fear'd  and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen,)  your  son 
Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice.* 

FoL  My  first  son,* 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  :  Determine  on  some  course, 
More  .than  a  wild  exposure  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i'the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods! 

[3]  The  sense  is,  When  Fortune  strikes  her  hardest  blows,  to  be  wounded,  and 
jtt  continue  calm,  requires  a  generous  policy.  He  calls  this  calmness  cuanmf  ,  ba> 
cause  it  Is  the  effect  of  reflection  and  pliilosophy.  Perliaps  the  first  emotions  of 
nature  are  nearly  uniform,  and  one  man  differs  from  another  in  the  powers  of  in- 

durance,  as  lie  is  better  rerulated  by  rarecept  and  instruction. **  They  bore  at 

beroes,  but  they  felt  as  men.^       JOHNSON. 

[4]  i.  e.  his  foolish.       [5\  By  artful  and  false  tricks,  and  treason.        JOHNSON 
First— i.  e.  noblest,  most  eminent  of  men.       WARBURTON. 
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Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  may'st  hear  of  uSp 
And  we  of  thee  :  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send 
O'er  the  vast  world,  to  seek  a  sin^  man  ; 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
I'the  absence  of  the  needer. 

Cor,  Fare  ye  well : — 
Thou  hast  years  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruisM  :  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. — 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  my  dearest  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch,^  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  smile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear. — -Come»  let's  not  weep.<— - 
If  1  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  leg^,  by  the  good  gods^ 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand  : — Come.  [Exemdm 

SCENE  11. 

The  same.  A  street  near  the  Gate.  Enter  Siciirius,  Brutus, 

and  an  JEdile, 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home ;  He's  gone,  and  we'll  no  further. 
— The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 
Let  us  seem  humbler  afler  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a-doing.» 

Sic,  Bid  them  home : 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 

Bru.  Dismiss  them  home.  [Extt  JEdile* 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Mekenius. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why? _^ 

[7]  i.  e.  Of  true  mebil  annltay^d.    Metaphor  taken  from  the  ttyiiipgoldon  the 
touchstone.       WAUBURTON. 
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Sic.  They  saj,  she's  mad. 

Bru.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us  : 
Keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  O,  you're  well  met. 
The  hoarded  plague  o'the  gods  requite  your  lore  I 

Men.  Peace,  peace  ;  be  not  so  loud. 

Vol.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  should  hear,— - 
Kay,  and  you  shall  hear  some. — ^Will  you  be  gone  ? 

[To  Brutus. 

Fir,  You  shall  stay  too  :  [To  Sicin.]  I  would,  I  had 
the  power 
To  say  so  to  my  husband. 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind  ?• 

Fol.  Ay,  fool ;  is  that  a  shame  ? — ^Note  but  this  fool 
—Was  not  a  man  my  father  ?  Hadst  thou  foxship* 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words  ? 

Sic,  O  blessed  heavens  ! 

Fol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wise  words  ; 
And  for  Rome's  good. — I'll  tell  thee  what ; — Yet  go  :— 
Nay^  but  thou  shalt  stay  too  .  !  would  my  son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him. 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic    What  then  ? 

Fir.  What  then? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

Fol.  Bastards,  and  all. — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  I 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  I  would  he  had  continu'd  to  his  country, 
As  he  began  ;  and  not  unknit  himself 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

FoL  I  would  he  had  ?  'Tw^s  you  incens'd  the  rabble : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth, 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Fol    Now,  pray,  sir,  get  you  gone  : 
«■  ■» 

>  [8]  The  word  roankiud  is  used  maliciously  by  the  first  sfiealier,  and  taken  per. 

Tersely  br  th<*  second.    A  mankind  woman  is  a  woman  with  the  roughness  of  a 

man,  ancL,  in  an  aggravated  sense,  a  woman  ferocious,  violent,  and  eager  to  shed 

blood.    In  this  sense  Sicinius  asks  Volumnia,  if  she  be  mankind.    She  takes  i 

kind  for  a  human  creature,  and  accordingly  cries  out, 

-—Note  but  this  fool. 

Was  nut  a  man  my  father  f       JOHNSON. 

[9}  Badst  thou,  fool  as  thou  art,  mean  ccuming  enough  to  banish  Coriolanus  f 

JOHNSON. 
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You  have  done  a  brave  deed.     Ere  you  go,  hear  this 

As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 

The  meanest  house  lu  Rome  ;  so  far  my  son, 

{This  lady's  husband  here,  this,  do  you  see,) 
V^hom  you  have  banished,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru,  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic,  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  l 

Vol,  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — 
1  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do,     [Ex.  TrUfune$. 
But  to  confirm  my  curses !  Could  I  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men,  You  have  told  them  home. 
And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.  You'll  sup  with  me  ! 

FoL  Anger's  my  meat ;  I  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  starve  with  feeding. — ^Come,  let's  go  : 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
( In  anger,  Juno-likeT)   Come,  come,  come. 

Men.  Fye,  fye,  fye  !  [ExeurO. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Highway  between  Rome  and  Antium.     Enter  a  Roman 

and  a  Volce^  meeting. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  sir,  and  you  know  me  :  your 
name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  so,  sir  :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman ;  and  my  services  are,  as  you 
are,  against  them  :  Know  you  me  yet  ? 

Vol,  Nicanor  ?  Np. 

Rom.  The  same,  sir. 

Vol,  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  last  saw  you  ;  but 
your  favour  is  well  appeared  by  your  tongue.'  What's 
the  news  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volcian 
state,  to  find  you  out  there  :  You  have  well  saved  me  a 
day's  journey. 

Rom,  There  hath  been  in  Rome  strange  insurrections v 
the  people  against  the  senators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been  !  Is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  state  thinks 
not  so  :  they  are  in  a  most  warlike  preparation,  and  hope 
to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  division. 

Rom,  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  past,  but  a  small  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.     For  the  nobles  receive  so 

[1]  I  would  read<— Yoor  &your  is  well  approved  by  Toor  tongue.    Tbat  is,  /oar 
Coafuestreogthaisdieeyklenceof  yottriSMX.       ST££V£NS. 
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to  heart  tli€  baoishment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that 
thej  are  in  a  ripe  aptness,  to  take  all  power  from  the 
people,  and  to  pluck  from  them  their  tribunes  for  ewer. 
This  lies  glowmg,  I  can  tell  you,  and  is  almost  matan 
ibr  the  violent  breaking  out. 

FoL  Coriolanus  banished  ? 

Rom,  Banished,  sir. 

FoL  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Ni« 
can  or. 

Rom,  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 
it  said,  The  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife,  is  when 
she's  fallen  out  with  her  husband.  Your  noble  Tullns 
Aufidius  will  appear  well  in  these  wars,  his  great  oppo« 
ser,  Coriolanus,  being  now  in  no  request  of  his  counby. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choose.  1  am  most  fortunate,  thus  ac- 
cidentally to  encounter  you  :  You  have  ended  my  bad- 
ness, and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom,  1  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  you  most 
strange  things  from  Rome  ;  all  tending  to  the  good  ol 
their  adversaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  say  yoa  ? 

Vol,  A  most  royal  one  :  The  centurions,  and  their 
charges,  distinctly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertain- 
ment,* and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom,  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and  am 
the  man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present  action. 
So,  sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  most  glad  of  your  com- 
pany. 

Vol,  You  take  my  part  from  me,  sir ;  I  have  the 
most  cause  to  be  glad  of  your's. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exevnt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Aniium,     Before  Aufidius's  House.     Enter  Coriolaxus, 
in  mean  apparel^  disguised  and  muffled. 

Car.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium  : — City, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows  ;  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :  then  know  me  not ; 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with  stones^ 

Enter  a  Citizen. 
In  puny  battle  slay  me. — Save  you,  sir. 

Cit.  And  you. 

(21  That  Ic,  thourfa  iiot  actually  encamped,  yet  already  in  dm.   To  oiltntHia  lA 
•Auv  to  to  take  them  into  pay       JOHNSON.  "^ 
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♦;       Cor.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 

:j   Where  greait  Aufidius  lies  :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

r        CiU  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state, 

r     At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  'beseech  you  ?- 
Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  sir  ;  farewell.  [Exit  Citizen* 

O,  world,  thy  slippery  turns  !^  Friends  now  fast  sworn. 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart. 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exercise, 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour. 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity  :  So,  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their  sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  e^^  shall  grow  dear  frJeods, 
And  interjoin  their  issues.     So  with  me  : — 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter  :  if  he  slay  me, 
He  does  fair  justice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I'll  do  his  country  service.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. — 7%e  same.  A  Hallin Aufidivs^s home.  Music 

Tvithin.  Enter  a  Servant. 

1  Serv,  Wine,  wine,  wine  !  What  service  is  here ! 

I  think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  [Exit* 

Enter  another  Servant. 

2  Serv.  Where's  Cotus !  my  master  calls  for  him. 
Cotus !  [Exit. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 
Cor.  A  goodly  house  :  The  feast  smells  well :  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

Re-enter  the  first  Servant. 

1  Serv.  What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  Whence  are 
you  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you.    Pray,  go  to  the  door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertainment. 
Id  being  Coriolanus.^ 

Re-enter  second  ServoLnt. 

2  Serv.  Whence  are  you,  sir  ?  Has  the  porter  his  eyes 
in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  such  companions  f 
Pray,  get  you  out. 


(31  This  fine  picture  of  coromon  friendship  if  an  artful  introduction  to  the  sodc 
feagtte  which  thie  poet  made  him  enter  into  with  AuAdius  :  and  no  lest  artful  aa 
UMoer  for  his  commencing  enemy  to  Rome.       WAR  BURTON.        ,.^ 

f4Jl.e.inhaTingderifedtfaalsuniaiDefixnnt&e8ackof  CoflolL      STKEyENS, 

Vol.  V.  7 
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Cor.  Away! 

2  Serv.  Away  I  Qet  yoa  away. 

Cor,  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 

2  Serv.  Are  you  so  brave  ?  I'll  have  you  talked  with  aaoik 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     Thejirsi  meets  him, 
8  Serv.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

i  Serv.  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  on  :  I  canDot 
get 'him  out  oHhe  house.     Pr'ythee  call  my  master  to  him. 

3  Serv,  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ?  Pray  yoa, 
avoid  the  house. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand  ;  I  will  not  hurt  your  hearth. 

3  Ser.  What  are  you  ? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cor.  True,  so  1  am. 

3  Serv,  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some  othei 
station  ;  here's  no  place  for  you  ;  pray  you,  avoid  :  come« 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go  ! 
And  batten  on  cold  bits.  [Pushes  him  awqy. 

3  Serv.  What,  will  you  not  ?  Pr'ythee,  tell  my  mastei 
what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2  Serv.  And  I  shall.  lExl$.: 

3  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  Serv.  Under  the  canopy,? 

Cor.  Ay. 

3  Serv,  Where's  that  ? 

Cor.  I'the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

8  Serv,  I'the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ? — ^What  an  ass  it 
ist-^Then  thou  dwellest  with  daws  too  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 

3  Serv.  How,  sir  I  do  you  meddle  with  my  master  ? 

Cor.  Ay  ;  'tis  an  honester  service  than  to  meddle  witk 
thy  mistress : 

Thou  prat'st,  and  prat'st ;  serve  with  thy  trencher,  hence. 

[Beats  him  awtttf. 
Enter  Aufidius,  and  the  second  Servant. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serv,  Here,  sir :  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog 
l)ut  for  disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Jiuf.  Whence  comest  thou  ?  what  wouldst  thou  ?  Thj 
oame  ? 
Wl^  speak'st  not  ?  Speak,  man  :  What's  thy  name  ? 

G^r.  if,  Tullus,  [Unmixing 
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Not  yet  thoH  know'st  me,  and  seeing  me,  dost  not 
Think  me  (or  the  man  I  am,  necessity 
Commands  me  name  myselfi 

jJii/I  What  is  thy  name  ?  [SBrveMti  refAnl 

CoK.  A  name  unmusical  to  the  Volcims'  ears. 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

Jiuf,  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Tho«i  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  ftce 
Bears  a  command  in't ;  though  thy  tackk^'s  tom. 
Thou  show'at.a  noble  Tessel :  What's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown  :  Know'st  thoa  me  jrett 

Auf.  I  know  thee  not : — ^Thy  name  ? 

Cor.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  bath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
My  surname,  Coriolanus  :  The  painful  serrice, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  re<|uited 
But  with  that  surname  ;  a  good  memory,* 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thou  should'at  bear  me  :  only  that  name  rei&aine  | 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people. 
Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  rest ; 
And  suffered  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth  ;  Not  out  of  hope. 
Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life  ;  for  if 
I  had  fearM  death,  of  all  the  men  i'the  world 
I  would  have  Voided  thee  :  but  in  mere  spite. 
To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  banishers. 
Stand  1.  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  bast 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,*  that  will  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those  maims' 
Of  shame  seen  through  thy  country,  speed  thee  stralgM; 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn  ;  so  use  it. 
That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee  ;  for  1  will  fight 
Against  my  canker'd  country  with  the  spleen 
Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  so  be 
Thou  dar'st  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortonet  * 
Thou  {irt  tir'd,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 
Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  present    _____^ 

[5]  Meniury,  for  nwinorinL  [6]  A  heart  of  resentment       JOHKSQll 

n\  L  e.  disenceful  diminutfons  of  territoiy.       JOHNSON. 
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My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  : 
Which  not  to  cut,  would  show  thee  hut  a  fool ;  t 
Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate, 
Drawn  tuns  of  hlood  out  of  thy  country's  hreast. 
And  cannot  live  hut  to  thy  shame,  unless 
It  he  to  do  thee  service. 

Auf,  O  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  env}'.  If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  speak  divine  things,  and  say, 
*Tu  true ;  Td  not  helieve  them  more  than  thee, 
All  noble  Marcius. — O,  let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  against 
My  grained  ash  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  scarM  the  moon  with  splinters  !  Here  I  clip 
The  amvil  of  my  sword  ;•  and  do  contest 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love. 
As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 
Contend  against  thy  valour.     Know  thou  first, 
I  loved  the  maid  I  married  ;  never  man 
Sighed  truer  breath  ;  but  that  I  see  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing  !  more  dances  my  rapt  Heart, 
Than  when  1  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 
Bestride  my  threshold.     Why,  tbou  Mars  !  I  tell  thee. 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpose 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawn. 
Or  lose  mine  arm  for't :  Thou  hast  beat  me  out 
Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 
Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thyself  and  me  ; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep. 
Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  throat, 
And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.     Worthy  Marcius, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but'  that 
Thou  art  thence  banish 'd,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy  ;  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-beat.     O,  come,  go  in, 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  hands  ; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me» 
Who  am  prepar'd  against  your  territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  itself. 

Cor.  You  bless  me,  gods ! 

fV]  Aufidius  styles  Coriolanus  the  anvil  of  hit  noordj  because  he  had  fonaeity  laM 
•i  neavy  blows  on  ^im,  a«  a  cmilb  strikes  on  his  taniL       ST£EV£KS. 
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Auf,  Therefore,  most  absolute  air,  if  thou  wiU  teve 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission  ;  and  set  down^-* 
As  best  thou  art  experienc'd,  since  thou  know'st 
Thy  country ^3  strength  and  weakness, — thine  own  wajff  { 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Roiiie» 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  p«irts  remote,  « 

To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.     But  come  Id  j 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those,  that  shall 
Say,  1/ea,  to  thy  desires.     A  thousand  welcomes  ! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  au  enemy  ; 
Yet,  Mcircius,  that  was  much.     Your  hand !    most  wel- 
come !  [Exeunt  Cor,  and  Aw. 

1  Serv,  fadvancing.!  Here's  a  strange  alteration  1 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  hare  strockeii 
him  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his  clotiiei 
made  a  false  report  of  him. 

1  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  He  turned  me  aboat  witk 
his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  set  up  a  top. 

2  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was 
thing  in  him :  He  had,  sir,  a  kind  of  face,  metbought,* 
cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serv.  He  had  so  ;  looking  as  it  were, — ^*WouW  I 
were  hanged,  but  I  thought  there  was  mora  io  him  than 
1  could  think. 

2  Serv.  So  did  1,  Til  be  sworn :  He  is  simply  the  mre^l 
man  i'the  world. 

1  Serv.  I  think,  be  is  :  but  a  greater  soldier  than  he,  yon 

2  Serv.  Who  ?  my  master  ?  [wot  one, 

1  Serv.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv,  Worth  six  of  him. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  not  so  neither  :  but  I  take  him  to  be  the 
greater  soldier. 

2  iSerz7.  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  io  say 
that :  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  ezcelleni 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  too. 

Enter  third  Servant, 

3  Serv.  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news;  news,  you  rascals. 
1.  2.  Serv.  What,  what.  What?  let's  partake. 

3  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman»^  of  all  nations ;  I  tmi 
•s  licve  be  a  condemned  man. 

1.  2.  Serv.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  ^wucfc  dm 
^neral  — *Caius  Marcius. 
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.     1  Serv.  Why  do  you  say,  thwack  our  general  ? 

3  Serv.  I  do  not  say  thwack  our  general ;  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  arc  fellows,  and  friends :  He  was 
erer  too  hard  for  him  ;  I  have  heard  him  say  so  hrmself. 

1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  say  the 
truth  oa't :  before  Corioli  he  scotched  him  and  notched 
him  like  a  carbonado. 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he  might 
have  broiled  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he 
were  son  and  heir  to  Mars  :  set  at  upper  end  o'the  ta- 
ble :  no  question  asked  him  by  any  of  the  senators,  but 
they  stand  bald  before  him  :  Our  general  hiinself  makes 
a  mistress  of  him  ;  sanctifies  himself  with's  hand,^  and 
turns  up  the  white  o'the  eye  to  his  discourse.  But  the 
bottom  of  the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'the  middle, 
and  but  one  half  of  what  he  was  yesterday  ;  for  the 
other  has  half,  by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole 
table.  He'll  go,  he  says,  and  sowle  the  porter  of  Rome 
gates  by  the  ears  :*  He  will  mow  down  all  before  hint, 
and  leave  his  passage  polled.* 

2  Serv.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  man  I  can  imagine. 

3  Serv.  Do't  ?  he  will  do't :  For,  look  you,  sir,  he  ha& 
as  many  friends  as  enemies  :  which  friends,  sir,  (as  it 
were,)  durst  not  (look  you,  sir,)  show  themselves  (as 
we  term  it,)  his  friends,  whilst  he's  in  directitude. 

1  Serv.  Directitude  !  what's  that  ? 

3  Serv.  But  when  they  shall  see,  sir,  his  crest  up 
again,  and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  bur- 
rows, like  conies  afler  rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1  iSen?.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  -Serv.  To-morrow  ;  to-day ;  presently.  You  shall 
have  the  drum  struck  up  this  aflernoon  :  'Tis,  as  it 
were,  a  parcel  of  their  feast,  and  to  be  executed  ere 
they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv,  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring  world 
again.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  rust  iron,  increase 
tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

1  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I  ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as 

pi  Alludlnfc  Iropr  aperly,  to  the  act  of  crossing  apon  any  strann  event    JOHNS, 
m  That  is,  I  suppose,  drag  him  down  bv  the  ears  into  the  dirt       JOHNSON. 
PlThat  »«»„bar^  d«  red.      JOHNSON^-^To  poU^  andentty  fifnified  to  cnt^ 
me  veM*       oT££V£iNa«  ^ 
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far  5IS  day  does  night ;  it's  sprightly,  waking,  audible,  and 
fall  of  vent.*  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy  ;  mul- 
led, deaf,  sleepy,  insensible  ;  a  getter  of  more  bastard 
children,  than  war's  a  destroyer  of  men. 

2  Serv.  'Tis  so  :  and  as  war,  in  sdme  sort,  may  be  said 
to  be  a  ravisher  ;  so  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace  is  a 
great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Serv,  Reason  ;  because  they  then  less  need  one  an- 
other' The  wars,  for  my  money.  I  hope  to  see  Romans 
as  cheap  as  Volcians.     They  are  rising,  they  are  rising. 

AIL  In,  in,  in,  in.  [ExewU, 

SCENE  VI. 

Rome,     Jl  public  Place,     Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic,  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him  ; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'the  present  peace* 
And  quietness  o'the  people,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Blush,  that  the  world  goes  well  ;  who  rather  had. 
Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by't,  behold 
Dissensions  numbers  pestering  streets,  than  see  : 

Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops,  and  going  ,  j 

About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 

Bru,  We  stood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menenius  ? 

Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he  :  O,  he  is  grown  most  kind 
Of  late.— Hail,  sir! 

Men,  Hail  to  you  both ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus,  sir,  is  not  much  miss'd. 
But  with  his  friends  ;  the  common-weahh  doth  stand  ;     *" 
And  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well ;  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if 
He  could  have  temporiz'd. 

Sic,  Where  irf  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men,  Nay,  1  hear  nothing  ;  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  hin^ 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens, 
Cit.  The  gods  preserve  you  both  I 
Sic,  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

f&J  Full  of  rumour,  full  of  materials  for  discourse.       JOHNSON. 
4 1  That  is,    IneflTt^ctual  in  times  of  peace  like  these.    Wlien  the  people  were  in 
eomn.ution,  his  friends  might  have  strove  to  remedy  his  disgrace  by  tamperhiff  wHk 
them ',  but  now,  neither  wantiner  to  employ  his  bravery  nor  rememberinef  bb  vatuyat 
actioiis,  they  are  unfit  subiects  for  the  factious  to  work  upoa.       6TEEVENS. 
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Cm,  Good-e*en  to  you  sill,  good-e'en  to  you  «n. 

1  Cit.  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our  kneeiv 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live,  and  thrive  ! 

Bru,  Farewell,  kind  neighbours  :  We  wish'd  Coriolaniif 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

Cit,  Now  the  gods  keep  you  I 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell.  [Exeunt  Citiztnt 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets, 
Crying,  Confusion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'the  war ;  but  insolent, 
0*ercome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  thinking, 
Self-loving, 

Sic.  Aiid  affecting  one  sole  throne. 
Without  assistance. 

Men.  I  think  not  so. 

Sic.  We  should  by  this^  to  all  our  lamentation^ 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Brui  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  saSfe  and  still  without  him. 

Enter  JEdile. 

jEd.  Worthy  tribunes, 
There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prison, 
Reports, — the  Voices  with  two  several  powers 
Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories  ; 
And  With  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  them. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banishment. 
Thrusts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world ; 
Which  were  inshell'd,  when  Marcius  stood  fx>T  Rome^ 
And  durst  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you 
Of  Marcius  ? 

Bru.  Go,  see  this  rumourer  wUpp'd. — It  cannot  ]^» 
The  Voices  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be ! 
We  have  record,  that  very  well  it  can  ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  nge.     But  reason  with  the  fellow. 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this  : 
Lest  you  shall  chance  to  whip  your  infbnuatto&y 
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And  beat  the  messenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic,  Tell  not  me  :  i 

I  know,  this  cannot  be. 
•    Bru.  Not  possible. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mes.  The  nobles,  in  great  earnestness,  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-house  :  some  news  is  come. 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  slave  ; — 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes  . — ^his  raising ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Mes.  Yes,  worthy  sir. 
The  slave's  report  is  seconded  ;  and  more, 
More  fearful,  is  delivered. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mes.  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know,)  that  Mareius, 
JoinM  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  'gainst  Rome  ; 
And  vows  revenge  as  spacious,  as  between 
The  young'st  and  oldest  thing. 

Sic,  This  is  most  likely  ! 

Brn.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
Good  Mareius  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely  : 
He  and  Aulidius  can  no  more  atone,* 
Than  violentest  contrariety. 

Enter  another  Messenger* 

Mes.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate  : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Mareius,    , 
Associated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories  ;  aftd  have  already, 
O'erborne  their  way,  consum'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Comimus. 

Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work ! 

Men.  What  news  ?  What  news  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravish  your  own  daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates  ; 
To  see  your  wives  dishonour'd  to  your  noses  ; — 

Men.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

{S\  To  atone,  In  thenctive  setise,  is  to  reconcile,  nnd  i«  soused  by  our  author.   1V» 
•tone  here  is,  in  tbe  neutnU  sense,  tf)  come  to  reconciliation.   To  atone  is  to  mdl* 

JOHNSON. 
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G)m.  Tour  teoiples  burned  in  their  cement ;  «mI 
Your  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore. 

.Mtn.  Pray  now,  your  news  ? 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  : — Pray,  your  news  % 
If  Marcius  should  be  joia'd  with  Volcians, 

Com.  If  I 
He  is  their  god  ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  b}'  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shapes  man  better  :  and  they  follow  him^ 
Against  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence^ 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men,  You  h^ve  made  good  work, 
You,  and  your  apron  men  ;  you  that  stood  so  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,'  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters  !^ 

Com.  He  will  shake 
Your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules 
Did  shake  down  mellow  fruit  :*  You  have  made  fiiir  work! 

Bra.  But  is  this  true,  sir  ? 

Com*  Ay  ;  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;  and,  who  resist, 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perish  constant  fbols.     Who  is't  can  blame  him  I 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him« 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  shall  ask  it  ? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  shame  ;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  she^merds  :  for  his  best  friends,  if  they 
Should  say,  Be  good  to  Rome^  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserved  his  hate. 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true : 
....        ■  '     I ■  ■ ,  ■         ...    ■■        ■ .       ■■■-■    ■ .  ...I  ..1^ 

[61  Oeeupalion  Is  here  used  for  nechonkks.  omb  oocupied  in  daily  buiiness.    MAI . 

[7]  To  sm^ll  or  gsiilcli  was  once  sucli  a  brand  of  vulgarity,  that   grarlick  wat  • 

food  forbidden  to  an  aiiclcot  order  of  8|Mnkih  ItniehtR,  mentioned  by  Guevarii 

-JOHNSOX.-^-To  smell  of  leeks  was  no  less  a  mark  of  vulgarity  among  tbe  RaoMUi 

people  In  tbe  time  of  Juvenal.    Sat.  HI. 

......«4iui8  tecum  sectlle  porum 

8ut6r,  et  eHxi  vervecis  labra  comedit  f       8TEEVEN6* 
m  In  aHoftlon  to  the  apples  of  the  Hesperides.       STEEYEKS. 


ACTtr.  eo&ioLAirua.  88 

If  he  were  pivttitig  to  ray  house  the  brand 

That  should  oonsunie  it,  I  ha^e  not  the  face ' 

To  say,  ^Beseech  you,  cease , — You  have  madts  fair  handB, 

You,  and  your  crafts  !  you  have  crafted  fair ! 

Com,  You  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapaible  of  help. 

TrL  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  !  Was  it  we  ?  We  lov'd  him  ;  but,  like  beasts. 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clusters, 
Who  did  boot  him  out  o'the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.'     Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  oflScer  : — Desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength,  and  defence, 
That  Rome  can  make  against  them. 

Enter  a  troop  of  Citizens, 

Men.  Here  come  the  clusters. — 
And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ? — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Your  stinking,  greasy  caps,  in  hooting  at  ■ 
-Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he's  coming  ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head, 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip ;  as  many  cozcombSy 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tid  no  matter  ; 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  coal, 
.  We  have  deserv'd  it. 

Cit.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  said,  banish  him,  I  said,  'twas  pity. 

2  Cit.  And  so  did  I. 

3  Cit,  And  so  did  I ;  and,  tO  say  the  truth,  so  did  very 
many  of  ns  :  That  we  did,  we  did  for  the  best :  and 
though  we  willingly  consented  to  his  banishment,  yet  it 
was  against  our  will. 

Com.  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices  I 
Men.  You  have  made 
Good  work,  you  and  your  cry  ! — Shall  us  to  the  capitol  ? 
Com.  O,  ay  ;  what  else  ?  [Exe.  Com.  and  Menen- 

Sic.  Go,  masters,  get  you  home,  be  not  dismay'd  ; 

%^^^— -      -■■!■■  -  —■■■■■  ■■■■■  ■■.■■■-■■  M-  - —■  ■■         I  I  .      .    ■     ■        I  I  ,^—1,^ 

19]  Ai  they  hooted  «t  his  departure,  they  will  roar  at  his  return  t  as  he  went  ovi 
null  MoA,  he  will  cooae  back  with  hunentatioiu.      JOHNSON. 
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These  are  a  side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  iv^hich  they  so  seem  to  fear.     Go  home, 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 

1  Cit,  The  gods  be  good  to  us  I  Come,  masters,  let's 
home.  I  ever  said,  we  were  i'the  wrong,  when  we  ban- 
ished him. 

2  Cit.  So  did  we  all.  But  come,  let's  home.   [Ex.Citizens. 
Bru,  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic,  Nor  I. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol. — 'Would,  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie ! 

Sic*  Pray,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  VII. 
A  Camp,  at  a  small  distance  from  Rome.    Enter  Aufidivv 

and  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf   Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 

Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him  ;  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  action,  sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  1  cannot  help  it  now  ; 
Unless,  by  using  means,  1  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  design.     He  bears  himself  more  proudlier 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would, 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him  :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  not  changeling  ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wish,  sir, 
(I  mean  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commission  with  him :  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself,  or  else 
To  him  had  left  it  solely. 

Jiuf.  I  understand  thee  well ;  ^nd  be  thou  sure, 
When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  against  him.     Although  it  seems, 
And  so  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly, 
And  shows  good  husbandry  for  the  Volcian  state  ; 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword  :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  shall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry  Romel 
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Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  sits  down  ; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his  : 
The  senators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too  : 
The  tribunes  are  no  soldiers  ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal,  as  hasty 
To  expel  him  thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  osprey  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.*     First  he  was 
A  noble  servant  to  them  ;  but  he  could  Dot 
Carry  his  honours  even  :  whether  'twas  pride» 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man  ;  whether  defect  of  judgment,* 
To  fail  in  the  disposing  of  those  chances 
Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  casque  to  the  cushion,  but  commanding  peace 
Even  with  the  same  austerity  and  garb 
As  he  controll'd  the  war ;  but,  one  of  these, 
(As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all. 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  him,)  made  him  fearM» 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd  :  But  he  has  a  merit. 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.'     So  our  virtaes 
Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time  : 
And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable. 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done.^ 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 
Rights  by  rights  fouler,'  strengths  by  strengths  do  &il 
Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine. 
Thou  art  poor'st  of  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine. 

[ExewnU 

[1]  We  find  in  Drayton^*  Polyolbion,  song  zxv.  a  faH  accoont  of  tiM  ofprey,  whick 
diowi  the  Jostnen  and  beau^  of  the  simile. 

**  The  otprtjfy  oft  here  seen,  tho*  sddom  herp  be  breeds, 
Which  over  them  the  JUk  no  sooner  doth  espy, 
But,  betwixt  him  and  them  bjr  an  antipathy, 

Taming  their  bellies  up,  as  though  their  death  they  saw,  ^ 

They  at  his  pleasure  lie,  to  stuff  his  gluttonous  maw.**       LANOTON. 
fSj  Anfidius  assigns  three  probable  reasons  for  the  miscarriage  of  Coriolanw  | 
pride,  which  easily  fi>Uows  an  uninterrupted  train  of  success  ;  nnskilfulness  to  re* 
galate  the  consef|uences  of  his  own  Tictories «  a    stubborn  uniformity  of  nature,  - 
wliieh  eovld  not  xm^uh  the  proper  transition  fVom  the  casque  or  helmet  to  the  cushlea 
or  chair  d  dvU  authority  ;  but  acted  with  the  same  despotism  in  peace  as  in  war. 

JOHNSON. 
...  He  has  a  merit,  for  no  other  purpose  timn  to  destroy  it  by  boasting  it  JOHN& 
[4|  L  e.  The  virtue  which  delights  to  commend  itbclf,  will  find  the  surest  tomb  I* 
a  chair  wherein  it  holds  forth  its  own  commendations.       JOHNSON. 
(6)  RighU  hg  rirkts/atder  may  well  mean,  •*  That  one  rieht  or  title,  when  pro 
daecd,  makes  anouer  less  foir."    All  the  short  sentencet  io  this  speech  are  obtcar% 
mad  some  nonsensicaL       M.  MASON. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — Home,     A  public  Place.      Enter  MEiTEifivt 
CoifiNius,  SiciNius,  Brutus,  and  others^ 

Menenius 
No,  I'll  not  go  :  you  hear,  what  he  hath  said. 
Which  was  sometime  his  general :  who  lovM  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.     He  callM  me,  father  : 
But  what  o'that  ?  Go,  you  that  banished  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd* 
To  hear  Cominius  speak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Ck)in.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name  ; 
I  ui]g'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to  :  forbad  all  names ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless. 
Till  he  had  forgM  himself  a  name  i'the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  so  ;  you  have  made  good  work : 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap  :'  A  noble  memory  !* 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardoA 
When  it  was  less  expected  :  He  replied. 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punished. 

Men.  Very  well : 
Could  he  say  less  ? 

Com.  I  offer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends  :  His  answer  to  me  was. 
He  could  not  stay  to.  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome,  musty  chaff:  He  said,  'twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unbumty 
And  still  to  nose  the  oiSence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 
Or  two  ?  I  am  one  of  those  ;  his  mother,  wife. 
His  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  graias : 
You  are  the  musty  chaff ;  and  you  are  smelt 
A^ore  the  moon  :  We  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

^  Condewended  unwIlliDgly,  wifh  raterve,  ooktnen.       STEEVEN8. 

tu  Vmi  <iwt  iMve  been  such  good  atefmrds  for  the  Ronwn  people,  at  lo  frt  tfW» 


trarned  over  their  bends,  to  save  them  the  mombm  «f  couk 
W  MMMNTiaL  STEEVENS. 


Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  If  ycra  refuse  your  aid 
Id  this  80  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  distress.     But,  sure,  if  yoa 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  tongad^ 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make. 
Might  stop  our  countr^'man. 

Men.  No  ;  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  I  pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  should  I  do  ? 

JBru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  loye  can  do 
For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  say  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  retum'd. 
Unheard  ;  what  then  ? — 
But  as  a  discontented  friend,  grief-shot 
With  his  unkindness  ?  Say't  be  so  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Must  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  afler  the  meastm 
As  you  intended  well. 

Mien.  I'll  undertake  it : 
ff  think,  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well  ;  he  had  not  din'd  : 
The  veins  uniiird,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we  have  stufifd 
These  pipes  and  these  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts  :  Therefore  I'll  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request, 
And  then  I'll  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness. 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Jifen.  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him. 
Speed  how  it  will.  You  shall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  success.  [£vii 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  sit  in  gold,'  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  ;  and  his  injury 
,  The  gaoler  to  his  pity.     1  kneel'd  before  him  ; 
,  'Twas  very  faintly  he  said,  rise;  dismiss'd  me 
[  Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand  :  What  he  would  do, 

^     ittj  Uc  b  inUmmed  in  mil  the  pomp  and  pride  of  imperial  splendour.    J0BlfS01l» 
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He  sent  in  writing  after  me  ;  what  he  would  not» 

'Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions  : 

So,  that  all  hope  is  vain, 

Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife  ; 

Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him 

For  mercy  to  his  country.     Therefore,  let's  hence> 

And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on.  [ilretmf. 

SCENE  II. 

An  advanced  post  of  the  Volcian  Camp  before  Rome,     The 
Cruard  at  their  stations.     Enter  Menenius. 

1  G.  Stay  :  Whence  are  you  ? 

2  G.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men;  His  well :  But,  by  yourleaye^ 
1  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  i^eak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  G.  From  whence  ? 

Men.  From  Rome. 

1  G.  You  may  not  pass,  you  must  reti^  :  our  general 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  G.   You'll  see  your  Rome  embrac'd.with  fire,  before 
You'll  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  friends. 
If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks,* 
My  name  hath  touchM  your  ears  ;  it  is  Menenius. 

1  G.  Be  it  so  ;  go  back  :  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  here  passable. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow, 
Thy  general  is  my  lover  :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  have^read 
His  fame  unparallel'd,  haply,  amplified  ; 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  friends 
(Of  whom  he's  chief,)  with  all  the  size  that  verity 
lYould  without  lapsing  suffer  :  nay,  sometimes. 
Lake  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle  ground,^ 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw  ;  and  in  his  praise 
Have,  almost,  stamp'd  the  leasing :  Therefore,  fellow, 
J  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

1  G.  'Faith,  sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  hig 
behalf  as   you  have    uttered  words  in   your  own,  you 

nj  Here  is,  I  think,  a  chasm.  The  spealter^s  purpose  seems  to  be  this:  *  To  yield 
to  nis  conditions  is  ruin,  and  better  caonot  be  obtained,  so  that  all  hope  is  vaiiv 
JOHNSON.  [S]  A  lot  Is  here  a  prise.       JOHNSON. 

TS]  Subtle,  means  smooth,  level  nnuand.  8TEEVENS.— ^-Uay  it  not  hiaTQUl 
Qr(liiMiy«coeptatioQ,<ieosi{^f      MALONfi. 
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tibould  not  pass  here  t  no,  though  it  were  as  Tirtnous  It 
lie,  as  to  live  chastely.  Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ytbee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Me&e^ 
nius,  nhvays  factionary  on  the  party  of  your  general. 

2  G.  Howsoever  you  hnrc  been  his  Har,-  (as  you  si^ 
you  have,)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him,  most 
Bay,  you  cannot  pass.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  dined,  canst  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would  tlOl 
speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 

1  G.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 

Men.  1  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  G.  Then  you  should  hate  Rome,  as  he  does.  Can 
you,  when  you  have  poshed  out  your  gates  the  rery  d(K 
fender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ignoratictf, 
given  your  enemy  your  shield,  think  to  front  his  reven- 
ges witb  the  easy  groans  of  old  women,  the  rirgiaal 
palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the  palsied  intercessioii 
of  such  a  decayed  dotard  as  you  seem  to  be  ?  Can  jrou 
think  to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your  city  b  ready  io 
flame  in,  with  such  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are 
deceived  ;  therefore^  back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for 
your  execution  :  You  are  condemned,  our  general  has 
sworn  you  out  of  reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he 
would  use  me  with  estimation. 

S  G.  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not 

Men.  I  mean,  thy  general. 

1  G.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  say,  go> 
lest  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood  ;-^back,  that's  the 
utmost  of  your  having  : — ^back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, — 

Enter  Corioianus  and  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now  you  companion,  Til  say  an  errand  for  yoQ  ; 
you  shall  know  now,  that  I  am  in  estimation  ;  you  shall 
perceive  that  a  Jack  gu ardent*  cannot  office  me  from  my 
son  Coriolanus :  guess,  but  by  my  entertainment  with  him, 
if  thou  stand^st  not  i'the  state  of  hanging,  or  of  some  death 
more  long  in  spectatorship,  and  crueller  in  suffering  ;  be- 
hold now  presently,  and  swoon  for  what's  to  come  upon 
Ihee.— v'he  glorious  gods  sit  ''in  hourly  synod  about  thy 
sA  particular  pro8perity>.^d  love  thee  no  worse  than  thy 
*>ld  father  Meoenius  does !    O,  my  son !  my  son !   thou 

HI  Thi*  term  is  eq^oivalent  to  one  still  in  use—a  jaci;  in  ojiu..       ST££V£2I^r* 

8*   ' 
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art  preparing  fire  for  us ;  look  thee,  here's  water  to 
quench  it.  1  was  hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee  ;  hut 
being  assured,  none  but  myself  could  move  thee,  1  have 
been  blown  out  of  your  gates  with  sighs ;  and  conjure 
thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  countrymen. 
The  good  gods  assuage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of 
it  upon  this  varlet  here  ;  this,  who,  like  a  block,  hatb 
denied  my  access  to  thee. 

Cor,  Away ! 

Men.  How  !  away  ? 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  afifairs 
Are  senranted  to  others  :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies 
In  Volcian  breasts.^     That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  begone. 
Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  loved  thee. 
Take  this  along ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake,      \Gives  a  IttUr* 
And  wQuld  have  sent  it     Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak. — This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  beloved  in  Rome  :  yet  thou  behold'st— 

Auf.  You  keep  a  constant  temper. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  and  Auf . 

1  G,  Now,  sir,  is  your  name  Menenius  ? 

2  G.  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power  :  You  know 
the  way  home  again. 

1  G.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent^  for  keeping  your 
greatness  back  ? 

2  G.  What  cause,  dp  you  think,  I  have  to  swoon  ? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  general  • 

For  such  things  as  yon,  I  can  scarce  think  there's  any, 
jou  are  so  slight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself, 
fears  it  not  from  another.  Let  your  general  do  his  worst 
For  you,  be  that  you  are,  long ;  and  your  misery  in- 
crease with  your  age !  1  say  to  you,  as  I  was  said  to^ 
Away !  [ExU 

1  G.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  G.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  is  the  rock, 
the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken.  [Elxeunt, 

RH  Tboagh  I  have  a  pecnliar  right  in  rerenge,  in  the  power  of  forgiTeneM  Ihe 
Vmeians  are  coiOoined.       JOHNSON. 

[6]  Shent— is  brought  to  deftraction.  J0fiNS0N.~~--5Aciif  does  not  mean 
'  Inroaght  to  destruction,  bat  $hamid,  diigrmoei,  made  ashamed  of  himselC     FEECYi 
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SCENE  HI. 
The  Tent  of  Coriolakvs,     Enter  Coriolanus,   Aufidius^ 

and  others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  host. — My  partner  in  this  action, 
You  must  report  to  the  Volcian  lords,  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  business/ 

Auf.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  respected  ;  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  general  suit  of  Rome  ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  them  sure  of  you. 

Cor,  This  last  old  man. 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome, 
Loved  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him  :  for  whose  old  Jove,  I  have 
rrhough  I  showM  sourly  to  him,)  once  more  offer'd 
The  first  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse, 
And  cannot  now  accept,'  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  ;  a  very  little 
I  hav£  yielded  too  :  Fresh  embassies,  and  suits,  . 
Nor  from  the  state,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha !  what  shout  is  this  ? 

[Shout  wWUm. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
Uk  the  same  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. — 

Enter  in  mourning  habits,  Virgilia,  Volumnia,   leading 

young  Marcius,  Valeria,  and  Attendants, 
My  wife  comes  foremost ;  then  the  honour'd  mould 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grand-child  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affection  ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break ! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. — 
What  is  that  curt'sy  worth  ?  or  those  doves'  eyes, 
Which  can  make  gods  forsworn  ? — I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  stronger  earth  than  others. — My  mother  bows  ; 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod  :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 
Great  nature  cries.  Deny  not, — Let  the  Voices 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy ;  I'll  never 

|4)  L  e.  how  openly,  how  remotely  from  artifice  or  concealment.         JOUNSOX 
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Be  such  a  gosling  to  obey  iostftict ;  but  stand,  ^ 

As  if  n  man  were  author  of  himself, 
'  And  knew  no  other  kin.  r 
I       Fir.  My  lord  and  husband  1 

Cor.  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in  Rom^. 
Fir.  The  sorrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  changed. 
Makes  you  think  so." 

Cor,  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace .*>— Best  of  my  flesh. 
Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  say, 
For  that,  Forgive  our  Romam$.^-^^  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,*  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear  ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e*er  since.— You  gods !  I  prate, 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unsaluted  :  Sink,  my  knee,  i'the  earth  ;     [Kn^U. 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impression  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

Vol,  O,  stand  up  bless'd  i 
Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee  ;  and  unproperly 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  the  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent.  [KntdM^ 

Cor.  What  is  this  ? 
Your  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  corrected  son  ? 
VThen  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
iFillip  the  stars  ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
v^/Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  the  flery  sun  ; 
/  Murd'ring  impossibiUty,  to  make 
'  What  cannot  be,  slight  work. 
Fol,  Thou  art  my  warrior  ; 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.     Do  you  know  this  lady  t 
Cor,  The  noble  sister  of  Publicola, 
\  The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chaste  as  the  icicle, 
)  That's  curded  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 
-  And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple  :  Dear  Valeria  \ 
Fol,  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 

[8]  Virg^lia  makes  a  ▼olantary  misinterpretation  of  her  husband's  wordf.  He  MM 
*  These  eyes  are  not  the  same/  meanhtg,  lint  he  saw  tbiags  witb  olter  cfM,  «r 
other  dispositions.  She  lays  hold  on  the  word  eyes,  to  turn  bis  atteMloDoa  tMV 
present  appranince.       JOHNSON. 

re]  That  Is,  by  Juno,  the  euardian  of  marriaee,  and  consequently  the  avenfic  of 
connubial  perfidy.       JOHNSON.  •*        *  -• 
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Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  show  like  all  yourself. 

Cor.  The  god  of  soldiers, 
With  the  consent  of  supreme  Joye,'  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness  ;  that  thou  may'st  pfOftt 
To  shame  unrulnerable,  and  stick  i'the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-mark,  standing  every  flaw,* 
And  saying  those  that  eye  thee  \ 

VoL  Your  knee,  sirrah. 

Cor,  That's  my  brave  boy. 

FoL  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myself 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor,   1  beseech  you,  pence  : 
Or,  if  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before  ; 
The  things,  I  have  forsworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denials.     Do  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  my  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics  : — Tell  me  not 
Wherein  1  seem  unnatural :  desire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

VoL  O,  no  more,  no  more  ! 
You  have  said,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing ; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  :  Yet  we  will  ask  ; 
That,  if  you  fail  in  our  request,  the  blame 
May  hung  upon  your  hardness  ; — therefore  liear  ns. 

Cor.  Autidius,  and  you  Voices,  mark  ;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. — Your  request  ? 

Vol,  Should  we  be  silent  and  not  speak,  our  raiment, 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exile.     Think  with  thyself. 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither  :  since  that  thy  sight,  which  should 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comforts 
Constrains  them  weep,  and  shake  with  fear  and  sorrow  f 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  see 
The  son,  the  husband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
His  countty's  howels  out.     And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  most  capital :  thou  barr'st  us 


111  TIjU  is iiwerted  with  great  Uecorum.    Jupiter  was  tbe  tutelnry  godof 
ffAKIiURTON.        |2|  Tiiat  l«,  every  gust,  every  storm.       JOHNSON. 
tS]  TlMt  is,  coastnOos  tbe  eye  to  weep,  and  the  heart  to  shake.      J0U1?S09^ 
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Oar  prayers  to  the  godf ,  which  is  a  comfort 

That  all  but  we  enjoy  :  For  how  can  we, 

Alas  !  how  can  we  for  our  country  pray, 

Whereto  we  are  bound  ;  together  with  thy  Tictory^ 

Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack !  or  we  must  lose 

The  country,  our  dear  nurse  ;  or  else  thy  person^ 

Our  comfort  in  the  country.     We  must  find 

An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 

Our  wish,  which  side  should  win  :  for  either  thou  v 

Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 

With  manacles  thorough  our  streets,  or  else 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin  ; 

And  bear  the  palm  for  having  bravely  shed 

Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.     For  myself,  flon^ 

I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till 

These  wars  determine  :  If  I  cannof  persuade  thee 

Rather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts. 

Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  shalt  no  sooner 

March  to  assault  thy  country,  than  to  tread 

(Trust  to't,  thou  shalt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb. 

That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

-    Vtr.  Ay,  and  on  mine. 

That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 

Living  to  time. 

Boy,  He  shall  not  tread  on  me  ; 
ni  run  awny  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor*  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be, 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  see* 
I  have  sat  too  long.  \Ritlmf. 

Vol,  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  so,  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  Romans,  thereby  to  destroy 
The  Voices  whom  you  serve,  you  might  condemn  xa^ 
As  poisonous  of  your  honour  :  No  ;  our  suit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Voices 
May  say.  This  mercy  we  have  showed;  the  Romaof, 
lliis  we  received ;  and  each  in  either  side 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  Be  bles9*d 
For  making  up  this  peace !  Thou  know'st,  great  son^ 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain  ;  but  this  certain, 
That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap,  is  such  a  name^ 
Whose  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curses  ; 
Whose  chronicle  thus  writ, — Tlia  man  was  nobUf 
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But  with  his  last  attempt  he  wip^d  it  omt ; 
Destroyed  his  country ;  and  his  name  remaim 
To  the  ensuing  age^  ahhorr*d.     Speak  to  me,  too : 
Thou  hast  a&ctcd  the  line  strains  of  honour^ 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'the  air. 
And  yet  to  charge  thy  suJphur  with  a  holt 
That  should  bat  rive  an  oak.     Why  dost  not  speak  f 
Think'dt  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  ? — Daughter,  speak  you  : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping. — Speak  thou,  boy  : 
Perhaps,  thy  childishness  will  move  him  more 
Than  can  our  reasons.-^There  is  no  man  in  the  world 
More  bound  to  his  mother ;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  ooe  i'the  stocks.^     Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life 
Show'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy  ; 
When  she,  (poor  hen  !)  fond  of  no  second  brood, 
Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  an^  safely  home, 
LMiden  with  honour.     Say,  my  request's  unjnst, 
Al»d  9p«ni  me  back  :  But,  if  it  be  not  so. 
Thou  art  not  honest ;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee. 
That  thou  restraia'st  from  me  the  duty,  which 
To  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away  : 
Down,  ladies  ;  let  us  shame  him  with  our  knees. 
To  his  surname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 
l*han  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down  ;  An  end  : 
This  is  the  last ;— So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours.— *Nay,  behold  ui : 
TliNi.  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowship. 
Does  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength^ 
Than  thoa  hast  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  feUow  had  a  Volcian  to  his  mother ; 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance  : — ^Yet  give  us  our  despatch : 
I  am  hash'd  until  ear  city  be  afire. 
And  then  I'U  speak  a  little. 
Car.  O  mother,  mother ! 

[Holding  VoLUMNiA  by  the  hands^  tt/dll. 
What  have  you  done  ?  Behold,  the  heavens  do  ope. 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 


Ml  Ktent  mtin  •  stale  of  Icnomlinr  tMikias  to  no  purpose. 
It]  Boet  ergw  for  vt  Mi4  o«r  petiuon.      JOHNSON. 


JOHNSON. 
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They  laagh  at.     O  my  mother,  mother !  O  ! 
You  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome  : 
But,  for  your  son, — believe  it,  O,  believe  it, 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevaird. 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.     But,  let  it  come  : — • 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.     Now,  good  Aufidius, 
Werb  you  in  my  stead,  say,  would  you  have  heaxd 
A  mother  less  ?  or  granted  less,  Aulidius  ? 

Auf,  I  was  movM  withal. 

Cor,  I  dare  be  sworn,  you  were  : 
And,  sir,  it  is  no  little  thing,  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.     But,  good  sir, 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advise  me  :  For  my  part, 
rU  not  to  Rome,  I'll  hack  with  you  ;  and  pray  you. 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause. — O  mother !  wife  ! 

Auf.  I  am  glad,  thou  hast  set  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour 
At  difference  in  thee  :  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune.*  [Asidt* 

\The  Ladies  make  signs  to  CoRiOLAXVit 

Cor,  Ay,  by  and  by  ; 
But  we  will  drink  together  ;  and  you  shall  bear 

[To  VOLUMNIA,    ViRGILIA,  4^« 

A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we, 

On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seal'd. 

Come,  enter  with  us.     Ladies,  you  deserve 

To  have  a  temple  built  you  :*  all  the  swords 

In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 

Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exewmt' 

SCENE  IV. 
Rome,   A  public  PUice,   Enter  Menekius  and  Siciirius. 

Men,  See  you  yond'  coign  o'the  Capitol ;  yond'  cor- 
ner-stone ? 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men,  If  it  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  it  with  your 
little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome, 


pecinll^  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  saj^ 
there  is  do  hope  in't ;  our  throats  are  sentenced,  and  stay 
upon  execution.* 

*  [8]  I  will  take  advnntagc  of  this  conoesdon  to  restore  myself  to  mv  ftvroMr  crnfil 
Slid  power.       JOHNSON. 

(9/  Plutarch  Informs  us,  that  a  temple  dedicated  to  the  FtrtwM  vf  iXe  LaHttM^  «■• 
iMult  on  this  occasion  by  order  of  the  senate.       STEKVENS. 

(1]  Stay  but /or  it.       ST£EV£NS. 
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Sic.  Is't  poflsible,  that  so  short  a  time  can  alter  the 
condifioQ  of  a  man  ** 

Men.  There  is  differency  between  a  gmb,  and  a  bat- 
terflj ;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This  Marcius  is 
grown  from  man  to  dragon  :  he  has  wings  ;  he's  more 
than  a  creeping  thing. 

iSic.  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men,  So  did  he  me  :  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 
mother  now,  than  an  eight  year  old  horse.*  The  tartness 
of  his  face  sours  ripe  grapes.  /When  he  walks,  he  moves 
like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  shrinks  before  his  tread- 
ing. A^He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corslet  with  his  eye  ;  talks  like 
a  kn^,  and  his  hum  is  a  battery.  He  sits  in  his  state, 
as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.'  What  he  bids  be  done, 
is  finished  with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  god 
bat  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic,  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark  what  mercy 
his  mother  shall  bring  from  him :  There  is  no  more  mer* 
cy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male  tiger ;  that  shall 
our  poor  city  find  :  and  all  this  is  'long  of  you. 

Sic,  The  gods  be  good  unto  us  ! 

Men.  No,  in  such  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be  good  unto  us 
When  we  banished  him,  we  respected  not  them  :  and,  he 
retaming  to  break  our  necks,  they  respect  not  us. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Met.  Sir,  If  you'd  save  your  life,  fly  to  your  house  : 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  ;  all  swearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home. 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Met.  Good  news,  good  news  ; — The  ladies  have  pre- 
The  Voices  are  dislodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone  :         [vail'd, 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic,  Friend, 

Art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ?  Is  it  most  certain  ? 

Me$.  As  certain,  as  I  know  the  sun  is  fire  ; 

ffl  SoMoteffigitar,  remrtnieff  A*  Aiw.       WARBURTON. 
m  In  ft  foirmiog  boIb  he  was »id  lo  rit  ingoUL    Thephraw, «  a  CMif  MMrityk 
J&MMbr,  BWttis  «  MM  iMHie  !•  rtioMt  Alexander,       JOHNSON. 

Vol.  V.  9 
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Where  have  yon  lavk'd,  that  you  make  doabt  of  it  ? 

Ne'er  through  an  arch  ^o  hurried  the  hloivn  tide, 

At  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.     Why,  hark  yon ; 

[Trun^ets  and  hautboys  sovnded,  and  drums  beaten^  all  to* 
gether.     Shouting  also  within. 

The  trumpets,  sachuts,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 

Tahors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  shouting  Romans, 

Make  the  sun  dance.     Hark  you  !  [Shouting  again. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  fall ;  of  tribunes,  such  as  you, 
A  sea  and  land  full :  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day ; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  hoiv  they  joy ! 

[Shouting  and  musie* 

Sic.  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  their  tidings  :  next, 
Accept  my  thankfulness. 

Mes.  Sir,  we  have  all 
Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 

Sic.  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Mes.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic.  We  will  meet  them, 
and  help  the  joy.  [Going 

Enter  the  Ladies^  accompanied  by  Senators,  Patricians^  and 
People.     They  pass  over  the  stage, 

1  Sen.  Behold  onr  patroness,  the  life  of  Rome  : 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praise  the  gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires  ;  strew  flowers  before  them: 
Unshout  the  noise  that  banish'd  Marcius, 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother  ; 
Cry, — Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  ! 

AIL  Welcome,  ladies! 
Welcome  !  [A  flourish  with  drums  and  trumpets* 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Antium*    A  public  Place.    Enter  Tullus  AuriDios,  with 

Attendants. 

Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here : 
Deliver  them  this  paper  :  having  read  it. 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  marJket-place ;  where  I, 
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Eren  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 

Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     Him  I  accuse/ 

The  city-ports  hy  this  hath  enter'd,  and 

Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 

To  purge  himself  with  words  :  D€;«patch.       [Exe.  jfMl* 

Enter  three  or  four  Conspirators  of  Aufidius'  Factum^ 
Most  welcome ! 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 
^uf  Even  so, 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoisoned 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

2  Con.  Most  noble  sir. 

If  jou  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
You  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf  Sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 
We  must  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con,  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilst 
'Twizt  you  there's  difference  ;  but  the  faill  of  either 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  of  all. 

Jlif.  I  know  it ; 
And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good  construction.     I  raised  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  :  Who  being  so  heightened, 
He  waterM  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  so  my  friends  ;  and,  to  this  end, 
He  bowM  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  uns  way  able,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutness. 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, — 

^uf.  That  I  would  have  spoke  of : 
Being  banishM  for't,  he  came  unto  my  hearth  ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  him  ;         J 
Made  him  joint  servant  with  me  ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires  ;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish, 
My  best  and  freshest  men  ;  serv'd  his  designments 
In  mine  own  person  ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame. 
Which  he  did  end  all  his  -,*  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong :  till,  at  the  last, 
I  teemed  bis  follower,  not  partner  ;  and 

[41  TImU  Ii,  The  one  I  accuse.    So  in  The  IVinter'i  Tale, 

**  I  am  appointed  him  to  murder  you.**       MALONE* 
{q  iMlMMi  or  «iul,  Jlr.  Rowe  rawla  »ofa.       8T£EV£X8. 
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He  wagM  me  with  his  counteQance»*  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord  : 
The  army  marvelled  at  it     And,  in  the  last, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome  ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  less  spoil,  than  glory, 

Auf.  There  was  it ; — 
For  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action  ;  Therefore  shaU  he  die, 
And  ril  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But,  hark !     [Drums  and' 
trumpets  sound,  with  great  shouts  of  the  People, 

1  Con.  Your  native  town  you  enterM  like  a  post, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools. 

Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats  tear» 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  C^.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage. 

Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  say,  let  him  feel  your  sword. 
Which  we  will  second.     When  he  lies  along. 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc'd  shall  bui^ 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more  ; 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  ihe  City. 

Lords.  You  are  most  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deserv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perused 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  last,  I  think. 
Might  have  found  easy  fines  :  but  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin  ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge ;  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding ;  This  admits  no  excuse* 

Auf.  He  approaches,  you  shall  hear  him. 

[6]  The  meanlDfir,  I  thtnk,  is,  be  pre$eribed  to  me  with  an  air  of  AnihaAtj,  Mi't 
rave  me  Aw  eaumtenaneg/or  my  xM^gnu  /  thought  me  sufficiently  rewunled  with  i 
looks.       JOHNSOIC 
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Enter  Coriolanvs  with  drums  and  coloun ;  a  Cramd  of 

Citizens  wUh  h*m. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords !  I  am  returned  your  goldier ; 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love. 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know» 
That  prosperously  I  haye  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  passage,  led  your  wars,  eren  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.     Our  spoils  we  have  brought 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges  of  the  action.     We  have  made  peace. 
With  DO  less  honour  to  the  Antiates, 
Than  shame  to  the  Romans  :  And  we  here  delirer. 
Subscribed  by  the  consuls  and  patricians. 
Together  with  the  seal  o^the  senate,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

^f.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords  ; 
Bat  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abused  your  powers. 

Cor,  Traitor ! — How  now  ? — 

Auf,  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius!  • 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius  ;  Dost  thoa  tUnk 
ril  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  stol'n  name 

Conolanus  in  Corioli  ? 

You  lords  and  heads  of  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  betrayM  your  business,  and  given  upi 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  city  Rome 
(I  say,  your  city,)  to  his  wife  and  mother : 
creaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk  ;  never  admitting 
Counsel  oHhe  war ;  but  at  his  nurse's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victory ; 
That  pages  blush'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondering  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear^'st  thou.  Mars  ? 

Jiuf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tearsi— 

€br.  Ha! 

Auf.  No  more.^ 

Car.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  he^rt  • 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy  t  O  slave !— 


•i  "■  I 


[71  Bt  these  wwrtf,  AuSdim  does  net  menn  to  fMt  m  iUptatte  ailannttoas  Im|  to 
leu  Conotaums  tbai  be  was  no  more  than  a  *  boy  of  tears.*       If.  MASON. 
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PardoD  me,  lards,  'tis  the  first  time  that  ever 

I  was  forcM  to  scold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords 

Must  give  this  cur  the  lie  :  and  his  own  notion 

iWho  wears  my  stripes  impressed  on  him ;  that  must  bear 
fy  beating  to  his  grave  ;)  shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord,  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Voices  ;  men  and  lads. 

Stain  all  your  edges  on  me. — Boy !  False  hound ! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there. 
That  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove  cote,  I 
Flutter'd  your  voices  in  Corioli : 
Alone  I  did  it. — ^Boy  !  • 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords. 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  shame,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
'Fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

Con,  Let  him  die  for't  {Several  speak  at  once. 

Cit  [Speaking  promiscuously. 1  Tear  him  to  pieces, 
do  it  presentiy.  He  killed  my  son  ; — my  daughter  ;-— 
He  killed  my  cousin  Marcus  ; — ^He   killed  my  father.— 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho  ; — no  outsige  ; — peace^ 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  £aime  folds  in 
This  orb  o'the  earth  :*  His  last  offence  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing. — Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  him,  * 
With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe, 
To  use  my  lawful  sword ! 

Auf.  Insolent  villain ! 

Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 
[Aufidius  and  the  Conspirators  draw,  and  kill  Coriolavus* 
who  fallSf  and  Aufidius  stands  on  him* 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Afif,  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus,— 

2  Lor.  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whereat  valour  will  weep» 
1  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him. — ^Masters  all,  be  quiet ; 

Put  up  your  swords. 

Auf.  My  lords,  when  you  shall  know  (as  in  this  rage, 
Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot,)  the  great  danger 

(S^  Hii  ftat  wmnftmOM  lSb»  world.      JQHMBDN* 
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Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  youHl  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Please  it  your  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  senate,  I'll  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

1  Lord,  Bear  from  hence  his  hody, 

And  mourn  you  for  him  :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse,  that  ever  her^d 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame 
Let's  make  the  best  of  it.  . 

Aaf.  Mj  rage  is  gone. 
And  I  am  struck  with  sorrow. — ^Take  him  up  :— 
Help»  three  o'the  chiefest  soldiers  ;  I'll  be  one.—* 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  speiik  mournfully  ; 
Trail  your  steel  pikes. — Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one. 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Tet  he  shall  have  a  noble  memory. — ^ 
Aaaitt  [Exetmty  bearing  the  body  of  Coeiolanus. 

A  dead  march  sounded. 
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JULUS  C^SAR. 


OBSERVATIONS. 

OF  this  tragedy  many  particalar  passages  deserre  regard, 
and  the  contention  and  reconcilement  of  Bmtus  and  Cas- 
nns,  is  nniversally  celebrated ;  bat  I  have  never  been 
strongly  agitated  in  perusing  it,  and  think  it  somewhat 
cold  and  unaffecting,  compared  with  some  other  of  Shake- 
speare's plays  ;  his  adherence  to  the  real  story,  and  to 
Roman  manners,  seem  to  have  impeded  the  natural  vigour 
of  his  genius.  Johnson. 

Decivs  Brutus  is  put  in  the  following  play  for  Decirma 
Bmtus.  The  poet  (as  Voltaire  has  done  nnce)  confounds 
the  characters  of  Marcus  and  DecimuM,  Decimui  Brutu$ 
was  the  most  cherished  by  Ckesar  of  all  his  friends,  while 
Marcus  kept  aloof,  and  declined  so  large  a  share  of  his 
favours  and  honours  as  the  other  had  constantly  accepted. 
FtUeius  Paterculus,  speaking  of  Decimus  BruiuSf  says—- 
ab  lis,  quos  miserat  Antontus^  jugulatus  est ;  justissimas- 
qae  optun^  de  se  merito  viro  C.  Caesari  poenas  dedit.  Co* 
jus  cum  primus  onmium  amicorum  fuisset,  interfector  fuit, 
et  fbrtunae  ex  qua  fructum  tulerat,  invidiam  in  auctorem 
relegabat,  censebatque  aequum,  quae  acceperat  k  Cesare 
retinere  :  Caesarem,  quia  ilia  dederat,  perisse. 

Lib.  ii.  c.  64. 

JuogHur  bis  Deeumif,  notiflslmas  inter  amleoi 

Cttmm,  ingratas,  cai  trans-Alpina  faisset 

Gallift  Cosareo  nuper  commissa  fiivora» 

Nod  iUam  coujuncta  fides,  non  nomeo  amid 

n^errere  potest.— 

Ante  alios  Dtdmus^  coi  fidlere,  nomen  amid 

Praedpoe  dederat,  ductorem  sspe  morantem 

IsntAtaL-Suppiem,  iMeam.  Stkbveiti. 

Shakespeare's  mistake  of  Decius  for  Decimus  arose 
from  the  old  translation  of  Plutarch.  Farmer. 

The  real  length  of  time  in  Julius  Qssar  is  as  follows  : 
About  the  middle  of  February  A.  U.  C.  709,  a  frantic 
festival,  sacred  to  Pan,  and  called  Luperco/ta,  was  held 
in  honour  of  Caesar,  when  the  regal  crown  was  oflfer- 
ed  to  him  by  Antony.  On  the  16th  of  March  in  the  same 
year  he  was  slain.  November  27,  A.  tJ.  C.  710,  the  tri- 
vunvirs  met  at  a  small  island,  formed  by  the  river  Rhenus 
near  Bononia,  and  there  adjusted  their  cruel  proscription. 
— ^A.  U.  C.  711,  "Brutus  and  Cassius  were  defeated  neap 
Philippi.  Upton. 


PERSOffS  REPRESENTED. 

JvLius  Cjesar. 

OcTAFius  C*SAR,     \  frvtrnvin  after  the  deaik  ofJMu 
Marcos  Antokics,   \  .      J   ^^^^         J 

M.  Xmil.  Lepidus,  ) 

CicBRO,  PoBLius,  PopiLius  Leiya  ;  fenotoff. 

Marcus  Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, 

Treboitius,  f  conspirators  against  Mius  Gonorv 

LiOARius,  t        r  o 

Decius  Brutus, 

MetELLUS  C1MBER9 
ClUNA, 

FLATtus  ami  Marullus,  trUnmes. 

Artemidorus,  a  sophist  of  Cnidos. 

A  Soothsajfer. 

Cikna,  a  poet,     Another  Poet, 

Lucilius,  Titinius,  Messala,  young  Cato,  and  Volum* 

Nius  ;  friends  to  Brutus  and  Cassius, 
Varro,    Clitus,   Claudius,    Strato,    Lucius,    Darda* 

nius  ;  servants  to  Brutus, 
PiNDARUs,  servant  to  Cassius, 

Calphurnia,  mfe  to  Ccuar, 
Portia,  Tvife  to  Brutus, 

Senators^  Citizens^  Guards^  Attendantsy  4^. 

SCENEy  during  a  great  part  of  the  playy  at  Rome :  ij^ler* 
TMirds  at  Snrais  ;  and  near  Philippi. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Rome,    A  Street.    Enter  Flavius,  Mirullus^ 

and  a  Rabble  of  Citizens. 

— —  Flavins, 

JuENCE  ;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you  home  ; 

Is  this  a  holiday  ?  What !  know  you  not, 

Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk« 

Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  sign 

Of  your  profession  ? — Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  7 

1  Cit,  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar,  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ? 
—You,  sir ;  what  trade  are  you  ? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar,  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  Answer  me  directly. 

2  Cit.  A  trade,  sir,  that,  1  hope,  1  may  use  with  a  safe 
conscience  ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad  soals. 

Mar.   What  trade,  thou  knave ;  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade  ? 

2  Cit.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with  me : 
jet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that  ?  Mend'  me,  thou 
saucy  fellow  t 

2  Cit.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

F7av.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou  ? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is  with  the  awl :  I 
meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nor  women's  mat- 
ters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old 
shoes  ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re-cover  them. 
As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather,  have 
gone  upon  my  handy-work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day  ? 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get  myself 
into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make  holiday,  to 
see  Caesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar,  Wherefore  rejoice  ?  What  conquest  brings  he  home? 
Whtt  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
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To  grace  in  captire  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
Tou  blocks,  you  stones,  you  ^orse  than  senseless  things  ^ 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?  Many  a  time  and  oil 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney  tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation, 
To  see  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome : 
And  when  you  saw  ms  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout, 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  her  banks, 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  sounds. 
Made  in  her  concave  shores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way, 
.  That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
Begone ; 

Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault. 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort ; 
Draw  thepti  to  Tyber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all.         [Ex»  CXHzent, 
See,  whe'er  their  basest  metal  be  not  mov'd  ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Disrobe  the  images. 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies.' 

Mar,  May  we  do  so  ? 
Tou  know,  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Caesar's  trophies.     I'll  about. 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  streets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caesar's  wing, 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch ; 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.  [ExewU. 

[1]  Ceremonies,  for  religious  omamenU.    Thus  afterwaitU,  be  fzidalM  thMH  If 
C4Mar*«  trophies  f  I.  e.  such  as  be  bad  dedicated  to  the  gods.  WaRBUKTQK  , 
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SCENE  ll.--^Tke  satM,  A  public  Place.  Enter,  inptoceuum^ 

with  music,  C^sar  ;  Atxtovy,  for  the  course  ;  Calphurkut, 

Portia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casca, 

a  great  Crowd  foUawing ;  among  ihem  a  Soothsayer, 

Cis,  Csdphumia,-— ^>- 

Casca,  Peace,  ho  !  Csesar  speaks.  (JIftmc  ceam. 

Cces,  Calphumia,-'''— »- 

Ca/.  Here,  my  lord. 

CtM.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius^  wiqr, 
When  he  doth  run  his  course. Antonius. 

jyu,  Caesar,  my  lord. 

CVw.  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphumia  :  for  our  elders  say, 
The  harren,  touched  in  tiiis  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  steril  curse^ 

JhU,  I  shall  rememher : 
When  Ca&sar  says.  Do  this,  it  is  performed. 

Cku,  Set  on  ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.  [Music. 

Socih.  Csesar. 

Csf •  Ha !  who  c^ffa  ? 

Casca,  Bid  every  noise  he  still : — ^Peace  y6t  again. 

[Mimt  ceases, 

Ceu,  Who  is  it  in  the  press,  that  csdls  on  Yne  f 
I  hear  a  tongue,  sLriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry,  Caesar  :*'^peak  ;  Caesar  is  tunTd  to  heafb  ' 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  Maitch. 

Cast.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru^  A  soothsayer,  hids  you  heware  the  ides  of  March. 

Ceu.  Set  him  hefore  me,  let  me  s^ee  lAs  &ce. 

Casca.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng.  Look  upon  Csesar. 

Cas.  What  say'ait  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

C(B$.  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him  ; — ^pass. 

[Sennet.    Exeunt  all  but  Bru.  and  Cas. 

Cas.  Will  you  gq  see  the  otder  of  the  course  ? 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Cku.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamesome  :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spint  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires  ; 
PD  leave  you. 

Cas.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness, 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  • 
Vol.  V.  10 
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Yon  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru,  Cassius, 
Be  not  deceiy'd  :  If  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
1  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.    Vexed  I  am. 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference,* 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself, 
Which  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours  : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griey'd  ; 
(Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one  ;) 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect. 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war. 
Forgets  -the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

(kis.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  pasailNi ; 
By  means  whereof,  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoi^ghts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru,  No,  Cassius  :  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself. 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  thii^. 

Ca$.  'Tisjust: 
And  it  is  veryteuch  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye. 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard, 
Whqre  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 
f  Except  inmiortal  Caesar,)  speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke. 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru,  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Caa8iu% 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas,  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear : 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus  : 
Were  I  a  conmion  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protestor  ;'  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 

{21  With  a  flactuation  of  diteot&uA  oplnkmi  and  dairtt.  JOHNBOH. 

3]  To  Invite  eveiy  new  proCestor  to  my  affectioa  bv  the  <tale  w  aUwncBl  ti 
OMtooaanr  oaths.  JOHNSON. 
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And  after  scandal*  them  ;  or  if  you  knew 

Tbat  I  profess  myoelf  in  banqueting 

To  all  tiie  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous.  [Flawri^^  duna. 

Bra.  What  meant  this  shouting  ?  I  do  fear,  the  people 
Choose  Cttsar  for  their  king. 

Ou.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  most  I  think  you  would  not  hare  it  so. 

jBfw.  I  would  not,  Cassius  ;  yet  I  love  him  well : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
$et  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'the  other,  r^^. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  as  1  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cos,  I  know  that  yirtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. — 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ;  but,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself^ 
I  was  bom  free  as  Caesar  ;  so  were  you  : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter^s  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 
The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
Caesar  said  to  me,  Dar*9t  i/ioic,  CassitiSj  nofw 
Leap  in  with  me  itUo  this  angry  floods 
And  swim  to  yonder  point  ? — ^Upon  the  word, 
Accouter'd  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in. 
And  bade  him  follow  :  so,  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd  ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews  ;  throwing  it  aside 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy. 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  proposed, 
CsBsar  cry'd.  Help  m«,  Cktsnun,  or  I  sink. 
I,  as  iCneas,  our  great  ancestor. 
Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 
The  old  Anchises  bear,  so,  from  the  waves  of  Tyber 
Did  I  the  tired  Caesar  :v  And  this  man 
-/  Is  now  become  a  god  )  and  Cassius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body,  ) 

If  CsBsar  carelens^  but  nod  on  him. 
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He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, ' 

And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake  :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake  : 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly  ;' 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  hend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Did  lose  his  lustre  :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas !  it  cried.  Give  me  tome  drink,  Titinius, 

As  a  sick  girl.   CjTe  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper^  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world,^ 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  aM...^  [Shotd.     Flouriik 

Bru.  Another  general  shout  I 
I  do  belieye,  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Caesar. 

Cos,  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^e  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
^Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 
(l^he  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings.  ---- 
Brutus,  and  Caesar  :  What  should  be  in  that  Caesar  ? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  your's  ? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  them, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Caesar.  [Shoui, 

Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  dcth  this  our  Caesar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great  ?  Age,  thou  art  sham'd  : 
Roine^tSou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walks  encompass'd  but  one  man  ? 

[5]  A  plain  man  would  have  said  the  cefeur  jUd  from  hi*  lip:  But  the  folse  ex- 
pression was  for  the  salce  of  as  false  a  piece  of  wit:  a  poor  quibble,  aUodiiig  to  a 
coward  flying  from  his  colours.  WARBURTON. 

[6]  That  is,  temperament,  constitution.  STEEVENS. 

[7]  This  image  is  extremely  noble  *,  it  is  taken  from  the  Olymple  games.  Th«  m«- 
Jenie  worid  Is  a  fine  perij^rasis  for  the  Roman  Empire;  their  citizens  set  themselTei 
<»  a  fooOag  with  kings,  and  thry  called  their  dominion  Orbis.  Ronianus.    But  tlie 

Krtlcuiar  alludon  seems  to  be  to  the  known  story  of  Caesar's  great  pattern,  Alexu- 
r,  who  being  adied,  Wbedier  he  would  run  the  course  at  the  Olympic  gameS|  Tf 
pIlMl,  •*  Tea,  if  the  ncen  were  U^gs^  WARBURTON. 


ACT  I.  JULIUS  OMbJOU  113 

Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enoagii. 

When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
f  O I  yon  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say, 
)  There  was  a  Brutus  once,*  that  would  have  brook'd 
—  S  The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 
vAsjsasily  as  a  king. ) 
^"'Bru,  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous  ,* 

What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim  ; 

How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 

I  shall  recount  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 

I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you. 

Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  said, 

I  will  consider  ;  what  you  have  to  say, 

I  will  with  patience  hear  :  and  find  a  time 

Both  meet  to  hear,  and  answer,  such  high  things. 

Till  theA,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  ; 

Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager. 

Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 

Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 

Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cm.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 

Have  struck  but  thus  much  show  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Re-enter  Cjesar,  and  his  train, 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Caesar  is  returning. 

Cos.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve  : 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so  : — ^But,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow. 
And  at!  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train : 
Calphumia's  cheek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes,* 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cos,  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

CcM.  Antonius. 

Ant,  Caesar.  ,.,.■      ,{^. 

Cces.  Let  me  have  uoien  about  me^  that  are,&t^ 
i  Steek-beadeSTmen,  "and  such  as  sleep  o'ni^ts  : 
I  Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
JiHe  thtnlo  too  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous* 

JhU.  Fear  him  not,  Ca^ar,  he's  not  dangerow; 
He  11  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  givea. 

tqilMlkiliieiofJwilaiBraliM.    [0]  Afemllnindtym       JOHNBOlt 

10* 
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Com.  'Would  he  were  fatter : — ^But  I  iear  him  not : 
Tet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
/ 1  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
VSo  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.    ^e  reads  much  ; 

(He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Qioite  through  the  deeds  of  men  :  he  loves  no  plajs, 
As  thou  dost,  Antonj  ;  he  hears  no  music  : 
Seldom  he  smiles  ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
I  As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scorn'd  his  spirit 
y  That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease, 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves  ; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  Is  deaf. 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'st  of  him. 

[Exe,  Cm3jlr  and  his  Train,  Casca  stays  behind, 

CoLsca,  You  pull'd  me  by  the  cloak  ;  Would  you  speak 
with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Casca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day. 
That  CsBsar  looks  so  sad  ? 

Casca.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru,  I  should  not  then  ask  Casca  what  hath  chanc'd. 

Ckisca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him  :  and  be- 
ing offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand, 
thus  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a  shouting. 

Bru,  What  was  the  second  noise  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cos.  They  shouted  thrice  ;  what  was  the  last  cry  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  offer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Casca,  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other  ;  and  at  every  putting  by,  mine 
honest  neighbours  shouted. 

Cas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 

Casca,  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca,  I  can  as  well  be  hanged,  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 
it  was  mere  foolery.  I  did  not  mark  it  I  saw  Mark 
Antony  offer  him  a  crown  ;— *yet  'twas  not  a  crown  nei- 
ther, 'twas  one  of  these  coronets  ;— and,  as  I  told  you, 
he  put  it  by  once ;  but,  for  aU  that,  to  my  thinking,  he 
he  would  rain  have  had  it*    Then  he  offered  it  to  htm 
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again  ;  then  he  put  it  hy  again  :  but,  to  my  thinking,  he 
was  very  loath  to  lay  his  fingers  ofif  it.  And  then  he  of- 
fered it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by  :  and 
still  as  he  refused  it,^e  rabblement  hooted,  and  clapped 
their  chopped  hands,  and  threw  up  their  sweaty  night- 
caps, and  uttered  such  a  deal  of  stinking  breath  because 
Caesar  reused  the  crown,  that  it  had  almost  choaked  Cae- 
sar ;  for  he  swooned,  and  fell  down  at  it :  And  for  mine 
own  part,  I  durst  not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips, ' 
and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cat.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you  :  What  ?  Did  Caesar  swoon  ? 

Ccuca,  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed  at 
mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  hke  :  he  hath  the  falling-sickness. 

Cos.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling-sickness. 

Ctisca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but,  I  am 
sure,  Caesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap 
him,  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased,  and  displeas- 
ed them,  as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I 
am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceiv'd 
the  conmion  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he 
plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offered  them  his  throat 
to  cut. — ^An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,'  if  I 
would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  1  would  I  might  go 
to  hell  among  the  rogues  : — and  so  he  fell.  When  he 
came  to  himself  again,  he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said, 
any  thing  amiss,  he  desired  their  worships  to  think  it  was 
his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  stood,  cried, 
Alas,  good  soul ! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts  : 
But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them  ;  if  Caesar  had 
stabbed  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru,  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sad,  awsy  I 

Ca$ca.  Ay. 

Gm.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cos.  To  what  effect? 

Casca.  Nay,  an  1  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne^er  look  you  i'the 
fiice  again  :  But  those,  that  understood  him,  smiled  at  one 
another,  and  shook  their  heads  :  but,  for  mine  own  part, 

M  Bad  I  teen  a  inecbaiiic,one  of  tbe  plebekiii  to  whom  te  oibfcd  his  throat. 
^  >  r  JOHHSON. 
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it  WM  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too : 
MaruIIus  and  Flayius,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Caesar's  ima- 
ees,  are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you  welL  There  was  more 
loolery  ret,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Qu.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca  ? 

Coica.  No,  1  am  promised  forth. 

Cat.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  7 

Casca,  Ay«  if  I  be  aliTe.  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cas.  Good  ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca,  Do  so  :  farewell,  both.  [Exit, 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  school. 

CW.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize. 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  b  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru,  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cas,  I  will  do  so  : — ^till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  ;  yet,  I  see. 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  disposed  :*  Therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 
For  who  so  firm,  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  ? 
CsBsar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
He  should  not  humour  me.'    I  will  this  night. 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw. 
As  if  they  caipe  from  several  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  ;  wherein 'obscurely 
Caesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at : 
And,  afler  this,  let  Caesar  seat  him  sure  ; 

For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.  [Exii^ 

— 

[t]  The  best  inetelnrtonper  may  btvorkad  into  qaaUttet  contrary  to  te  origfaMir 
oaiN«lt«ti(»»,  JOaNgON. 

[91  The  mnnlnf  I  think  U  tbif,  <*  0«Mr  lores  Brutni.  but  if  Brutus  and  I  wert 
to  dMiaf 6  jSmmr  fit  loft  thouU  mI  bvaoHr  roe,"  •hoMid  not  take  hokl  oC  lay  a^ 
irdtcM,  ta  WLtDL  make  me  Cirget  my  prlndfilof.  JOHNSON, 
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SCENE  III. 

7%e  same*   A  Street.    Hiunder  and  lightning.     Enter y  from 
wppoeite  sidesy  Casca,  with  his  noorddrawn^  and  Cicero. 

de.  Good  even,  Casca :  Brought  you  Cssar  home  ? 
Why  are  jou  hreathless  ?  and  why  stare  you  so  ? 

Quea.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  Uie  sway  of  earth* 
Shakes,  like  a  thhig  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 
I  hare  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Hare  rir'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  amhitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds  : 
But  neyer  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven  ; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods. 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Casca.  A  common  slave  (you  know  him  well  hy  si^t,) 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  hum 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remained  unscorch'd. 
Besides,  (I  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword,) 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glarM  upon  me,*  and  went  surly  by, 
Without  annoying  me  :  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear  ;  who  swore,  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And,  yesterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  sit. 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting,  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say. 
These  are  their  reasons^ — They  are  naturai  ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic,  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time  : 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion. 
Clean  firom  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Caesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  He  doth  ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 

Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

— — — — — —^^—^— 

m  The  whole  weight  or  momentum  of  this  elobe.  JOHNSON. 

M  QUa'd  hM  a  tlnfular  propriety,  as  it  is  hig^f  expressive  of  tha  funooi  mIbp 
tUbflMoftUoB^keye.  8T££V£Na 
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Ge.  Good  nig^t  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed  skj 
U  Dot  to  walk  in. 
Cojca.  Farewelly  (Scero.  lEoeitCicno 

Enter  Cabsius. 

Cos.  Who's  there  ? 

Casea.  A  Romao. 

Cos.  Casca,  byyooryoice. 

Casea.  Toar  ear  is  good.     Cassias,  what  niig^  is  this  1 

Cku.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Casca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  bo  ? 

Cos.  Those,  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  fimUs : 
For  my  part,  I  haye  walkM  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see, 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone  :^ 
And,  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Casca.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt  the  beavens! 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Cos,  Tou  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not :  Tou  look  pale,  and  gaze. 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens : 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause. 
Why  eJl  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts. 
Why  birds,  and  beasts,  n'om  qusdity  and  kind  f 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate  ;* 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance. 
Their  mitures,  and  pre-formed  faculties, 
To  monstrous  quality  ;  why,  you  shall  find. 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  spirits,  ~ 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Unto  some  monstrous  state.    Now  could  I,  Casca, 
Name  to  thee  a  man  most  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 

[61  A  ttone  iabolouily  mpposed  to  be  discharged  by  tbander,       STEEVBlf 
[7j  That  if,  Whv  thej  deviate  from  quality  and  nature^    Thi«  line  might  peittip* 
be  more  properfar  pnced  after  the  next  linet : 

why  blrdii,  and  beasts,  from  quali^  and  kind ; 

Why  all  these  things  diange  nom  their  ordinance.  JOHNSON. 

[8]  CaIoiUibsheresignifleitoforetel],toi«opheqr.  WABBURTON. 
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A  man  no  mi^itier  than  thyself,  or  me, 
hi  personal  action,  jet  prodigious  grown,* 
And  fearful,  as  these  stnmge  eruptions  are. 

Ckuca.  'Tis  Caesar  that  yon  mean  :  Is  it  not,  Cteriu  f 

Gu.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Hare  thewes  and  Hmbs  like  to  their  ancestors  ;* 
Bnt,  woe  the  while  I  our  &thers*  minds  are  dead 
And  we  are  goyem'd  with  oar  mothers'  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Casca.  Indeed,  they  say,  die  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Ceesar  as*  a  king : 
And  he  shall  wear  lus  crown  by  sea,  and  land. 
In  eyery  place,  save  here  in  Itely. 

Cm.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then ; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  delirer  Cassius  ; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong ; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 
Can  be  retentire  to  the  strengSi  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Neyer  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear,  - 
I  can  shake  on  at  pleasure. 

Ca$ea.  So  can  I : 
So  eyery  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captiyity. 

Cat.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man  1 1  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep ; 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mi^ty  fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws  :  What  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offid,  when  it  seryes 
For  the  base- matter  to  illuminate 
So  yile  a  thing  as  Caeiar  ?  But,  O  grief! 
Where  hast  t&ra  led  me  ?  I,  perhnps,  speak  this 
Befinre  a  willing  bondman  :  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made  :*  But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  daggers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cotfco.  You  speak  to  Casca ;  and  to  such  a  man, 

PitMllgloutkportnitoat.  STEEySNS.  ' 

Tkum  !■  •■  obtolli  word  implying  narves  or  mwcnlar  ttraDgth.      8TBB. 
IilaBteadUdloaeeoaBt,aiMliiiiitt«MMr«tfbrfedltioatword«.     JOHN 
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That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold  myihand ;' 
Be  &ctiou8  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs  ;^ 
And  1  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cos.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  morM  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch  :  For  now,  this  fearful  nig^t, 
There  is  no  stir,  or  walking  in  the  streets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 
Is  fayonr'd,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Quca,  Stand  close  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Cos.  'Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend.— Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 

an.  To  find  out  you  :  Who's  that  ?  Metellus  Cimber  ? 

Cou.  No,  it  b  Casca ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  1  not  staid  for,  Cinna  ? 

dm.  I  am  glad  on't     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cos.  Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cinna  ?  Tell  me. 

Cin,  Yes, 
You  are.     O,  Cassius,  if  you  could  but  win 
The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party 

Cos.  Be  you  content :  Good  Cinna,  take  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair. 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  thb 
In  at  his  window  :  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus*  statue  :  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

dn.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.    Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cos,  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre.  [Exit  Cur., 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  his  house  ;  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already  ;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

[8]  Honeli  mj  band.      [4]  FmMmm,  leeint  btre  to  main  metiM,  JOHNSON. 
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Casca.  O,  he  sits  high,  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 
And  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchymy. 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness. 

Cos,  Him,  and  bis  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him. 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [ExewU. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  L — Brutwi*  garden.    Enter  Brutus 

Bru.  Wh4T,  Lucius  !  ho  I 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars. 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day. — ^Lucius,  I  say ! — 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when  ?  Awake,  1  say :  what,  Lacios ! 

Enter  Lucius. 

Ijuc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  mj  study,  Lucius  : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Lmc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [£xtf 

Bra.  It  must  be  by  his  death  :  for  m^  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.  \  He  would  be  crown'd  : 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question. 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him  ? — ^That ; — 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power  :•  And,  to  speak  truth  of  Caesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowliness  is  voung  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face  ; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees' 
By  which  he  did  ascend  :  So  Caesar  may ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  since  the  quarrel 

I«J  Jttmonc  for  merqr.    WARBURTON.       [6]  That  is,  low  steps.    JOHNSON. 

Vol.  V-  11 
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Will  bear  no  coloar  for  the  thing  he  is. 

Fashion  it  thus  ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented. 

Would  run  to  these,  and  these  extremities  : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg, 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,'  grow  mischievous ; 

And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Lue,  The  taper  bumeth  in  jour  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  sealM  up  ;  and,  I  am  sure. 
It  did  not  he  there,  when  1  went  to-bed. 

Bru.  Get  jou  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  tibe  ides  of  March  ? 
Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 
Luc,  I  will,  sir.  [ExiL 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air« 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  letter ^  and  recuti. 
J^rutus^  thou  steepest ;  awake^  ana  see  thyself. 
S9utU  Rome^  4*c.     Speaky  itrike^  redress  ! 
Brutus^  thou  steepest ;  qipdfce, 
Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
Shall  Rome^  4*c.     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out ; 
Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe  ?  What !  Rome  } 
My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 
Speaky  stnke^  redress  I — Am  I  entreated  then 
To  speak,  and  strike  ?  O  Rome !  I  make  thee  promise^ 
If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Imc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourte^  days. 

[Knock  Tmthin. 
Bru.  'Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate  ;  somebody  knocks. 

[Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Cssar, 
I  have  not  slept 
^  Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
}  And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
yLike  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream  :' 


PI  AfleofdingtoUsmtintt.  ^       JOSNSON. 


[8]  Itet  Bioe  critic,  JSiaajfAm  of  HiUevnMMH,  conphiM  ihtt  of  iB  kind  af 


ACT   If.  JULIUS   C£SAR  108 

/   The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments, 
i   Are  then  in  comncil ;  and  the  state  of  man, 
V  Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  soffien  then 
vThe  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

^  Re-enter  Lucius. 

Lmc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door,* 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Lttc,  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Lmc.  No,  sir  ;  their  hats  are  pluckM  about  their  ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  marks  of  favour.' 

Bru.  Let  them  entery^  [Elocit  Lucius* 

They  are  the  faction.    /O  conspiracy ! 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
^  When  evils  are  most  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day, 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage  ?  Seek  none,  conspiracy  ; 
Hide  it  in  smiles,  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  semblance  on,* 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enou^ 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention.  ) 

Enter  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Metellus  Cm- 

BER,  and  Trebonjus. 

Cds,  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good-morrow,  Brutus  ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

beontietiTboM  grait  ttrokes,  which  he  calls  the  terrible  graces,  and  which  an  so 
frequent  in  Horaefr  are  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  following  writers.    Among  oar 
eoantr3rinen,  It  seems  to  be  as  much  confined  to  the  British  Homer.    This  descnptioa 
of  the  condition  of  eonspirators,  l>efore  the  execution  of  their  design,  has  a  pomp  and 
terror  in  it  that  perfectly  astonishes.    The  excellent  Mr.  Addison,  whose  modes^ 
maide  him  loroetimes  dimdent  of  his  own  geuiiu,  but  whose  true  judgment  atwaji 
led  him  to  tlie  safest  guides  .(as  we  may  see  by  those  fine  strolies  in  his  Cato  borroifb 
ed  from  tlie  Philippics  of  Cicero)  lias  paraphrased  this  fine  description ;  but  w^  ari 
no  longer  to  expect  those  terrible  graces  which  animate  Ids  origmal. 
**  O  think,  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  hist  fatal  periods. 
Oh,  tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 
^       FUlVl  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death.**    Cato.       WARB. 
Shakespeare  is  desmbing  what  passes  in  a  single  bosom,  the  insurrection  which  a 
cooqiirator  feels  agitating  the  litUe  kingdom  of  his  own  miud ;  when  the  geniusy  or 
power  that  watches  for  his  protection,  and  the  mortal  instruments,  the  pasriont, 
uriilch  exdte  liim  to  a  deed  of  honour  and  danger,  are  in  council  and  debate^  wbe« 
tiM  dedre  of  action  and  the  care  of  safeQr  keep  the  mind  in  continuai  fluctuation  an4 
diitaitanee.  JOHNSON. 

Vn  OasBlos  married  Junia,  Brutus*s  sister.  KTEEVENS. 

rt]  Any  diHiBelions  of  countenance.  JOHNSON. 

^  If  tfaM  VfiOk  in  thy  true  form.  JOHNSON. 
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Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hoar  ;  awake,  all  ni^t 
Know  I  these  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cos.  Yes,  every  man  of  them ;  and  no  man  here. 
Bat  honours  you  ;  and  every  one  doth  wish, 
You  had  but  that  opinioD  of  yourself, 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bnu  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cos,  This  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cos.  This,  Casca  ;  this,  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
l^twixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Cas.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [They  whttper, 

Dec^  Here  lies  the  east :  Doth  not  the  daybreak  here  ? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines. 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess,  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  1  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises  ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south. 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire  ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cas.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 
.  Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  :  If  not  the  face  of  men,' 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse,— 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.'*    But  if  these. 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steal  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women  ;  then,  countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause. 
To  pripk  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond, 
Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 

[3]  Mr.  Mason  would  read  faithi  of  men,  which  misht  easily  hare  been  oonfodnd 
«d  wilh/ace.  MALONE 

[4]  Perhaps  the  poet  alluded  to  the  custom  of  decimation,  Le.  the  selection  bj  lot 
orevery  tenth  soldier,  In  a  general  mutiiqr,  for  punlshmem.  BTEEVENS. 


ACT  II*  JVLIUS  Ci£SAR..  198 

Aq41  mil  not  palter  ?^  and  what  other  oath, 

Than  honesty  to  honesty  engag'd, 

Thsit  this  shall  be,  or  we  wiU  fall  for  it  ? 

Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautekyns/ 

Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 

That  welcome  wrongs  ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 

To  think,  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  performaDce, 

Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood, 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy. 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cos.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  soond  him  ? 
I  think,  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

dm.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met  O  let  us  have  him  ;  for  his  silver  haini 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  shall  be  said,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands  ; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness,  shall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru,  O,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  hidi ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cos.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec,  Shall  no  man  else  be  teuch'd  but  only  CsDsar 

Gz5.  Decius,  well  urg'd  : — ^I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belovM  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Cassar  :  We  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver  ;  and,  you  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improves  them,  may  well  stretch  so  fer. 
As  to  annoy  us  aU  :  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony,  and  Caesar,  fall  together. 

Bru,  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  CassluSi 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  hmbs  ; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  :' 
For  Antony  is  but  a  Kmb  of  Caesar.        

[5]  WiU  oot  ffy  fh>m  fait  engagemeots.  HALONE.  

(6]  BvUoker,  In  hk  EmriichlBxposilor,  1616,  explains  emtOofiu  tlittf,  **  Warit^  df 

PI  Envy  is  here,  as  abnoit  always  in  Shakeqwara^  plajs^maJte.       HAItONIb 
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Let  us  be  sacrificers,  but  no  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar  ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caasar's  spirit* 
And  not  dismember  Caesar !  But,  alas, 
Caesar  must  bleed  for  it  I  And,  gentle  friends^ 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let's  carye  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods» 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcase  fit  for  hounds  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  afler  seem  to  chide  them.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm, 
When  Caesar's  head  is  off. 

Cos,  Yet  do  I  fear  him  : 
For  in  the  ingrafled  love  he  bears  to  Caesar, 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him  : 
l(  he  love  Caesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself ;  take  thought,  and  die  for  Caesar : 
And  that  were  much  he  should  ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company.® 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafler.    [Clock  strikes* 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Cas.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
If  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no  : 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late  ; 
C^uite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  :• 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustomed  terror  of  this  night, 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
1  can  o'ersway  him  :  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 

181  Company  is  here  used  In  a  dinreputable  sense.      ■     HENLEY. 
9]  Ceremonies  means  omens  or  signs  ^teduced  finom  sacrifices,  or  other  oerenio* 
nial  riles.  MALONE. 
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And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes,^ 
lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers  : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says,  he  does  ;  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cos.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour :  is  that  the  uttermost  ? 

Cin,  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met,  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey  ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru,  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him  :• 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons  ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  Til  fashion  him. 

Cos.  The  morning  comes  upon  us  :    We'll  leave 
you,  Brutus  : — 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves  :  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 

Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily  ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purposes  ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do. 
With  untir'd  spirits,  and  formal  constancy  : 
And  so,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 
Boy  I  Lucius  ! — ^Fast  asleep  ?  It  is  no  matter ; 
<*  Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber : 
I  Thou  hast  no  figures,  nor  no  fantasies, 
I  Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
'  Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Enter  Portia. 

Por.  Brutus,  my  lord ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?  Wherefore  rise  you  now? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  You  have  ungently,  Brutus, 

Stole  from  my  bed  :  And  yesternight,  at  supper, 

■  ■■.■■    I     -     '  II  '        ■ 

fl]  Unicorns  are  latd  to  have  been  taken  by  one  who,  running  behind  a  tree, 
^adtd  the  violent  push  the  animal  was  mailing  at  him,  so  that  hts  horn  spent  its 
fbreeon  the  trunli,  and  stucii  fast,  detaining  the  beast  till  he  was  despatched  by  the 
bttmer.  Uenrs  are  reported  to  have  been  surprised  by  means  of  a  mirror,  which 
tbnr  wovU  gaze  on,  aobrding  their  pursuers  an  opportunity  of  taking  the  surer  aim. 
Thw  drcom^iuiee,  1  think,  is  mentioned  by  Ciaudian.  Elephants  were  seduced  into 
Bl^4aUs,  lightly  covered^itb  hurdle&and  torf,  on  which  aproper  bait  to  tempt  theoH 
Va«  ezpoeed^       STEEVEMS. 

i%l  iWif,  bgr  his  tUNue.         MALONE. 
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You  suddenly  trose,  and  walk'd  about, 

Musing,  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across : 

And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 

You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks  : 

I  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  scratch'd  your  head, 

And  too  impatiently  stampM  with  your  foot ; 

Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not ; 

But,  with  an  angry  wafbire  of  your  hand, 

Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So  I  did  ; 

Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience, 

Which  seem*d  t'K)  much  enkindled  ;  and,  withal. 

Hoping  it  was  but  an  etfect  of  humour, 

Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 

It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep  ; 

And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape. 

As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition,' 

I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord, 

Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  dl. 

For.  Brutus  is  wtee,  and,  were  he  not  in  healthy 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it 

Bru.  Why,  so  I  do  : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

For.  Is  Brutus  sick  ?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  sick ; 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?  No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of :  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty. 
By  all  youf  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what.men  to-ni^t 
Have  had  resort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

For.  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Bratin 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 


[8]  Oa  jroor  temper,  the  dlraovilioa  ofYoarmiML 
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That  appertain  to  yoa  ?  Am  I  yourself, 

But,  as  it  were,  in  sort,  or  limitation  ; 

To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  hed. 

And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  suhurbi 

Of  your  0>od  pleasure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 

Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  Tou  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife  ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  yisit  my  sad  heart. 

For,  If  this  were  true,  then  should  1  know  this  secret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  father'd,  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  them  : 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh  :  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru,  O  ye  gods. 
Render  me  worthy  (jf  this  noble  wife  !     [Knocking  within* 
Hark,  hark  !  one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
AD  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows  : — 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [Exit  Portia. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 
Luchis,  who  is  there  that  knocks  ? 

Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man,  that  would  speak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spsJte  of — 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good-morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  'Would  you  were  not  sick  t 

Ug.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Jbru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness.    Soul  of  Rome  1 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honoui*able  loins ! 
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Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
Mj  mortified  spirit.    Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  striye  with  thing9  impossible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     Whaf  s  to  do  ? 

Bru^  A  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole,  that  we  mast  make  rick  * 

Bru.  That  must  we  also.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Ldg.  Set  on  your  foot ; 
And,  with  a  heart  new-fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth. 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  ££aMirat. 

SCENE  II. 

T%e  same.    A  Room  m  Cesar's  PaloLce,     Thunder  and 
Itehtmng,     Enter  Cjesar,  in  his  night-gown, 

Cas.  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace  to-night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphumia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
Helpy  ho !  They  murder  Cizsar  I  Who's  within  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord? 

Qes.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice. 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 

Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit, 

Enter  Calphxtrnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Ca&sar  ?  Think  you  to  walk  fordi ! 
Tou  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

C<ES.  CsBsar  shall  forth :  The  things  that  threatened  me, 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  shall  aee 
The  ftce  of  Cassar,  they  are  yanish'd. 

Cdl.  CsBsar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies,^ 
Tet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within. 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets  ; 
And  graves  haye  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  : 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks,  and  squadrons,  and  right  form  of  war. 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 

[4]  Le.  IneyerpaldarapenlitkNisiwganitoprodigiMoroiiieiM.   STEEVEMBt 
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Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ; 
-And  ^osts  did  shriek,  and  squeal  abont  the  streets  :  ^"«>«<.^ 
O  Caesir !  these  things  are  beyond  all  use, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Ca$.  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whose  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods  ? 
Yet  Caesar  shall  go  forth  :  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Cassar. 

Col.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

Ca$.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
\  It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear  ; 
I  Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end, 
VWill  come,  when  it  will  come/ 

Re-enter  a  Servant, 
What  say  the  augurets  ? 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  stir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Ccu.  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice  :^ 
CsBsar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Cassar  shall  not:  danger  knows  full  well^ 
That  CsBsar  is  more  dai^erous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible ; 
And  CsBsar  shall  go  forth. 

Cdl.  Alas,  my  lord. 
Tour  wisdom  is  consumed  m  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day :  Call  it  my  fear. 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  tibsSk  say,  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Cats.  Mark  Antony  shall  say,  I  am  not  well ; 
Andf  fi>r  thy  humour,  I  wiH  stay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

[S]  This  is  a  amtenoe  derived  from  tlia  ftoical  doctrine  of  predestioatioo,  wad  if 
mumnn  fanpropar  in  the  mootli  of  Otenr.  JOHNSON. 

IB]  TlieaBdeiiti  did  Ml  ptaeeooonige,  but  wisdom  iotlielievt       JCfflNSON 
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Dec,  Caesar,  all  hail!  Good  morrow,  worthy  CsBsar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

CcBs.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them,  that  1  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false  ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser  ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day :  Tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Ccd.  Say,  he  is  sick. 

Cces, .  Shall  Caesar  send  a  he  ? 
Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far. 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec*  Most  mighty  Caesar,  let  me  know  some  cause. 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cces.  The  cause  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come  ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction. 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home  : 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statue, 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  spouts. 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lusty  Romians 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  portents, 
And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
Ft  was  a  vision,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  so  many  smihng  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood  ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relicks,  and  cognizance.' 
This  by  Calphurnia's  dream  is  signified. 

Cess.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say  : 
And  know  it  now  ;  The  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word,  you  will  not  come, 

[7]  This  speech,  which  is  intentiomilhr  pompous,  is  somcwliat  conftued.  There 
are  two  allusions :  one  to  coats  armorial,  to  which  princes  maJie  additions,  or  five 
new  tinctures,  and  new  roariu  of  cognizance ;  tlie  other  to  mar^rrs,  whpae  reliqMS 
are  preserved  with  veneratioo.  The  Romans,  sajrs  Decius,  all  com*  to  70a  as  to  • 
taint  for  reliques,  as  to  a  prince  for  lionoars.  JOHNSON. 
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Their  minds  may  change.    Besides,  it  were  a  mock 

Apt  to  he  rendered,  for  some  one  to  say. 

Break  vp  the  Senate  HU  another  ttW, 

fVhen  Ossar^B  wife  dwll  meet  with  better  dreams. 

If  Cflssar  hide  hmiself»  shall  they  not  whisper, 

Lof  CcBsar  te  afraid  P 

Pardon  me,  da&sar ;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 

To  your  proceeding  hids  me  tell  yoq  this  ; 

And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable.' 

Obs.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calphumia  t 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Give  me  my  robe,  wr  I  will  go  : — 

Enter  Publius,  Brutus,    Ligarius,   Metellus,    Casca. 

T&EBONius,  and  Cinna. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pvb.  Good-morrow,  Cesar. 

Cm$.  Welcome,  Puli^us. — 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too  ? — 
Good-morrow,  Casca. — Caius  Ligarius, 
Cassar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy. 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Bru.  CaBsar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

GoBf.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nig^ts,^ 
Is  notwithstanding  up  :— 
Good-morrow,  Antony. 

Ant,  So  to  most  noble  Csssar. 

Cau.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna  : — ^Now,  Metellus  : — ^What,  Trebonius ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you  ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day  . 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treh.  Caesar,  I  will : — ^And  so  near  will  I  be,      [Ande. 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further. 

Ccu,  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Cssar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  !  [Exeunt^ 


't)  Aad  itMou,  or  propridjrof  oondnet  and  language,  is  sobordiMUe  to  my  love. 

JOSNbON. 

Vol.  V.  12 
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SCENE  III. 

The  tame.   A  Street  near  the  Capitol.    Enter  Artemioorus^ 

reading  a  paper. 
Art.  Ozsary  beware  of  Brutus;  take  heed  of  Casstue; 
come  not  near  Casca;  nave  an  eye  to  Cinna;  trust  not 
Trebontus ;  mark  well  Metellus  Cimber ;  Decius  Brutus 
loves  thee  not ;  thou  hast  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.  There  is 
but  one  mind  in  all  these  m^n,  and  it  is  bent  against  Ccesar, 
If  thou  be^st  not  immortal^  look  about  you :  Security  gives 
way  to  conspircLcy.  The  mighty  gods  defend  thee  I  Thy 
lover,  Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  stand,  till  Caesar  pass  along, 

And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation.* 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Caesar,  thou  may'st  live  j 

If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contriTe.  [£rtl. 

SCENE  IV. 

TTie  sam£.    Another  part  of  the  same  Street,  before  the  House 
of  Brutus.     Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

Por.  I  pr'ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house  j 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

Par.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shouldst  do  there.— 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side  ! 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might.*/'—- 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel  !*^ 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Lmc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else  ? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothing  else  ? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  weD, 
For  he  vent  sickly  forth :  And  take  good  note, 
What  Caesar  doth,   what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por^  Pr'ythee,  listen  well: 

[9]  Earalation  here,  as  on  many  other  occwioiw,  is  used  in  an  nnfiivoanibie 
Mmewimt  like  factious,  envious,  or  malicious  rivalry.  STEEVENSL 
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I  heard  a  bastling  rumour,  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Lue.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

ErUer  a  soothsayer. 

For.  Come  hither,  fellow: 
Which  way  hast  thou  been  ? 

Sooth*  At  mine  own  house,  good  lachr. 

For.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  Caesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  CapitoL 

For.    Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou  not  ? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady :  if  it  will  please  Caesar 
To  be  80  good  to  Caesar,  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befiiend  himself. 

Por. Why,  know'st  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards  him? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear  miaj 
chance. 
Good-morrow  to  you.     Here  the  street  is  narrow ; 
The  throng  that  follow  Caesar  at  the  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  coipes  along.  [ExiL 

For.  I  must  go  in. — ^Ah  me !  \^ow  weak  a  thing 
-^The  heart  of  woman  isj)0  Brutus! 

The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise ! 

Sure,  the  boy  heard  me  : — Brutus  hath  a  suit. 

That  Caesar  will  not  grant. — ^O,  I  grow  faint : — 

Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 

Say,  I  am  merry :  come  to  me  again. 

And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee.  [Exeuiit 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.  The  Capitol ;  the  Senate  sitting.  A 
Crowd  of  people  in  the  street  leading  to  the  Capitol; 
among  them  Artemidorus  and  the  Soothsayer.  Flourish. 
ErUer  CiESAR,  Brutus,  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Me- 
TELLUS,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Popi- 
Lius,  PuBLius,  and  others. 

Oesot.  The  ides  of  Mai*ch  are  come. 
So€^  Ay«  Caesar ;  but  not  gone. 


■* 
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Art.  Hail,  CaBsar  1  Read  this  scfaedole. 

Dec.  TreboniQS  dotfa  desire  yon  to  o'er-nmiy 
At  yoar  best  leisure,  tfak  his  humble  euit. 

Art,  O,  Caesar,  read  mine  first :  ft>r  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Caesar  nearer :  Read  it,  great  Ciesar. 

CScEs.  What  touches  us  ourself,  shall  be  last  serv'd* 

Art.  Delay  not,  Catar  ;  read  it  instantfy* 

Cces.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place, 

Cos.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  tiie  street } 
Gome  to  the  Capitol. 
CfSAR  enters  the  Capitcly  the  rest  following.  T%e  winator*  rue^ 

Pop.  I  wish,  your  enterprize  to-day  may  thrire. 

Cos.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 

Pop.  Fare  you  well.  [Adva9u:€8  f»  Casar. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Ccu.  He  wish'd,  to-day  our  enterprize  might  thrive. 
i  fear,  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caesar  :  Mai^  him. 

CcLs.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention.— 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Caesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassiud,  be  constant : 
Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes  ; 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  doth  not  change. 

Cas.  Trebonius  knows  his  time  ;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Trebonius.      Casax  and  the 

Senators  take  ^udr  9eat$. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  let  him  go. 
And  presently  prefer  hb  suit  to  Caesar, 
^  Sn^  He  is  addressed  :*  press  near,  and  second  faim. 

Cin.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 

Cces.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  What  is  now  amiss, 
That  Caesar,  and  his  senate,  mu^  redress  ? 

Jlfe^ljyiosthigh,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant  Csbsbt,^ 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat.  [Kneeling 

Aa  huinble  heart  :-^ 

Cces.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 
These  couchings,  and  these  lowly  courtesies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men  ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  first  decree;' 

121  Thall8,Heitrauiy.  STEEVl^NS. 


Pre-ordinaBce,  for  ordiiMHHft  abca^jr  ettahWihed.  WlSBUUOIf. 
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Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 

To-  think  that  CaBsar  bears  such  rebel  blood, 

That  will  be  thawM  from  the  true  quality 

With  that  which  melteth  fools  ;  I  mean,  sweet  words, 

Low-crooked  curtesies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 

Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished  ; 

If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 

I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 

Know,  Caesar  doth  not  wrong  ;  nor  without  cause 

Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met    Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own.. 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish'd  brother  ? 

jBni.  I  loss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Caesar  ; 
Desiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 
Cq».  What,  Brutus !  . 
Cos,  Pardon,  Caesar  ;  Caesar,  pardon  : 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall. 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 
C5cw.  I  could  be  weU  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you  ; 
/    If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  ; 
\    But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
I    Of  whose  true-fix'd,  and  resting  quality, 
r'     There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
<     The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
1     They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  shine  ; 
^     But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
So,  in  the  world  ;  'Tis  fumish'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive  ;* 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one* 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank,^ 
Unshak'd  of  motion  :  and,  that  I  am  he ^  i 

Let  me  a  little  show  it,   even  in  this  ; 
That  I  was  constant,  Cimber  should  be  banish'd* 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  Q  Caesar, 

Car*.  Hence !  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ?: 

Dec.  Great  Caesar, 

Obs.  Dotii  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  % 
Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me.. 

Sf\  Susceptible  of  fear,  or  other jMssions.  JOHNSON. 

^  One,  aod  only  one.  JOHNSON. 

6]  Perhaps,  koi^  on  Ain  roe* ;  continues  his  coarse.    Wecommoidjr  taj,  To  hold' 
»  nok,  aod  To  bold  oa  a  course  or  way.  JOHNSON. 

12* 
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[Casca  $tab$  CassAR  «n   ^    neck.    Cje&aa   cmUhes   hdd        |s 

of  ^   arm.     iife  i$  then  stahbed  by  several  tdher  Con*        p 

spiratorSf  and  at  laH  by  Marcus  Brvtur.  : 

Gm.  Et  in.  Brute  ?— Then  fall,  Cesar.  t^^^- 

TTie  Senators  and  People  retire  in  con^ 

Cin.  Liber^ !  Freedom !  Tyraimy  is  dead . 

Ran  hence,  prochdm,  cry  k  abeut  the  streets. 

Cos.  Some  to  the  common  pd^iita,  and  cfjr  oo^ 
Liberty f  freedom^  and  ef^ranchisement  I 

Bru.  reople,  and  senators  !  be  not  affrighted  ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still  :-"«mbition'8  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pnlj^,  Erutos. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Pablius  ? 

Cin.  Here,  qaite  coBfotmded  with  "^ts  nmtiny. 

Met.  Stand  &st  together,  iest  some  friend  of  Caesar  3 
Should  chance— 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing  ;•— Publias,  good  cheer. 
There  is  no  harm  ioitended  to  your  person, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  €»lse  :  so  tell  them,  PuUius. 

Casca.  And  leave  us,  PubHus  ;  lest  ths^  the  pe<^e. 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so ; — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed^ 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-^enler  Trebonius. 

Cas.  Where's  Antony  ? 

TVeb.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd  : 
Men,  wires,  and  cihildren^  stare,  cry  out,  and  rm. 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.  Fates !  we  will  know  your  pleasures  : — 
(  That  we  shall  die,  we  know  ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
'  And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 
;  f  Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  Hfe, 
\  Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death.  — -*^ 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Ca&sar's  friends,  that  hare  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. — Stoop,  Romans,  stoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Ca&sar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords  : 
T-hen  walk  we  forth,  ey en  to  the  market-place  f 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  Peace  !  Freedom  t  and  Liberty ! 

Cas.  Stoop  then,  and  wash. — ^How  many  ages  hence. 
Shall  this  our  loAy  scene  be  acted  over,. 
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In  states  cinlMaii,  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  CsBsar  bleed  In  spowt^ 
That  now  on  Posipey's  basis  lies  aloBg, 
No  worthier  than  tiie  dust  ? 

Cos.  So  ofl  as  that  shall  be. 
So  oflcn  shall  the  knot  of  ns  be  call'd 
The  SMB  that  ^ye  their  country  iiber^. 

Dec.  What,  shall  we  forth  ? 

Cos.  Ay,  every  man  away : 
Brutus  shall  lead  ;  and  we  will  graoe  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  n  ServarU, 

Bru,  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antony^ 

Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down : 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say  : 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Cassar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving : 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  1  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Ca^ar,  honoured  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe,  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Caesar  hath  deservM  to  lie  in  death  : 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Caesar  dead 
So  w«ll  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state. 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  roaster  Antony. 

Bru^  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman  ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  shall  be  satisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.  [Exit. 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Cas.  I  wish,  we  may ;  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Re-enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony. — ^Welcome,  Mark  Antony 

Ant.  O  mighty  Caesar !  Dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  ? — Fare  thee  well. — 
1  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
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Who  else  must  be  let  Llood,  who  else  is  rank  :* 

If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 

As  Caesar's  death's  hour  ;  nor  jao  instrument 

Of  half  that  worth,  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 

With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke» 

Fulfil  your  pleasure.     Live  a  thousand  years, 

I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die  : 

No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 

As  here  by  CaBsar,  and  by  you  cut  oflF, 

The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

jBrti.  O  Antony !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  present  act. 
You  see  we  do  ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  haye  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not ;  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity,  pity,) 
rlath  done  this  deed  on  Caesar.     For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  haye  leaden  points,  Mark  Aiitony : 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Ca^.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's. 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Btu.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  hav^  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear. 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause. 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Caesar  when  I  struck  him. 
Have  tiius  proceeded. 

AnX,  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you  : — 
Next  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ; — 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours  ; — ^now  yours,  Metellus  ;— 
Yours,  Cinna  ; — and,  my  vaUant  Casca,  yours  ; — 
••'Though  last,  not  least  in  love)  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  aJl, — alas  !  what  shall  I  say  ? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me^ 
Either  a  coward,  or  a  flatterer. — 

(81  Wlto  else  may  be>  supposed  to  have  oTertopped  hiaeqaali*  aad  grown  too  kiidb 
for  the  public  cafMgr.        ^cijECBOK. 
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That  I  did  love  thee»  Casisr,  O,  'tis  ttvtt : 

If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  as  &ow, 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 

To  see  thy  Antony  makii^  his  peace, 

Shaking  the  hloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Most  noble  !  In  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  then  hast  wounds, 

Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood. 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  close 

In  terms  of  friendship  rriih  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Juhus  \ — Here  wast  tiiou  bayM,  brave  hart : 

Here  didst  thou  fidl ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 

Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  lethe.* 

O  world !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 

And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee.*— 

How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes. 

Dost  thou  here  lie  ? 

Gw.  Mark  Antony,—— 

Ara,  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius  : 
The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this  ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cos.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Ccesar  so  ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  jfujBL  be  piick'd  in  number  of  our  friends  ; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

JifU,  Therefore  I  took  your  hands  ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons. 
Why,  and  wherein,  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  oif  Cssar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  seek  : 
And  am  moreover  suitor,  diat  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cm.  Brutus  a  word  with  you. — 
You  know  Bot  what  you  do  ;  I>o  not  consent,         [Aside. 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 

"EBg  UXbfH»vmA^mmj9iOm<aA  tnmsktonof  novelg,  for  death.     SfUivC 
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Know  yoa  how  much  the  people  may  be  moT'd 
Bj  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon  ; — 
I  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death  : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission  ; 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Caesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies, 
ft  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong.. 

Cos.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Caesar's  boc^. 
Ton  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar  ; 
And  say,  you  do't  by  our  permission  ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so  ; 
I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru»  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  AjrrovT. 

Ant,  O,  pardon  me,  thou  piece  of  bleeding  eartii. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers  ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man, 

hat  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times.  ^  ■ 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophecy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue  ; — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domestic  fury,  and  fierce  civil  strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  famiUar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  War  ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deed ; 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  At^  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice. 
Cry  Havocky  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war  ;' 

[8]  A  learned  correqioiidciit  has  iafbrmed  me,  that,  in  the  mllilaiy  cpsnthm  «r 
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That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant, 
You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

^nt.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming  : 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  Caesar ! —  [Seeing  the  body. 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Begin  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming  ? 

Serv.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.   Post  back  with  speed,   and  tell  him  what  hath 
chancM : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.     Yet,  stay  a  while  : 
Thou  shalt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place  :  there  shall  I  try. 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cniel  issue  of  these  bloody  men  ; 
Accordbog  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt,  with  Cjesar's  body. 

SCENE  II. 

T%e  Hime.     The  Forum.     Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and 

a  Throf^  of  Citizens. 

CU.  We  will  be  satisfied  ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends. — 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street. 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stay  here  ; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

1  at.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

oid  ttoMi,  Havock  wa  the  word  by  wlaich  declaration  was  made  that  no  quarter 
■Iwirt  be  givea  In  a  tract  intitled,  **  The  Office  Qf  the  Coostable  and  Mare- 
•dudl  in  the  Tine  of  Werre,"  there  is  the  following :— **  Also  that  no  man  be  so 
kwdj  to  crye  Havok  upon  pejne  that  he  that  is  the  begrnner  shal  be  deede  there- 
tbm  k  the  remanent  that  doo  the  same  or  follow  shaflose  their  horse  &  hameis] 
Mid  the jpersonet  of  such  as  foUoweth  U  eserien  shall  be  under  arrest  of  the  Conesta* 
U*  k  MunasckaU  warde  unto  tyme  that  tliey  have  made  fyn }  k  founde  snretie  no 
to«ftnleifclitobodbrioprisonattbeK7ngw7U.«  JOHNSON. 
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2  Cit.  I  win  hear  Cassius  ;  apd  compare  their  reafoni, 
VViien  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

{Exit  Cassius  with  8ome  of  ike  Citizens,     Brutus 

3  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended  :  Silence ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers !  hear  me  for  m^  cause ;  and 
be  silent  that  you  may  hear :  believe  me  for  mine  honour ; 
and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you  may  believe  : 
censure  me  in  your  wisdom  ;  and  awake  your  senses  that 
you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  assem- 
bly, any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I  say,  that  Bru- 
tus' love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.  If  then  that 
friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rose  against  Ca&sar,  this  is  my 
answer, — ^Not  that  I  loved  Caesar  less,  but  that  I  loved 
Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Caesar  were  living,  and  die 
all  slaves  ;  than  that  Caesar  were  dead,  to  live  all  free 
men  ?  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was 
fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  a<<  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him : 
but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him  :  There  is  tears  for 
his  love  ;  joy,  for  his  fortune  ;  honour,  for  his  valour ; 
and  death,  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base,  that 
would  be  a  bondman  ?  If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have  I  of- 
fended. Who  is  here  so  rude,  that  would  not  be  a  Roman! 
If  any,  speak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so 
vile,  that  will  not  love  his  country  ?  If  any,  speak ;  for  him 
have  I  offended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Cit,  None,  Brutus,  none.  [Seroeral  speaking  at  once 
Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no 
more  to  Caesar,  than  you  should  do  to  Brutus.  The  ques- 
tion of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol :  his  ^ory  not 
extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy ;  nor  his  offences  en- 
forced, for  which  he  suffered  death.' 

Enter  Anton v  and  others^  with  Cjesar's  body. 

Here  comes  his  body  mourned  by  Mark  Antony :  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth ;  As 
which  of  you  shall  not  ?  With  this  I  depart ;  That,  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the 
same  dagger  fer  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  couotij 
to  need  my  death. 
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Ctt.  Live,  Brutus,  lire !  live ! 

1  at*  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

2  CU.  Giye  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

3  Cit   Let  him  he  Cssar. 

4  CiL  CtBsar's  better  parts 
Shall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1  CU,  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts  and 
Bru.  My  countrymen, [clamours. 

2  Cit  Peace  ;  sUence  !  Brutus  speaks. 
1  Cit.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Caesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Caesar's  glories  ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  [Exit 

1  at.  Stay,  ho  !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair  ; 
We'll  hear  him : — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

AfU.  For  Brutus'  sake,  1  am  beholden  to  you. 

4  Cit*  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus  ? 

3  OiL  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake, 
He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Cit.  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 

1  Cit.  This  Caesar  was  a  tyrant. 
3  at.  Nay,  that's  certain  : 

We  are  bless'd,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  at.  Peace  ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 
AfU.  You  gentle  Romans,— — 

CU,  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  him. 
Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears ; 
I  come  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
{The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them ; 
■"^The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ;""" 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Caesar  was  ambitious  : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  rest, 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men  ;) 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  ^thful  and  just  to  me  ? 

Vol.  V.  13 
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But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransomes  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hatb  wept ; 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff; 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ) 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  see,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 
W^ch  he  did  thrice  refuse.     Was  this  ambition  t 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke. 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause  ; 
What  Cause  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 
^  O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason  i^Bear  with  me  ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Gt.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reason  in  his  sayings. 

2  Cit.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  Cit.  Has  he,  masters  ? 

I  fear,  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4  Cit  Mark'd  ye  his  words  ?   He  would  not  take  the 
Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious.         [crown  ; 

1  Cit.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it 

2  Cit.  Poor  soul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 

3  Cit.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome,  than  Antony. 

4  Cit.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 
Ant.  But  yesterday,  the  word  of  Caesar  might 

■  Have  stood  against  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there, 
'  And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters  !  if  I  were  disposed  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrongs 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong  ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Cassar, 
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I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  will : 
Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 
rWhich,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read,) 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar's  wounds. 
And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood ; 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 
Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
(Jnto  their  issue. 

4  at.  We'll  hear  the  wUl :  Read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

Cits.  The  will,  the  will ;  we  will  hear  Caesar's  wiU. 

^n^.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  1  must  not  read  it : 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  you. 
'•You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men  ;  ^-- 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  : 
*Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs  ; 
For  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4  Cit,  Read  the  will ;  we  will  hear  it,  Antony  ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will ;  Caesar's  will. 

Ant,  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  stay  a  while  ? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself,  to  tell  you  of  itf 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men. 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Caesar :  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Cit.  They  were  traitors  :  Honourable  men  I 

Cits.  The  will !  the  testament !  [the  will ! 

2  Cit.  They  were  villains,  murderers  :  The  will !  read 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  ?  And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Cits.  Come  down. 

2  Cit.  Descend.  [He  comes  down  from  the  pulpit. 

3  Cit.  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  Cit.  A  ring ;  stand  round. 

1  Cit.  Stand  from  the  hearse  ;  stand  from  the  body. 

2  Cit.  Room  for  Antony  ; — most  noble  Antony. 
Ant  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me  ;  stand  far  oflf. 
ats.  Stand  back !  room  I  bear  back ! 

Ant.  ',If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle  :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Caesar  put  it  on  ; 
'Twas  on  a  sunmier's  evening,  in  his  tent  ^ 
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That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii  :-— 

Look !  in  this  place,  ran  Cassius"  dagger  throiigh  : 

See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made  : 

Through  this,  the  weU-heloyed  Brutus  stabVd ; 

And,  as  he  pluck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 

Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cadsar  foUow'd  it ; 

As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolved 

If  Brutus  so  unkindly  loiock'd,  or  no  ; 

For  Brutus,  as.you  know,  was  Caesar's  angel : 

Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Ca&sar  loy*d  him ! 

This,  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all : 

For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab, 

Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors*  arms, 

Quite  yanquish'd  him  :  then  burst  his  mightjr  heart ; 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face. 

Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statue, 

Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caesar  fell.' 

.^  O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 

':Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down. 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish^  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep  ;  and,  1  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  i'  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here. 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  by  traitors. 

1  Cit,  O  piteous  spectacle  ! 

2  Cit.  O  noble  Caesar ! 

3  Cit.  O  woful  day ! 

4  Cit.  O  traitors,  villains  ! 

1  Ctt,  O  most  bloody  sight ! 

2  Cit.  We  will  be  revenged  :  Revenge  ;  about, — seek, 
— ^burn, — ^fire,^-kill, — slay ! — ^let  not  a  traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  Cit.  Peace  there  :  Hear  the  noble  Antony.         [him. 

2  Cit.  We'U  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'U  die  with 
AiU.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 

To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 

They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable  ; 

What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  1  know  not, 

[6]  Perhaps  Shakespeare  meant  that  the  very  statue  of  Ponipey  lamented  the  fate 
of  Cesar  in  tears  of  blood.    Such  poetical  hyperboles  are  not  uacoramon.    Pops,  in 

his  Eloisa,  talks  of ^'  pitrin^  saints,  whose  statues  learn  to  weep." 

Shakespeare  has  enumerated  octm  of  bUod  among  the  prodigies  on  the  {Mrecedlng 
day,  and,  as  I  have  since  discovered,  took  these  very  words  from  Sir  T.North*^  traoa- 
lation  of  Plutarch :  *<— against  the  very  base  whereon  Pompey's  image  stood,  whidt 
ran  all  a  gore  of  blood,  till  he  was  slain."  STEEVENS. 

C7]  The  diiU  of  pity  is  the  impression  of  pity.  JOHNSON. 
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That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wise  and  honourable. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you.    ' 

(  I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts  ; 

\l*am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is  : 

.Bat,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  pubhc  leave  to  speak  of  him. 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
.To  stir  men's  blood  :  I  only  speak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  yourselves  do  know ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  Wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb  mouths. 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me  :  But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  rufiSe  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Ca&sar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
Cits.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  Cit.  We'll  bum  the  house  of  Brutus. 

3  Cit,  Away  then,  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 

Jtni.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen  ;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

Cits,  Peace,  ho  !  Hear  Antony,  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant*   Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what : 
Wherein  hath  Caesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas,  you  know  not : — I  must  tell  you  then  : — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

Cits.  Most  true; — ^the  will; — ^let's  stay,  and  hear  the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Caesar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-live  drachmas.*       ^ 

2  Cit.  Most  noble  Caesar ! — We'll  revenge  his  death. 

3  Cit.  O  royal  Caesar  I 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
Cits.  Peace,  ho  »  * 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  lefl  3rou  aU  his  walk»» 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards^ 
On  this  side  Tyber  ;  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever  ;  common  pleasures, 
.To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
["Heye  wqa  a-Cawar  :  When  comes  such  another  ? 

1  Cit.  Never,  never  : — Come,  away,  away  : 
We'll  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 


[8]  A  dHwlMM  mf-a  Greek,  eoin,  the  same  as  th*  Roman  cZenier,  of  the  value  «* 
Ibor  Mtlercei,  M  ob.  STEEVENS. 
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And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  Cit.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  Cit  Pluck  down  fi)rms,  windows,  any  thing. 

A  Exeunt  Citizens^  wi^  the  body. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work  :  vMischief.  thou  art  afi>ot, 
(Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt  i-^^How  now,  fellow  ? 
^  Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome>. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Skrv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 

Ant.  And  thither  wiU  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belikos  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.  Bring  me  to  Octavius.     {Exeunt, 

SCENE  ni.» 

The  same.     A  Street.     Enter  Cinna,  the  Poet. 
Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night,  that  I  did  feast  with  Caesar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  ^tasy  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors. 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens^ 

1  Cit.  What  is  your  name  ? 

2  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor  ? 

2  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly. 

1  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

4  Cit.,  Ay,  and  wisely.         * . 

3  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Ciu.  What  is  my  name  ?  Whither  am  I  going  ?  Where 
do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor  ?  Then 
to  answer  every  man  directly,  and  briefliy,  wisety,  and 
truly.   .'Wisely  I  say,  J^  am  a,fe?^chelor.) 

2  Cit.  That's  as  much  as  to  sayfthey  are  foob  that 
marry  :4— You'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear.  Pro- 
ceed ;  directly. 

19}  The  suitject  of  this  scene  is  taken  frum  PiutaKh.  aTEEVSNS. 
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Cm.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeraL 

1  Cit,  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2  at.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 
4  Cit.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 
Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  at.  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 
an.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  at.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator. 
Cm.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  at.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses,  tear  him  for  his  bad 
▼erses. 

2  at.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna ;  pluck  but  his 
name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  at.  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come,brands,  ho!  fire-brands. 
To  Brutus',  to  Cassius' ;  bum  all.  Some  to  Decius'  houses 
and  some  to  Casca's  ;  some  to  Ligarius' : — away  ;  go. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— 71i«  same.     A  Room  in  Antony's  House.    An- 
tony, OcTAVius,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a  table. 

Antony. 
These  many  men  shall  die ;  their  names  are  prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die  ;  consent  you,  Lepidus  ? 

Lep.  I  do  consent. 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live,* 
Wha  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony.  ^ 

Ant.  He  shall  not  live  ;  look,  with  a^spot  I  damn  him. , 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Casar's  house  ; 
Fetch  the  will  hiCher,  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  ofl"  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at 
The  Capitol.  [Exit  Lefidus. 

AfU.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man. 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands  :  Is  it  fit, 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  Uie  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him  ; 


[f  1  Lodnt,  not  Pablins,  was  the  person  here  meant  who  was  the  onde  by  the 
tbeirs  dde  to  Xurk  Antony.  Thk  nistake,  however,  is  man  like  the  mistake  of  th« 
•odior,  who  hat  tixmAf  tnhstiuited  Decius  in  the  room  of  Oedmus,  than  of  bit 
twnwrrlhar  or  priafw  '       8TEEVEMS. 
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And  took  his  Toice  who  should  he  prickM  to  die. 
In  our  hlack  sentence  and  proscription. 

JhU.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you  : 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads. 
He  shall  hut  hear  them  as  the  ass  hears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way  ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  oS, 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears, 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will ; 
But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius  ;  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  ^ht. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on  ; 
His  corporal  motion  govem'd  by  my  spirit 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidos  but  so  ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth : 
A  barren-spirited  fellow  ;  one  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations  ; 
Which,  out  of  use,  and  stal'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fashion  :  Do  not  talk  of  him« 
But  as  a  property.'    And  now,  Octavius, 

Listen  great  things. ^Brutus  and  Cassius 

Are  levying  powers  :  we  must  straight  make  head  : 

Therefore,  let  our  alliance  be  combined. 

Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretch'd  out ; 

And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 

How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclosed. 

And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so  ;  for  we  dSre  at  the  stake. 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies  ; 
And  some,  that  smile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear. 
Millions  of  mischief..  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 
lie/ore  BnuTua'  TerU,  in  the  Camp  near  Sardis.  Drum.  Enter 
Brutus,  Lucilius,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers:  TiTiviV8  and 
PiNDARus  meeting  ther(i. 
Bru.  Stand,  ho  I 

Ltu:.  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  stand. 
Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius  I  is  Cassius  near  t 
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jLtfc.  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

fPiNDARus  gives  a  letter  to  Bbittvi. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  wrell. — ^Your  master,  PindaruSy 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  giyen  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone  :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin,  1  do  not  doubt, 
But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — ^A  word,  Lucilius  ; 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Luc,  With  courtesy,  and  with  respect  enough  ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  used  of  old. 

Bru,  Thou  hast  describ'd 
.^A  hot  friend  cooling :  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
jWhen  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 
It  useth  an  enK>rced  ceremony. 
[There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith  z^-W- 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand. 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  metUe  : 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur. 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Lmc,  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartered  ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  witii  Cassius.  [March  within 

Bru,  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  : — 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

ElrUer  Cassius  and  Soldiers. 

Cos.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru,  Stand,  ho !  Speak  the  word  along* 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within,  Stand. 

Cas.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods  I  Wrong  I  mine  enemies  ? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Qis.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs ; 
And  when  you  do  them 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content. 


154  JULIUS    C£SAR.  ACT  IT* 

Speak  your  griefs  softly, — I  do  know  you  well : — 
Before  the  eyes  of  boUi  our  armies  here, 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  move  away  ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefi. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Ckis,  Pindarus, 
Bid  our  conmianders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  the  like  ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  [ExewU* 

SCENE  III. 
Within  the  Tent  of  Brutus.     Lucius  and  Titinius  aiicm 
distance  from  it.     Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Cds,  That  you  have  wrongM  me,  doth  appear  in  this : 
You  have  condemned  and  noted  Lucius  PeUa, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians  ; 
Wherein,  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bru,  You  wrongM  yourself,  to  write  in  such  a  ca8i». 
Cos,  In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  conunent* 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold. 
To  undeservers. 

Cos.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this. 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last 

Btu.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption, 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 
Cos.  Chastisement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember ! 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice  ?^  What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world, 
But  for  supporting  robbers  ;  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes  ? 

rS]  That  la,  eveiy  small  trifling  oflVsnce.  WARDURTON. 

[3]  This  qaestion  is  Tar  from  implyingf  that  any  of  those  who  touched  Cteiurti  bo^t 
were  Tillains.  On  the  contrarjr,  it  is  an  indirect  way  of  asserting,  that  tihcra  «m 
not  a  man  among  them,  who  was  base  enough  to  stab  him  ibr  any  CMMa  b«t  tfMt  of 
Jnitiet.         MialONE. 
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And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  laige  honours, 
For  so  much  trash,  as  may  he  grasped  thus  ?— - 
I  had  rather  he  a  dog,  and  hay  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cos,  Brutus,  hay  not  me  ; 
PU  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourself. 
To  hedge  me  in  ;^  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  ahler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions.' 

Bru.  Go  to  ;  you're  not,  Cassius. 

Cbf.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say,  you  are  not. 

Cos.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Hare  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru,  Away,  sli^t  man ! 

Cbf .  Is't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 
Must  I  giye  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

Cat.  d  ye  gods  I  ye  gods !  Must  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru*  All  this  ?  ay,  more  :  Fret,  till  your  proud  heart 
Go,  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are,        [break  ; 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge  ? 
Must  I  observe  you  ?  Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tes^  humour  ?  By  the  gods, 
Tou  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen, 
Though  it  do  split  you  :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
111  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Coi.  Is  it  come  to  this  ?  > 

Bru,  Tou  say,  you  are  a  better  soldier  : 
Let  it  appear  so  ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  shaU  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cbf.  You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong  me,  Brutus ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better  : 
Did  I  say,  better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Gu  When  Caesar  liv'd,  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd  me. 

Bru,  Peace,  peace  ;  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  him. 

Cm.  I  durst  not  ? 


\% 


Tbat  1%  to  limk  mj  authority  by  your  direction  or  censure.       JOHNSON. 
Tint  ii.  to  know  ou  what  terms  it  is  fit  to  confer  the  ofltoes  which  are  at  my 
JOHNSON. 
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Bru.  No. 

Cos.  What  ?  durst  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

CcLs.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  he  sorry  for. 

Bru,  You  have  done  that  you  should  he  sorry  for* 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats  ; 
For  1  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 
That  they  pass  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind. 
Which  1  respect  not.     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me  ;— 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash,* 
By  any  indirection. .  I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions. 
Which  you  denied  me  :  Was  that  done  like  Cassias  ? 
Should  1  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Cos.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

CcLs.  I  did  not : — ^he  was  but  a  fool, 
That  broughtmy  answer  back.— Brutus  hath  riv'dmy  heart. 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friends  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru,  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me.^ 

Cas.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cas.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  fiiults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cas.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Rdvenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  aweary  of  the  world  : 
Hatsdby  one  he  loves  ;  brav'd  by. his  brother  ; 

[6]  This  ifl  a  noble  sentiment,  altogether  in  character,  and  expressed  in  a  mamer 
inimitably  happy.  For  to  wring,  implies  both  to  get  ui^justly,  and  to  use  force  hi 
getting :  and  hard  hands  signify  both  the  peasant's  great  labour  and  pains  in  aoqnir* 
ine,  and  his  great  unwillingness  to  quit  his  hold.  WARDURTON. 

[7]  The  meaning  is  this ;  I  do  not  look  for  your  faults,  I  only  see  them,  and  men- 
tion them  with  vehemence,  when  you  force  them  into  my  notice,  bv  srocfirMur  tktm 
onMC  JOHNSON.  ^ 
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Checked  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  firalfs  obserr^d. 

Set  in  a  note  book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 

To  cast  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 

My  spirit  from  mine  eyes  ! — There  is  my  dagger. 

And  here  my  naked  breast ;  within,  a  heart 

Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 

If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  ; 

J,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  hesirt : 

Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Cssar  ;  for,  I  know. 

When  thou  didst  hate  him'worst,  thou  lor'dst  him  better 

Than  ever  thou  lor'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheath  J^our  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire  ; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

CcLs,  Hath  Cassius  liy'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  iU-temper'd,  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cm.  Do  you  confess  so  much  ?  Give  me  your  haqd. 

Bru,  And  my  heart  too. 

Qu.  O  Bmtus ! — 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gdff*  Have  you  not  love  enoo^  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  rash  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  t 

Bru.  Tes,  Cassius ;  and,  henceforth. 
When  you  are  oyer-eamest  with  your  Brutus, 
Hell  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so. 

[Noise  mihinm 

Poet.  [wiMn."]  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals  ; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Imc.  [wMin.]  Tou  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [wiMn.]  Nothing  but  deaAh  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Poet. 

Cos.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals  ;  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Lore,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be  ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I  am  sure,  than  ye. 
V  Gm.  Ha,  ba ;  how  yilely  doth  this  cynick  rhime  1 

^  Vol.  y.  14 
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Bru.  Get  jou  hence,  sirrah  ;  saucy  fellow»  hence* 

Cos,  Bear  with  him,  Brutus  ;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bru.  ril  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time : 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools  2* 
Companion,  hence  I 

CcLs,  Away,  away,  he  gone.  [Exit  PoiL 

Enter  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 

Bru,  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  hid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cos,  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exe,  Lucilius  and  Titinivs. 

Bru,  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Ca^,  1  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Bru,  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cos,  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru,  No  man  bears  sorrows  better : — Portia  is  dead. 

Cas.  Ha!  Portia? 

Bru,  She  is  dead. 

Cas,  How  scap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crossed  you  so  T— 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  I — 
Upon  what  sickness  ? 

Bru,  Impatient  of  nw  absence  ; 
And  grief,  that  young  Octayius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong  ; — ^for  with  her  deatb 
That  tidings  came  ; — ^With  this  she  fell  distract. 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire* 

Cas,  And  died  so  ? 

Bru,  Even  so. 

Cas,  O  ye  immortal  gods ! 

Enter  Lucius,  Tioith  wine  and  tapers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bowl  of  wind  :^ 
^In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius.  [DrisikB. 

Cas.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge  : — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o*erswell  the  cup  ; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  [Drisih* 

Re-enter  Titinius  Tviih  Messala. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius : — ^Welcome,  good  Hesiala.— 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cas,  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru,  No  more,  I  pray  you.— 
Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 

[8]  That  if,  with  Uieie  siUj  poeti.    AJIgrtifiiiSedbiBOV 
conpotUoD  u  wdl  u  a  dance.         MALONE. 
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That  young  Octavioa,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  as  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mts.  l^elf  have  letters  of  the  selfsame  tenonr 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Met,  That  by  proscription,  and  bills  of  ontlawry, 
Octayius,  Antony,  and  Lepidns, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators,  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cat.  Cicero  one  ? 

Me9.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead, 
And  by  that  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  t 

Bm,  No,  Messala. 

JIfef.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  7 

fim.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Met.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you  ?  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Met.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru*  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Met.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

jBm.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — ^We  must  die,  Messala : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Met.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Cat.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you,* 
Bui  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Btu.  Well,  to  our  work  ahve.    What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  ? 

Cat.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bra.  Tour  reason  ? 

Cat.  This  it  is: 
'Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  seek  us  : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
Doimr  himself  offence  ;  whilst  we,  lying  still. 
Are  niU  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bru.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  better. 
The  people,  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution  : 

pj  Ttat  if,  In  theory.  MALONE. 
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The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 

By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  refreshed,  new-added,  and  encouraged ; 

From  which  advantage  shaU  we  cut  him  off. 

If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 

These  people  at  our  back. 

Cos,  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — ^You  most  note  bendei 
That  we  have  try'd  tihe  utmost  of  our  friends 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe  ; 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day. 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  a£fairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves. 
Or  lose  our  ventures.^ 

Cos.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ; 
We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  PhilipfM. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk,  v«^ 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity  ;  ^ 

Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  Uttle  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ? 

Cas.  No  more.     Good  night ; 
Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence.       [Messala  ;«— 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown.     [Blxit  Luc]     Farewell^  good 
Good  night,  Titinius  : — ^Noble,  noble  Casaius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cm.  O  my  dear  brother! 
This  was  an  ill-beginning  of  the  ni^t : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  soula  i 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru,  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.  Mcs.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one.  [E^e.  Cab.  Tit.  ami  Msa. 
Re-enter  Lucius^  with  the  gown. 
Give  me  the  gown.    Where  is  thy  inatroment  ? 

Luc,  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsily  ? 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  wet  o'er-watch*d. 
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C^all  ClaadiQS,  and  some  other  of  my  men ; 
I'll  have  th6m  sleep  on  cushions  in  mj  tent. 

Laac,  Varro,  and  Claudius  \ 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius* 

Far.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent,  and  sleep  ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius.  [sure. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand,  and  watch  your  plea- 

Bru,  I  will  not  have  it  so  :  lie  down,  good  sirs  ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so  ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown.  [ServanU  lie  doTxm* 

Zmc.  I  was  sure,  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  please  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy  : 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Imc.  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru.  1  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might ; 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest 

Luc,  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done  ;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again  ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long  :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Music^  and  a  song. 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune  : — O  murd'rous  slumber ! 
laj^st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  music  ? — Gentle  knave,  good  night ; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break's t  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee  ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see  ; — Is  not  the  leaf  tum'd  down, 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is,  I  think.     [He  tits  down. 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  CiESAR. 
/  How  ill  this  taper  burns  ! — ^Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 
I  think,  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes. 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me  : — Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil, 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare  ? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art 

Ghost.  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

14* 
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Bru.  Why  com'st  thou  ? 

Ghost.  To  t^  the6,  tfiou  ahalt  see  me  at  Philip]^. 

Bru.  Well ; 
Then  I  shall  seq  thee  Bgjm  ?  « 

G^«^.  ^y,  at  Philippi.  ^   [Gftot^  Taiiuhei. 

Bni.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi  th^n.-^ 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanishest : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee.^— 
Boy  1  (iucius ! — ^Varro  !  Cls^udius !  Sirs,  awake  1— 
Claudius ! 

Luc,  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false.  ^ 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  still  is  at  his  instrumenl.-^ 
Lucius,  awake. 

Lmc.  My  lord ! 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  cry'dst  oat ! 

Luc.  My  lord,  1  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didst :  Didst  thou  see  any  thiagt 

Lmc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudia^ ! 
Fellow  thou  I  awake. 

Far.  My  lord. 

Qau.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep  ? 

Far.  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay  :  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Far.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  i,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go,  sCnd  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius  ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Far.  Clg^..  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.  [Exmmt 


ACT  V. 

St>£NE  I.— 7%e  Plains  of  Philtppt.     Enter  Octatri% 

Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
Tou  said,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  : 
It  proves  not  so  :  their  battles  are  at  hand  ; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them* 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
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To  visit  other  places  ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  hravery,  thinkiDg,  by  this  &ee» 
T^  £^ten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  hare  coor^^ } 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mes,  Prepare  you,  generals : 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show : 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  die  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant,  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oct,  I  do  not  cross  you  ;  but  I  will  do  so.  [March, 

Drum,     Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Army ;  Luci- 
Lius,  TiTiNius,  Mess  ALA,  and  others. 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Qu,^  Stand  fast,  Titinius  :  We  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct,  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  ? 

Ant,  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  some  words 

Oct,  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru,  Words  before  blows  :  Is  it  so,  countrymen  ? 

Oet.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavius. 

Jfntn  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  words  ; 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart, 
Crying,  Long  live  J  hail^  Ccssar  ! 

CW,  Antqny, 
The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
jBnt  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
\And  leave  them  honeyless. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too  ; 
For  you  have  stoPn  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant,  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar  : 
Ton  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds. 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet ; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Strack  Caesar  on  the  neck.    O  flatterers  \ 

Cos.  Fla^rers  ! — ^Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
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Thu  tongue  had  not  o£fended  so  to-day, 
If  Cassius  might  have  ruFd. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause  :  If  arguing  make  us  iweal, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look ; 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators  ; 
When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again  ? — 
Neyer,  till  Caesar's  three  and  trventy  wounds 
Be  well  ayeng'd  ;  or  till  another  Caesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Caesar,  Uiou  canst  not  die  by  traitors. 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope  ; 
I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cas.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such  honoary 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony ;  away. — 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field  ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exe.  OcTAVius,  Antont,  and  their  armj. 

Cas,  Why  now,  blow,  wind  ;  swell,  billow ;  and  swim. 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard.  [bark! 

Bru.  Ho! 
Lucilius  ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Laic.  My  lord.      [Brutus  and  Lucilius  canoerse  apoft 

Cas.  Messala. — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cas.  Messala, 
This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  bom.    Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala : 
Be  tbou  my  witness,  that,  against  my  Uu, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  hberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong. 
And  his  opinion  :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign* 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd, 

[S]  Fonner  f>r  forenuMC  STEEVEKS. 
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Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands ; 

Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us  ; 

This  morning  are  they  fled  away»  and  gone  ; 

And  in  their  steads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  Idtes, 

Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 

As  we  were  sickly  prey ;  their  shadows  seem 

A  canopy  most  &tal,  under  which 

Our  anny  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghosl. 

Mes,  Belie ?e  not  so. 

Cm.  I  hut  helieve  it  partly  ; 
For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru,  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cat*  Now,  most  nohle  Brutus, 
The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly ;  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  I 
Batt  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  uncertain^ 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  he&U. 
If  we  do  lose  this  hattle*  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together  t 
What  are  you  then  determmed  to  do  ?* 

Bru.  Even  hy  the  rule  of  that  philosophy,* 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
much  he  did  give  himself:—!  know  not  how, 
But  Ldo  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  ; — arming  myself  with  patience 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  hig^  powers. 
That  govern  us  below. 

Ca$,  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle. 
Ton  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru,  No,  Cassius,  no  :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  same  day 
Most  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun : 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not* 

m  TMiiL  lam  rw>lvcd  lamella  case  to  iaUin78«l£  Wbat  are  70a  determined 
off  WARBDRTON. 

U\  Tliere  Is  an  appapeat  contradletioa  between  the  seodnMnts  ooatalaad  la  thU 
■M  dw  fbUowinf  speech  of  Brutus.  In  this,  Brutus  declares  hU  resolution  to  wait 
Htfentfar  for  the  determinaticns  of  ProTidence;  and  in  the  next,  ha  Intimates,  that 
llMMgh  he  should  sonifo  the  battle,  he  would  nerer  submit  to  ba  led  hi  chaias  to 
Mmm^  TUs  asaUoca.  ip  sir  Thomas  North's  translation  of  Plutarch  is  perplexedt 
•■d  might  aeally  be  ariinaderslDed.  8halMspeare,ia  the  first  speech,  makes  that  to  ba 
Ika  preeant  opioiqn  qC  Bmtas,  wliich,  in  Plutarch,  is  mentioned  onbrat  od«  he  fbr- 
wmnj  entertaiaad,  flMragh  he  now  condemned  it.  STJESVEMB. 
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Therefore  our  eyerlasting  farewell  take  : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius  I 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile  ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Ca$,  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  smile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  mside. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead  on. — O,  that  a  man  might  knoiT 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come  I 
But  it  sufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho  I  awa^  1 

[ExiwiU 
SCENE  II. 
The  same.     The  Fidd  of  Battle.    Alarum.     Enter  BtanvM 

and  Messala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side  :  [Loud  alarum* 

Let  them  set  on  at  once  ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing, 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  hde,  Messabi ;  let  them  all  come  down.      [ExewnL 

SCENE  III. 
The  same.    Another  Part  of  the  Field.     Alarum.     EsOtr 

Cassius  ^  Tmirius. 

Cos.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly ! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  tum'd  enemy : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back  ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

7^.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early  i 
Who  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil. 
Whilst  ;we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord ! 
Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cos.  This  hill  is  far  enough.     Look,  look,  Titiniot ; 
Are  those  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Ckis.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 
Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops. 
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And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  rest  absur'd, 
Whether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

TU.  I  will  be  here  again,  eyen  with  a  thought     [ExiU 
Cos.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill : 
My  sight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 

[Exit  PllTDARUS. 

This  day  I  breathed  first :  time  is  come  rounds 

And  where  I  did  begin,  there  I  shall  end ; 

My  life  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pm.  [abcroe.]  O  my  lord ! 

Cat.  What  news  ? 

Pin.  Titinius  is 
Enclosed  round  about  with  horsemen,  that 
Make  to  him  on  the  spur ; — ^Yet  he  spurs  on.— 
Now  they  are  almost  on  him ;  now,  Titinius  I— 
Now  some  'light : — O,  he  'lights  too : — ^He's  ta'en ; — and, 

hark! 
They  shout  for  joy.  [Skoui. 

Cat.  C<Hne  down,  behold  no  more. — 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face  I— ^ 

Re'CfUer  Pindarus. 
C<Miie  hither,  sirrah : 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner ; 
And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life, 
That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do. 
Thou  shouldst  attempt  it    Come  now,  keep  thine  oath  I 
Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  this  good  sword, 
That  ran  through  Caesar's  bowehi,  search  this  bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer :  Here,  take  thou  the  hilts ; 
And,  when  my  &ce  is  covered,  as  'tis  now, 
Chiide  thou  the  sword. — Caesar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Diet 

Pin,  So,  I  am  firoe ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been. 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.    O  Cassius ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [Esdi. 

Re-^nUr  Titinius,  with  Me88ai:.a. 

JUet.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  ;  for  Octavios 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power. 
Am  Cassius*  l^ons  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Met.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 
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TU.  All  disconsolate, 
With  Pindaros  his  hondman,  ooi  this  hiU. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  npon  the  ground  t 

Tit  He  lies  not  like  the  liviog.     O  my  heart  I 

Mes,  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 
But  Cassius  is  no  more. — O  setting  sun ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thoa  dost  sink  to  night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set ; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set !  Our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done  1 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes,  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
'  O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child ! 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
,/rhe  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  soon  conceiy'd« 
•  Thou  neyer  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth. 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit,  What,  Pindarus !  where  art  thou,  Pindaros  ! 

Mes.  Seek  him,  Titinius :  whibt  I  go  to  mee^ 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  :  I  msf  say,  thrusting  it ;  * 

For  piercing  steel,  and  darts  enyenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus^ 
As  tidings  o£  this  sig^t 

Tit.  Hie  you,  Messala, 
And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.  JExit  Mes. 

Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brare  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  smd  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  giye't  thee  ?    Didst  thoa  not  hear  dteir 

shouts  ? 
Alas,  thoa  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
Bat  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  Brotus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
WiU  do  his  bidding. — ^Brutus,  tome  apace, 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Cains  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods  : — TMs  is  a  Roman's  psri ; 
Come,  Cassias'  sword,  and  find  Titinios*  heart        [Z>tei. 

Alarum,    Re-enter  Messala,  with  Brittus,  young  CatOi 
Strato,  Volujcnius,  and  Luctlius. 
Bru.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 
Mes,  Lo,  yonder  ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru,  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 
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Quo.  He  is  slain, 

Bru.  O  Julius  C»$ar,  thou  art  mig^tj  jet  I 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  oar  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alanmu* 

Cato.  Braye  Titinius  1 
Look,  if  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cassius ! 

Bru*  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these  ?-* 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  I 
It  is  impossible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow.-— Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  jon  shall  see  me  pay.— 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time.— - 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  hii  body  ; 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp. 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — ^Lucilius,  come ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato ;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on  : — 
'Tis  three  o'clock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight  [ExemU. 

SCENE  IV. 

Aiu^ker  Part  of  ihe  Field.  Marwn.  EiUer^Jightingy  SoldUn 
ofhoUt  Armie$;  (^Brutus,  Cato,  Lucilius,  andothors. 

Brm.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet'hold  up  your  heads  I 

Oito.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?  Who  wUl  go  with  me  ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field : — 
f  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  firiend  ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho !         [Charges  the  enemy. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Bmtos,  my  country's  friend ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 

[ExUf  charging  the  enemy.     Cato  is  overpowered^ 
and  falls. 

Lmc.  0  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  t 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius  ; 
And  may'st  be  honour'd  being  Cato's  son. 

1  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die : 
There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straidit ; 

[Ofiring  monoy. 
Kill  Brutus*  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  must  not — ^A  noble  prisoner ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho !  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

1  Sold.  I'll  teU  the  news. — ^Here  comes  the  general : 
Vol.  V.  15 
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Enter  Antony. 
Bnitiif  Is  ta'en,  Bratm  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Lue,  Safe,  Antony ;  Bratus  is  safe  eoooi^  . 
I  dare  assare  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  aliye  the  noble  Bratus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shaBM  1 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself* 

Mt.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend  ;  but,  I  asMire  jon 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  naSt^ 
Give  him  all  kindness  :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.    Go  on^ 
And  see  if  Brutus  be  aliye,  or  dead  : 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Octavius'  tent. 
How  every  thhig  is  chanc'd.  IFrwukl 

SCENE  v. 

Jlnaiher  Part  of  Hit  Field.    Enter  Bruttts,  DAkDAHivs, 
Clitus,  Strato,  and  Voluunius. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remftins  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 

CU.  Statilius  showM  the  torch-light ;  but,  my  lord, 
He  came  not  back ;  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  slain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  :  Slaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.  Hark  thee,  Clitn9.-~  \Wh%apmnf 

Gi.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?  No,  not  for  aH  the  worid. 

Bra.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

at.  ril  rather  kiU  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius  !  [W%iip«rt  Aciiii 

Dar.  I  do  such  a  deed  ? 

Gi.  O,  Dardanius ! 

Dar.  O,  Ctitus  I 

Gi.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus :  Look,  he  meditates. 

Gi.  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumniud  :  lift  a  word^ 

Vol.  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius  : 
The  ghost  of  Caesar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night :  at  Sardis,  onee  | 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fieldi. 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 
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Vol,  Not  80,  my  lord. 

Bm.  Nay,.  I  am  sore  it  u,  Volumnins. 
Thou  see'st  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes  ; 
Our  enemies  hare  heat  us  to  the  pit : 
It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  io  ourselyes, 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.    Good  Vdumnius, 
Thou  know'fty  that  we  two  went  to  school  togetiier  ;* 
Eren  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee, 
HqU  thou  loy  sword's  hilt,  whilst  I  run  on  it 

Fol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  iHll. 

CU.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord  ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru,  Farewell  to  you  ; — and  you ; — and  you,  Volumnius. 
— Strato,  thou  hast  heen  all  this  while  asleep  ; 

Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato. ^Countrymen, 

My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 

I  £>und.no  man,  hut  he  was  true  to  me. 

I  shall  hare  glory  hy  this  losing  day, 

More  than  Octarius,  and  Mark  Antony, 

By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almost  ended  his  hfe's  history  : 

Ni^t  hangs  upon  mine  eyes  ;  my  hones  would  rest. 

That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

^[Marum.     Cry  within;  Fly,  fly,  fly. 

at.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Bru,  Hence  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

[JSxe,  Clitus,  Dardanius,  and  Volumitius. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord  : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 

[9]  So  in  the  old  traiulation  of  Plutarch:  '<Now,  tbenig^ht  b«>ing  iarre  spent 
Bnitiu  as  he  sate,  bowed  towards  Clltos  one  of  his  men,  and  told  him  somewhat  in 
Us  eare;  the  other  aonswered  not,  but  fell  a  weeping.  Thereupon  be  proued  Dar- 
damu,  and  sayd  somewhat  also  to  him:  at  length  he  came  to  Volumnius  Llm  selfe, 
and  speakinf^  to  him  in  OisbIm,  prayed  him  for  the  studies  salie  which  brought  them 
•equsdnted  together,  that  lie  woulde  helpe  him  to  put  his  hande  to  his  sword,  to 
thrast  jt  in  him  to  nlle  liim.  Volumnius  denied  his  request,  and  so  did  many  others: 
and  amongst  the  rest,  one  of  them  sayd,  there  was  no  tarrying  for  tliem  there,  but 
Out  ibej  must  needes  flie.  Then  Brutus  rising  vp,  we  must  (lie  in  deede,  sayd  he, 
tNit  it  most  be  with  our  hands,  not  with  our  feete.  Taen  talung  euery  man  by  the  hand, 
be  sayd  tliese  words  vnto  them  with  a  chearfull  countenance.  It  rejoyoetb  my  liart 
that  not  (Hie  of  my  frends  hath  failed  mi  at  my  neede,  and  I  do  not  complaine  of 
taj  fiMrtane,  bat  only  for  my  countries  sake:  for,  as  for  me,  I  tliinke  my  selfe  happier 
than  they  th^t  have  ooeroome,  considering  that  I  leaue  a  perpetuall  fame  of  our 
comgB  suid  |n#inh<M>dy,  the  which  our  enemies,  the  conquerors  shall  neuer  attaine 
▼nio  l>y  force  nor  money,  neither  can  let  their  posteritie  to  say,  that  they  have  been 
nauhtie  and  m^mt  neo,  haue  slain  good  men,  to  vsurpe  ^rannical  power  not  per- 
taining to  them.  Hairing  sayd  so,  he  prayed  eueiy  nuin  to  shift  for  them  aeloes,  and 
then  he  went  a  Uttle  wide,"  4c  6TEEVENS. 
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Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  tarn  awaj  thj  face, 
While  I  do  ran  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first :  Fare  you  well,  mj  lord. 

Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — Cassar,  now  be  still ; 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[He  runs  on  hu  tmord^  and  dm* 

JUarum.    Retreat.    Enter  Octayius,  AirTOirT)  Mbbsaia, 

LuciLius,  and  their  Armi^. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Mes.  My  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy  master! 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Mestala : 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  should  be  found. — I  thank  ttnte^  Bmtas, 
That  thou  hast  proy'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  sery'd  Brutus,  I  mil  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you.* 

Oct.  Do  so,  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octayius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  latest  sendee  to  my  master. 

JhU.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  aU  r^ 
All  the  conspirators,  saye  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  enyy  of  great  Caesar ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up,. 
And  say  to  all  the  world.  This  was  a  manj^ 

Oct.  According  to  his  yirtue  let  us  use  him. 
With  all  respect,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie. 
Most  Uke  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. —  ^ 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  lExemU 

[SI  To  jn^/b*  leemt  to  hvn  been  tbe  ettablltlied  plinse  ftr  reeommeBdlaf  a  h^ 
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OBSERVATIONS. 

Airroirr  and  CLEOPATRAr]  Among  the  entries  in  the  books 
of  the  Stationers'  Company,  October  19,  1693,  I  find  "  A 
Booke  entituled  the  Tragedie  of  Cleopatra.^*  It  is  enter- 
ed by  Symon  Waterson,  for  whom  some  of  Daniel's  works 
were  printed  ;  and  therefore  it  is  probably  by  that  author, 
of  whose  CJec^ra  there  are  several  editions  ;  and,  among 
others,  one  in  1594. 

In  th6  same  volumes.  May  20,  1608,  Edward  Blount 
entered  "  A  Booke  called  Anthony  and  Cleopatra^  This 
is  the  first  notice  I  have  met  with  concerning  any  edition 
of  this  play  more  ancient  than  the  folio,  1623.     Steevens, 

This  play  keeps  curiosity  always  busy,  and  the  passions 
always  interested.  The  continual  hurry  of  the  action,  the 
variety  of  incidents,  and  the  quick  succession  of  one  per- 
sonage to  another,  call  the  mind  forward  without  intermis- 
sion from  the  first  act  to  the  last.  But  the  power  of  de- 
lighting is  derived  principally  from  the  frequent  changes 
of  the  scene  ;  for,  except  the  feminine  arts,  some  of  which 
are  too  low,  which  distinguish  Cleopatra,  no  character  is 
very  strongly  discriminated.  Upton,  who  did  not  easily 
miss  what  he  desired  to  find,  has  discovered  that  the  lan- 
guage of  Antony  is,  with  great  skill  and  learning,  made 
pompous  and  superb,  according  to  his  real  practice.  But 
I  think  his  diction  not  distinguishable  firom  that  of  others  : 
the  most  tumid  speech  in  the  play  is  that  which  Caesar 
makes  to  Octavia. 

The  events,  of  which  the  principal  are  described  ac- 
cording to  histonr,  are  produced  without  any  art  of  con- 
nexion or  care  of  disposition.  johnson. 

It  is  observable  with  what  judgment  Shakespeare  draws 
the  character  of  Octavius.  Antony  was  his  hero ;  so 
*the  other  was  not  to  shine  :  yet  being  an  historical  cha^ 
racter,  there  was  a  necessity  to  draw  him  like.  But  the 
ancient  historians,  his  flatterers,  had  delivered  him  down 
so  fair,  that  he  seems  ready  cut  and  dried  for  a  hero. 
Amidst  these  difficulties  Shakespeare  has  extricated  him- 
self with  great  address.  He  has  admitted  all  those  great 
strokes  of  his  character  as  he  found  them,  and  yet  has 
made  him  a  vety  unamiable  character,  deceitful,  mean* 
spirited,  narrow-minded,  proud,  and  revengeful. 

Waabxtrtoh 
16* 
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friends  to  OsMr. 


M,  Ahtoiit, 

OcTAVius  Cjesar,    ^  ^rinmmtY. 

M.  .£mil.  Lepidus, 

Sbxtus  Poupeius. 

DOMITIUS  EllOBABBUS/ 

Ventidiu8» 

Eaosy 

ScARua,  ^  friendi  (f  Ankm§» 

Dercetas, 

DemetriuSi 

Pbilo, 

MECJElTASy 

Agrippa, 

DoLABELLAy 
pROCULEIirSy 

Thtreus, 

Oallus, 

Menas,  ^ 

Henecrates,    >  friends  of  Pompey. 

Varrius,  ) 

Taurus,  lieutenant-general  to  Ccuar. 

Canidius,  lieutenant-general  to  Antony  * 

SiLivs,  an  officer  in  Fentidius'*s  army. 

EuPHRONius,  an  ambassador  from  Antony  to  Qesor* 

Alexas,  Mardian,  Seleucvs,  and  Diokeoes  ;  attesidmits 

on  Cleopatra, 
A  Soothsayer,    A  Clo-wn. 

Cleopatra,  qiteen  of  Egypt. 

OcTAViA,  sister  to  Ozsar^  and  wife  to  Antony* 

CHARKiAir,  /  ^^^^,j^^,  ^  Cleopatra. 

Officers^  Soldiers f  Messengers^  and  other  Attendants. 
SCENE^  dispersed;  in  several  parts  of  the  Roman  Eimpire^ 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  l^^'Jtkxandria.    A  Room  in  Cleopatra's  PcMice 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

j^  Philo, 

SS  AT,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 

Overflows  the  measure  :  those  his  goodly  eyes. 

That  o'er  the  Gies  and  musters  of  the  war 

Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn, 

The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 

.Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart. 

Which  in  the  scu£9es  of  great  fights  hath  burst 

The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges  all  temper  ;' 

And  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan. 

To  cool  a  gipsy's  lust.*    Look,  where  they  come ! 

Flourish,    Enter   Antony     and    Cleopatra,  wi^  their 

Trains  ;  Eunuchs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world^  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  behold  and  see. 

Geo,  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 

Geo.  I'll  set  a  boum^  how  far  to  be  beloy'd. 

AU*  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven,  new 
earth.' 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant.  Grates  me  : — ^The  sum.^ 

Geo.  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony  : 
Folvia,  perchance,  is  angry ;  Or,  who  knows 
If  the  scarce-bearded  Cassar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  Do  this,  or  this  ; 


fll  HgliW||ffll     fifflMWIIMfl  POPE. 

Vti  Oipqr— 1>  bere  used  both  in  the  original  meaning  for  an  Egyptian,  and  in  Us 
afT«'V->«i  nnaa  for  a  bad  woman.  JOHNSON. 

ri iaia    b  haro  med  improperly  for  third,  or  one  of  three.    One  of  the  Trimo- 

Jie  of  the  three  masien  of  the  world.  WARBURTON. 

it— ■■    biwnd  or  ttaslt  POPE. 

Rmm  Bait  aetthe  booBdarr  of  my  love  ata  greater  distance  than  the  prcsMi 
mwmaamlB.         JOHNSON. 
tqjfcbJj^j—lfcybiMiiWis  jam  few  words.         JOQlfSON. 


276  ANTONr  AND  CLEOPATRA.  ACT  U 

Take  in  that  kir^dom,  and  enfranchise  that ; 
Perform%  or  die  we  damn  ikee. 

Ant.  How,  my  love  ! 

Qeo.  Perchance, — ^nay,  and  most  like, 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  CaBsar  ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony.— 
Where's  Fulvia's  process  ?  Caesar's,  I  would  say  ? — ^Both! 
— Call  in  the  messengers. — ^As  I  am  Eg^t's  ^9een» 
Thou  blushest,  Antony  ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Caesar's  homager  :  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame, 
When  shrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  scolds. — The  messengers. 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt !  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall !  Here  is  my  space  ; 
Kingdoms  are  clay  :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man  :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus  ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair,       [£ni&radfig. 
And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which,  I  bind 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet/ 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

CUo.  Excellent  falsehood ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ?— 
I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
Will  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra." 
Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,  and  her  soil  hours,  **-7 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  hanh  : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  hves  shoqld  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now  :  What  sport  to-fught  ? 

Geo.  Hear  the  ambassadors. 

Ant.  Fye,  wrangling  queen ! 
Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh. 
To  weep  ;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd  t 
No  messenger  ;  but  thine  and  all  alone. 
To-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen  ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo.  roith  their  tram* 

Dem.  Is  C^sar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  slight  ? 

(71  Toweet— to  know.  POPE. 

[8j  But  in  this  passage,  seems  to  haTe  the  old  Saxon  sifiiifienlion  of  ■lrisiii,w» 
isM,  meepi.  « Aatony,'  svrs  the  qaeen,  *  vtil  recollect  Us  thoagbts.'  *  Uatav  IM' 
he  replies,  *  in  coiniMtioii,fa7  Cleopatra.*  JOHNSON. 

Bf  Antonv  wiU  be  kwuel/,  she  means  to  say,  that  >  Antony  wW  Ml  Uikm  tht  Jtint 
tOTocaifli  of  the  wnrtdtmmi  foHow  his  own incliaotioDa,  wltfaoat  regwl  to Iko  aai^ 
dates  of  Csesar,  or  the  anger  of  Fuliria.'  To  which  he  raollw,  'ifMtMlBtiH  if 
ClMgNtffw/»thati%|f«wiiatoUinllMiiiffaCM4efmB«yh^      ^Xj^—    ^ 
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Sir,  sometunes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
l¥hich  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem*  I'm  full  sorry, 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar,'  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome  :  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.    Rest  you  happy !     [Exnmt. 

SCENE  II. 
Th€  Kme.    Jhw&ier  Room.    Enter  Chariuak,  Iras,  Alcz- 

AS,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing 
Uezas,  almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where's  the 
lootfasayer  that  you  praised  so  to  the  queen  ?  O,  that  I 
mew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must  change  his 
loms  with  garlands !' 

Jilex,  Soothsayer. 

Sooth.  Tour  will? 

Char.  Is  this  the  man  ? — Is't  you,  sir,  that  know  things  ! 

Sooih.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy, 
i  little  I  can  read. 

JUex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

jE^.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly ;  wine  enou^ 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooih.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Oiar.  He  means,  in  flesh. 

Irof.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid! 

AUx^  Vex  not  his  prescience  ;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush! 

Sooih.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking.* 

Aiex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.   Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune !    Let   me 
le  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them 


m  FaiM  MALONE. 


^.^  <  To  dH«M  bis  horof  with  [i.  e.  for]  garlands,*  sigfnifies  to  be  a  trioimpbot 
aekold }  a  eacEold  who  wfll  consider  his  state  an  honourable  one.     STEEVEKS. 


ni  To  know  idrr  the  ladhr  b  so  averse  from  heating  her  Ztoer,  it  most  be  rena 
M,<hirt^abwMttv«rkRiFIMMedtoiiMkeaFimfied&ee.         JOHNSOli 


ITS  i^rroNT  asd  cleopatiu*  act  i. 

all :  let  me  luiYe  a  child  at  fiAy,  to  whom  Herod  qfJewfj 
may  do  homage  :*  find  me  to  marry  me  with  OctiiTiiif 
CaBsar,  and  companion  me  with  my  Diistresa. 

Sooth.  Yoi?  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  yau  serve* 

Char.  O  excellent  I  I  love  long  life  better  than  figs. 

Sootk.  You  have  teen  and  proved  a  tw^V  former  fortime 
Than  that  whidi  ia  to  approach. 

Char,  Then,  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no  names  :* 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  most  I  have  ? 

Sooih,  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

JUex,  Tou  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to 
your  wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We  11  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-nigfat,  shaD 
be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing  else. 

Oiar.    Even  as  the  overflowing  Nilus  presageth  &mine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitfhl  prognos- 
tication, I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear. — ^Pr'ythee,  tell  her 
but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars: 

Sooth.  I  have  said. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better 
than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it  ? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Qiar.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend  !  Alexas, — 
come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — O,  let  him  marry  a 
woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee  1  And 
let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worse  !  and  let  worse  fol- 
low worse,  till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him  lau^ilng  to  his 
grve,  fifly-fold  a  cuckold  !  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this  prayer, 
tiiough  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  wei^t ;  good  Uds, 
I  beseech  thee  I 
Iras.  Amen.     Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 

.lU  Harod  paid  hoinan  to  the  Romans,  to  procure  the  gnat  of  the  Unrdnai  of 
JdKk  STEEVEMB.  -»       r 

.  (11  A/aircr/MiMiie,  I  bdJere,  iDeaiu  a  more  reputable  one.  H^  eatwer 
Impuei,  thet  bMike  all  htr  ohildren  will  be  bMtanli.  who  hKft  no  ilAt  to  Ami 
•fthdrfitther^flunlfy.  STEEVENS. 
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people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heait-bnakiog  to  ioe  a  htadkome 
man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorlrow  to  behold  a 
£>al  knave  uncuckolded  ;  Therefore,  deair  Ibis,  keep  de- 
coron,  and  fortune  him  accordingly  i 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex,  Lo,  now !  If  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  fa 
cnckold,  tfa^  would  make  themselves  whores,  but  they'd 
do't 

Eno*  Hush !  here  omnes  Antony* 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatiu. 

CUo.  Saw  you  my  lord  t 

Bino.  No,  lady. 

C2eo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  disposM  to  tnirth ;  but  on  a  sudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him. — ^Enobarbus, — 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.   Where's  ^exas  ? 

Mex.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. — ^My  lord  ap- 
proaches. 

JBntor  AnToirr,  with  a  meeeenger  and  Atttnianh. 

CUo.  We  win  not  look  upon  him  :  Go  widi  us. 

[Exeunt  Cleo.  Enob^.  Alex.  Iras,  Char* 

Soothsaiiferf  and  Attendante 

Me$.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  mto  the  Md. 

Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius  ? 

JIfef.  Ay : 
But  soon  tint  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  -gainst  Caftar ; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy 
Upon  the  first  encounter  drave  them. 

AmL  WeD, 
What  wont? 

JIfet.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  t^er. 

AtU,  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  coward. — On : 
Thhi^i,  that  are  past,  are  done,  with  me. — 'Tis  thus  ; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  deaths 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 

Mb8»  Labienus 
(This  is  stiff  news,)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
Eitended  Asiaf  from  Euphrates  ; 
His  conquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 

[ff]  T»M(aul,isatenn«iedAr  IomIm.  JOBMBOir. 
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To  Lydia»  and  to  Ionia ;  whilst 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  wouldst  say, — 

Mes,  O,  my  lord ! 

AfU.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  tongue ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she's  call'd  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulyia's  phrase  ;  and  taunt  my  fiiolts 
With  such  full  licence,  as  hoth  truth  and  malice 
Haye  power  to  utter.     O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds. 
When  our  quick  winds  lie  still  f  and  our  ills  told  us, 
Is  as  our  earingJ    Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mes.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit 

ArU.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news  ?  Speak  there. 

1  AtL  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  such  an  one  ? 

2  AtL  He  stays  upon  your  will. 
Ant.  Let  him  appear. — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. — ^What  are  you  ? 

2  Mes.  Fulyia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  she  ? 

2  Mes.  In  Sicyon  : 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gives  a  Utter. 

Ant.  Forbear  me. —  [&it  Messenger 

There's  a  great  spirit  gone  !  Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wish  it  ours  again  j  the  present  pleasure. 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself :'  she's  good,  being  gone  ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  shoy'd  her  on.* 
I  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know. 
My  idleness  doth  hatch. — ^How  now !  Enobarbus ! 

£fUer  Enobarbus. 

Eaio.  What's  your  pleasure,  sir  ? 


K\  The  Knie  Is,  that  nmn,  not  asltated  by  eencorek  Hke  Kril  sot  walflhlBd  bsr 
mU  «teA.  produoet  nioK  eril  tlMn  food.  JOHNS.  Tto  iid|i«  Ml  !■  Ml 
burned  up  bj  the  plow,  that  they  msy  sweeten  daring  flieir  ftllow  i^Me,  «n  w> 
called  wtiui-rowa,  at  are  alao  the  rowi  of  new^BMiwn  grasi  tadd  In  hns  lo  *7« 
Qutei;  mndf,  I  rappofe  to  be  the  same  as  tcembit /Mom,  always  fimttftd  Ip  ijijrii 

[7]  Earing  here  and  hi  other  places  dgnifles  fUpdng.    So,  In  GsMtsb  xlvt  *  Tsl 

there  are  five  years,  hi  the  which  there  shall  ndther  be  MrtNf  nor  hanroiL*  ^ 

BLACKSTOKl. 

[8]  The  pleasure  of  to-day,  by  rerokidon  of  erenls  aud  ehaage  of  drflnwrtasiciiii 
elien  loses  all  its  value  to  ns,  and  becomes  to-morrow  a  pain.  8TKEVKK8. 

[9]  The  verb  could  has  a  pecaUar  signMratloo  fai  this  plMa:  It  doit  *~ 


MwsrbnttesUMlisM.   The  sense^  *  the  hand  that  drove  her  off  wouU  now  wUBaf- 
If  9fawk  her  hMfc  again.*         SEA1U 


I 
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AU.  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno.  Whjy  then,  we  kill  all  oor  women:  We  Bee 
how  mortal  an  unkindnesB  is  to  them ;  if  thej  saffer  our 
departure,  death's  the  word. 

Ant,  I  must  be  gone. 

Eno,]  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women  die  :  It 
were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ;  though,  be- 
tween them  and  a  great  cause,  they  shoald  be  esteemed 
nothing^  Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  least  noise  of  this, 
dies  instantly ;  I  have  seen  her  die  twen^  times  upon 
ht  poorer  moment  :*  I  do  think,  there  is  mettle  in 
death,  which  commits  some  loving  act  upon  her,  she 
bath  such  a  celerity  in  dying. 

j9fit.  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno,  Alack,  sir,  no  ;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing 
but  the  finest  part  of  pure  lore  :  We  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters,  sighs  and  tears  ;  they  are  greater  storms  and 
tempests  than  almanacks  can  report :  this  cannot  be  cun- 
ning in  her ;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well 
88  JoYe. 

Anil.  'Would  I  had  never  seen  her ! 

Eno.  O,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful 
|»ece  of  work  ;  which  not  to  have  been  blessed  withal, 
would  have  discredited  your  travel. 

AnL  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir? 

Ani.  Fulvia  is  dead 

Eno.  Fulvia? 

AaU,  Dead. 

£•10.  Why,  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacrifice. 
When  it  pleaseth  dieir  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
firom  him,  it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth  ;*  com- 
forting therein,  that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out,  there 
are  members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  wo- 
men but  Fulvia,  then  Ijad  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case 
to  be  lamented :  this  gnef  is  crowned  with  consolation  ; 
your  old  smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat  :-^nd,  indeed, 
the  tears  Hve  in  an  onion,  that  should  water  this  sorrow.'N 

jflwL  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state,  -  y 
CbbdoC  endure  my  absence. 

rai  V«r  iMi  icMMi  ( imon  meaner  motives.  JOHNSON. 

hi  nt  nininliM  li  nifi  *  As  the  gods  bare  been  pleased  to  take  away  year  wila 
VMa.  to  they  tere  nravkled  you  witb  a  new  one  in  Cleopatra;  in  Hke  manner  m 
tfM  tattonof  IM  eait&oirben  your  old  fumenttare  worn  out,  accommodate yoa  wita 
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Eno.  And  the  basiness  you  hare  broached  here,  cannot 
be  without  you ;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra^s,  which 
wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

ArU,  No  more  light  answers.    Let  our  c^cen 
Hare  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen,* 
And  get  her  love  to  part^     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches/ 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us  ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home  :*  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea  :  our  slippery  people 

?¥hose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver, 
ill  his  deserts  are  past,)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities. 
Upon  his  son  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier ;  whose  quality,  going  on. 
The  sides  o'the  world  may  danger  :  Much  is  breeding. 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life. 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.^    Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I  shall  do't.  .  [ExmoU. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmiak,  Iras,  and  Albxas. 

CUo.  Where  is  he  ? 

Oi4ir,  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

CUo,  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  does  * 
•— I  did  not  send  you  ;^ — If  you  find  him  sad. 
Say,  I  am  dancing  ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick  :  Quick,  Ad  return. 

[ExHAjja. 


'1' 

'4 


Expedknee^  for  expedition.  WARBURTON. 

I  inspect  the  author  wrote,  And  get  her  Imnm  to  pftrt  MALOKE. 

Things  tliat  touch  me  more  sensiluy.  more  prcMing  motifM.       JOHNBOJt^ 

Wish  lis  at  home ;  call  for  us  to  reside  at  home.  JOBNSO^ 

Alludes  to  an  old  idle  notion  that  the  hair  of  a  horse  dri^  into  eorruyted  w»^ 

itr,  will  turn  to  an  animal    POPE* Dr.  Lister,  in  the  PhUoeophieal  Tweiftinai 

Aowed,  that  what  were  vulgarly  called  anlmatea  horse>hairs,  are  real  inmrtf    II 
VBi  also  affirmed  that  they  mored  like  seipents,  and  were  pcrisoioai  to  swallow. 

W  You  mast  go  as  If  yog  came  yigut  ny  order  or  knowledge.     JOOfUOll'. 
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(Xar»  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  lore  him  dearly^ 
Too  do  not  hold  the  method  to  en^^rce 
The  like  from  him. 

Geo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in  nothimp. 

C2eo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lose  hun. 

Oiar   Tempt  him  not  so  too  far :  I  wish,  forbear ;" 
In  time  we  haie  thai  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Geo.  I  am  sick,  and  suUen. 

Ant.  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose, — 

CUo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  shall  M  ; 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Geo.  Pray  you,  stand  further  firom  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Geo,  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there's  some  good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman  ? — ^You  may  go  ; 
'Would,  she  had  never  ^yen  you  leave  to  come ! 
Let  her  not  say,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you  ;  hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 

Geo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 
So  mightily  betray'd  I  Yet,  at  the  first, 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra, — 

Geo.  Why  should  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,  and  true. 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods. 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  madness, 
T^  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows. 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 

Ant.  Most  sweet  queen, — 

Geo.  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going. 
But  bid  fiurewell,  and  go  :  when  you  sued  staying. 
Then  was  the  time  for  words  :  No  going  then  ; — 
Etemi^  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes  ; 
Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  so  poor. 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven  :''  They  are  so  still, 
•Or  (hou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 

Art  tom'd  the  greatest  liar. 

-  —  —  -  I II. ^^^^^__^^____^__^__^ 

(71  L«.  bid  a  taMckor  Savoar  of  heaven.  WARB^TUs  word  Is  well  exptauaad 
liyIlr.WUkirlaB««i6ra0iorwiBektbelaMofth«soU.  JOHNSOK 


I 
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Ami.  How  DOW,  ladj ! 

Cleo.  I  would,  I  had  thy  inchefl  ;  thou  ahooldffc  knoWy 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

AiU.  Hear  me,  queen  : 
The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  seryices  a  while  ;  hut  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.'    Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords  :  Sextus  Pompekia 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome  : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 

Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  The  hated,  grown  to  strengdij 
Are  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemn'd  Pompey, 
Rich  in  lus  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numhers  threaten  ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change  :  My  more  particQlar, 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going. 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Geo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  fireedom, 
It  does  from  childishness  : — Can  Fulvia  die  ? 

Ant,  Sh's  dead,  my  queen  : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
The  garhoils  she  awak'd  ;*  at  the  last,  best : 
See,  when,  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  O  most  false  love  ! 
Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  shouldst  fill 
With  sorrowful  water  ?'  Now  I  see,  I  see, 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purposes  I  beir ;  which  are,  or  cease. 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice  :  Now,  by  the  fire. 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence, 
Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace,  or  war. 
As  thou  affect'st 

Oeo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come  : — 
But  let  it  be. — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well  : 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant  My  precious  queen,  forbear ; 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 

An  honourable  trial. 

— — — ■■      I  ■....■■      ■ 

[8]  The  poet  seems  to  allude  to  the  legal  diatfawtloa  between  th»  «m  tmA 
P^uettUm.  JOHNSON. 


£9]  £  e.  The  comrootioo  she  ooouioDed.  8TEi;VEN& 

[IJ  AUndiiir  to  the  kchnrnatory  Tiata,  or  botUei  of  tem. 
•OBMtuiietpatiiitotheiiniofafiiead.  JOHNSON. 
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Geo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 
I  pr'ythee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say,  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt  :•  Good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling ;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

ArU»  You'll  heat  my  blood  ;  no*  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant.  Now,  by  my  sword, — 

Cleo.  And  target, — Still  he  mends  ; 
But  this  is  not  the  best :  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian^ 
How  this  Herculean  Roman'  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  lady. 

CUo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — ^but  there's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well :  Something  it  is  I  would,— 
O,  my  pbliyion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten.^ 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 
Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself.' 

CUo.  'Tis  sweating  labour. 
To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  sir,  forgive  me  ; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  wcU  to  you  :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence  ; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurell'd  victory  !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet  I 

Ant.  Let  us  go.     Come  ; 
Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies. 
That  thou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me, 
And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee: 
Away.  [Exeunt. 

[21  To  me,  the  Queen  of  Egypt  JOHNSON. 

[SJ  Antony  traced  hii  descent  from  Anton,  a  son  of  Hercules.  8TEEVEN8. 


iUngJ    OhUoivn,  1  beUeve,  ii  boldly  used  for  a  memory  apt  to  be  d««JtfSl%«.*T« 

8T£  EVENS* 

J 5]  But  thftt  I  know  you  to  be  a  queen,  and  that  your  royal^  holds  idleness  !■ 
jectkm  to  yov,  exaltiQff  you  far  above  its  influence,  I  should  suppoee  yon  to  b» 
the  veiy  (enliM  of  idleness  itsel£  6TEEVENS. 

16* 
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186  Ai^T  OITT    AND   CLEOFATRA.  ACT  f. 

SCENE  IV 

Rome,  An  Apartment  in  Cjesar's  House.   Enter  OcTAvrog 
CfSAR,  Lepidus,  and  Attendants. 

Qbs.  You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  hence/brth  know, 
It  is  Dot  CaBsar'fl  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor.^    From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news  ;  He  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel ;  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he  :  hardly  gave  audiencfty  or 
Vouchsaf 'd  to  think  he  had  partners  :  you  shaO  find  there 
A  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  must  not  think,  there  are 
Evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodness  : 
His  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  hearen. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness  f  hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchased  ;*  what  he  cannot  change. 
Than  what  he  chooses. 

CcBs,  You  are  too  indulgent :  Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy  ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth  ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave  ; 
•  To  reel  the  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat :  say,  this  becomes  him, 
(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must  Antony 
No  way  excuse  h^  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.^     If  he  filPd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness, 

Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones, 

— — ^— — ^— ^— ^— _^.^_^_^___^^_^___  _______  —  1  — — " 

[e\  Perhaps— Our  great  competitor.  JOHNSON. 

[f]  If  by  spots  are  meant  stars,  as  night  has  no  other  fiery  spots,  the  eonparlmi  ii 
forced  and  harsh,  stars  having  been  always  supposed  to  beautify  the  niglitj  aor  do 
I  comprehend  what  there  is  in  the  counterpiEirt  of  this  simile,  which  aoswwi  to 
night's  blackness.    Hanmer  reads, 

spots  on  ermine, 

Or  fires  by  night's  blackness.  JOHNSON. 

It  is  otjected,  that  stars  rather  beautify  than  deform  the  nlgiit.  Bat  the  poet  eott- 
Men  them  here  only  with  respect  to  their  pnmhunee  and  M^endor*  It  is  wiffiftfiH 
for  him  ttiat  their  scintillations  appear  stronger  in  consequence  of  darkness,  M  Je^ 
els  are  more  resplendent  on  a  black  ground  than  on  any  otlier.  MAXX>NSi 

{9\  PureAw'd— Procured  by  his  own  fault  or  endeavour.  JOHNSON. 

[8]  The  word  light  is  one  of  Slmkeqnare^  favourite  plmr-tliings.  The  mst  % 
Bis  trifling  levi^  throws  so  much  harden  upon  us.  JOHNSON. 
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<7a]l  on  him  for't  :f  but,  to  confound  such  time, 
That  drums  hnn  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as  loud 
Aa  his  own  state,  and  ours, — ^^'tis  to  be  chid 
Ab  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge/ 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  plesBore, 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Jjm.  Here's  more  news. 

Mes.  Thj  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour. 
Most  noble  CaBsar,  shalt  thou  hare  report 
How  'tis  abroad.    Pomp^y  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears^  he  is  beloy'd  of  those  ^ 

That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar  :'  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,^  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

GoBtf.  I  should  have  known  no  less  : — 
It  hath  been  taught  tis  from  the  primal  state, 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wish'd,  until  he  were  ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  loy'd,  till  ne'er  worth  love. 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.     This  common  body. 
Like  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mei.  Caesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates. 
Make  the  sea  serve  them  ;  which  they  ear  and  wound 
.  With  keels  of  every  kind  :'  Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy  ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,^  an4  flush  youth  revolt :' 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen  ;  for  Fompey's  name  strikes  more. 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

Oe«.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lascivious  wassals.'    When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st  ■  j 

[1]  CtM  o»  A^  is.  viiie  A^    Says  Caesar—If  Antony  followed  his  debaucheries 
at  a  time  of  leisare,  I  should  leave  him  to  be  punished  by  their  natural  consequeoces,  ^ 

Xtf  9wrfau  and  dry  h<mu,  JOHNSON. 

IS]  Bojri  old  enoas^h  to  know  their  duty.  JOHNSON. 

IS]  Thoke  whom  not  Ivot  but/ear  made  adherents  to  Caesar,  sow  show  their  affee- 
tkM  ibr  Ftompey.    JOHNSON.        [41  i.e.  the  malcontents.       MALONE. 

[5]  To  sor,  is  to  s/oiwA.  JOHNSON. 

fo  Tom  pale  at  tbe  thoagfat  of  it.  JOHNSON. 

Vt   Tomh  ripened  to  manhood ;  youth  whose  blood  is  at  the  ilow.    STEEVENS. 

[8    Wmmd  is  b«f«  pot  for  Intemperance  in  eeneral.    See  Macbetb,  p.  287  Tlie  old 
tfopj,  bowerer,  xmds  vaitsaiUs.  STEEVENS. 

Voinds  ii,  witboat  question,  tiae  true  reading;  HENLET. 
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Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 

Did  famine  follow  ;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 

Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 

Than  savages  could  8u£fer  :  Thou  didst  drink 

The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  paddle* 

Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  Thy  palate  then  did  deigo 

The  roughest  berry  on  Qie  rudest  hedge  ; 

Tea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets. 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed^ st ;  on  the  Alps, 

It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 

Which  some  did  die  to  look  on  :  And  all  this 

(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now,) 

Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 

So  much  as  lank'd  not 

Iiep.  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Com.  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  hime  to  Rome  :  'Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'the  field  ;  and,  to  that  end. 
Assemble  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Cssar, 
I  shall  be  fumish'd  to  inform  you  rightly  * 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  1  can  be  able, 
To  'front  this  present  time. 

Coes,  Till  which  encounter. 
It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell. 

Lep,  Farewell,  my  lord :  What  you  shall  know  mean 
time 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Ccu.  Doubt  not,  sir  ; 
I  knew  it  for  my  bond.^  lEx^tmt. , 

SCENE  V. 

Alexandria,    A  Room  in  the  Palace,     Enter  Cleopatra, 
Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Qeo,  Charmian, — 
Char,  Madam. — 
Cleo.  Ha,  hal- 
ts] There  is  frequendy  obsenraUe  on  the  rarfiice  of  BtagiMUBt  poolt  OmX  hmf  ft- 
muned  lon^  undisturbed,  a  reddish  goid  ocrioured  slime  t  to  tfus  appeumnoe  At 
poet  here  refers.  HENLEY. 

[i]  That  is,  to  be  my  booodmi  dutj.  MASON. 
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Oire  me  to  drink  mtndragota.' 

Char.  Wkjv madam? 

Geo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  g^p  ef  <<qwi, 
Mj  Antony  ia  awaj. 

Char,  Yon  think  of  him 
Too  mnch. 

Geo.  Of  treason ! 

Guir.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

Geo.  Thou,  ennuch,  Mardian! 

Mar.  What's  your  highness'  pleasure  ? 

Geo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing ;  I  take  uo  pleasure 
In  ang^t  an  eunuch  has  :  'Tis  well  for  thee. 
That,  being  unseminarM,  thy  freer  Uioughts 
May  not  fly  &rth  of  Egypt    Hast  thou  affections  ? 

Mar.  Tes,  eracious  madam. 

Oeo.  IndeMt 

Mar.  Not  indeed,  madam  ;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honest  to  be  done : 
Yet  haye  I  fierce  affections,  and  think. 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Geo.  O  Charmian, 
Where  thiok'st  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  sits  he  ? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony  I 
Do  bravely,  horse !  for  wot'st  thou  whom  thou  mov'st  f 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men/ — ^He's  speaking  now, 
Or  murmuring,  Whereas  my  serpent  of  old  NUe  ? 
For  so  he  calls  me  ;  Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison  : — Think  on  me, 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?  Broad-fronted  Caesar^* 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch  :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alex  as. 
Mex.  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail ! 

rai  Mwmirmfrm    «  ntant  of  wblcb  the  infusUm  was  nippoMd  to  procuro 
Wmkmpmn  mnitioM  it  la  Otbdlo: 


Kor  •0  tto  drowsy  87rup«  of  the  world, 

SInB  tver  med*cine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep—."  JOHNSON. 

11  A  havMMf--lf  a  kind  of  helmet  STEEVENS. 

laaUwIoatoOwar^baldiMti.         HENLEY. 


^ 
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Geo.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Matk  ADiony  I 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee.*— 
How  goes  it  with  my  hrave  Mark  Antony  f 

Alex.  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen. 
He  kiss'd, — ^the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  pearl ; — His  speech  sticks  in  my  heart. 

Geo.  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he, 
Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  sends 
This  treasure  of  an  oyster  ;  at  whose  foot 
To  mend  the  petty  present^  I  wiU  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms:  AU  the East^ 
Say  thou,  shall  call  her  mistress.     So  he  nodded. 
And  soberly  did  mount  a  termagant  steed, 
Who  neigh'd  so  high,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
W^as  beastly  dumb'd  by  him. 

Geo.     What,  was  he  sad,  or  merry  ? 

Alex.  Like  to  the  time  oHhe  year  between  the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold  ;  he  was  nor  sad,  nor  merry. 

Geo.  O  well-divided  disposition  !-(-Note  him,  ^ 

Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man  ;  but  note  him:] 
He  was  not  sad  ;  for  he  would  shine  on  those  ^ 

That  make  their  looks  by  his  :  he  was  not  merry  ; 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
Iif  Egypt  with  his  joy  :  but  between  both  : 
O  heavenly  mingle ! — Be'st  thou  sad,  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes  ; 
So  does  it  no  man  else. — Met'st  thou  my  posts  ? 

Alex.  Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messengers  : 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick  ? 

Geo.  Who's  bom  that  day 
When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Caesar  so  ? 

Gtar.  O  that  brave  Caesar ! 

Geo.  Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis  ! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Giar.  The  valiant  Caesar ! 

Geo.  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth^ 
If  thou  with  Caesar  paragon  again 

(S]  AUoding  to  the  phikMopher^f  stone,  which,  by  its  touch,  conTcrti  \mat  mMl 
tetofoM.  The  alchemists  csJl  the  matter;  whatever  It  be,  bf  which  Hbtej  perfbm 
faawmBtarton,  a  mtdkeim.  JOHNSON. 
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O^j  man  of  ineiu)'^ 

Char.  By  your  most  gracioas  pardon^ 
I  sing  bi^t  after  you. 

Cleo,  My  sallad  days ; 
When  I  was  green  in  judgment : — Cold  in  blood. 
To  say,  as  I  said  then  I — Bat,  come,  away : 
Get  me  ink  and  paper :  he  shall  haye  every  day 
A  seyeral  greeting,  or  PU  unpeople  Egypt'         [Exeunt 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  L^^-JMlMiMa.  4  Roam  m  Pompet's  Home.  Entir 
PoMFET,  MBiTBcaATBS,  and  Meitas. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  jostest  men* 

Jlfene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pam.^  Whiles  we  are  snitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  sue  for/ 
^Jliene.  We,  ignorant  of  onrselyes, 
B^  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  :  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  our  pngrers. 

Pom*  1  shall  do  well : 
The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine  ; 
My  power's  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says,  it  will  come  to  the  full.*    Miffk  ^tony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors  :  Caesar  gets  money,  where 
He  loses  hearts  :  Lepidus  flatters  both. 
Of  both  is  flatter'd  ;  but  he  neither  lores. 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

JIfen.  Cassar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field ; 
.A  mig^  strength  they  can^. 
*' '  Pom.  Where  haye  you  this  ?  'tis  fidse. 

Mm.  From  Silyius,  sir. 

P&OL  He  dreams  ;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  together, 
■  ^^— — ■— — ^■^— — — .^— — ^— i^—       ■        I.  ■  ^— — ■— ^— — 

W  if  Widliit  ot  Mewengerfc         J0HH8ON. 

[4]  Tilt  ■wning  to,  Wblk  we  are  piyingiflie  thing  for  which  we  pff>y  b  lociag 
Hi  vsIml  J0uN8OK« 

(R  Tfai  yoeC^  aUnsion  to  to  the  moon :  and  Pompej  would  saj,  he  to  yet  but  a 
toBB  nMOOk  or  crprecnli  but  Us  hopea  tell  him,  that  cretoent  will  come  to  a  fall  orb. 

THEOBALa 
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Looking  for  Antony :  Bat  all  charms  of  lore 

Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  wan'd  lip  !* 

Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both  J 

Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts. 

Keep  his  brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks, 

Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite  ; 

That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honoor, 

ETen  till  a  Lethe'd  dulness. — ^How  now,  Vurkur  ? 

Enter  Varrius. 

Far.  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliyer  : 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
i^^pected  ;  since  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  further  travel. 

Jrom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 
A  better  ear. — ^Menas,  I  did  not  think. 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  ^Uni'd  hit  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war  :  his  soldienhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stiniog 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow'  plndc 
The  ne'er  lust  wearied  Antony. 

Men.  1  cannot  hope, 
CsBsar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  togethw : 
His  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Cassar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ;  althongfa,  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  iM>i,  Menas, 
How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  stand  up  i^nst  tii^m  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  should  square   bettpeea   them- 
selves;* 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords :  bat  how  the  fear  of 
Hay  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know.^ 


■Ill 


[q  In  the  old  edition  it  Ic,-^  tbj wnnd  Upf  PerliqM,  for  find  Pf,  or. 

nys  Dr.  Johnson.    Yet  tUi  expreKion  of  Pompe^  pmtail")  fm'puet  a  \ ^_^. 

tfwt  ereij  diarm  of  lore  may  confer  additional  leftneM  «b  tae  Ite  of  Ofec^iittBk  L  9. 
diat  ber  beauQr  may  improve  to  the  ruin  of  her  lover :  or,  as  MrTRitioa  iiiiiujmm  At 
ttma  idea,  that  « her  2^  which  was  become  |»db  and  4by  witk  ■!«,  «i^  mw 
eoieMrandfo/knmofliertaUaiidays.*'    Thn  rnlltint  iiimi  mlfhf  hiiTfi  hnan  ■liind.ia 
"^  lo  sliow  ihe  speaher^s  private  contempt  of  it    It  mqr  be  remarked  tliat  th>  Bpef 

hricans  and  Astatics  are  paler  than  tlioee  of  European  iMitiont.       STXSKKK 

[7]  Julias  Caesar  had  married  herloyoimg  Ptolemy,  who  was  aJUrwawls  ihiw*ai 

BTBEV 

ft)  S'^sfnors-^hat  is,  quamri.  8TEEVEKS. 
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Be  it  as  onr  gods  wOl  haye  it !  It  onl J  stands 

Oar  liTes  upon,  to  use  oar  strongest  hands. 

Come,  Menas.  {Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II. 

Rome.  A  room  in  the  Howe  of  Levidvs.  Enter  Enobarbvs 

and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  shall  become  yoa  well,  to  entreat  your  captam 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno.  I  shsdl  entreat  him 
To  answer  like  himself :  If  Caesar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head, 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.  QBj  Jnpiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  besurd, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day.  ^ 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time 
For  private  stomaching, 

EruK  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in  it 

Lep,  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  snmll  come  first. 

Lep.  Tour  speech  is  passion  : 
But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.    Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter  Antonv  and  Ventidius. 
£fio.  And  yonder,  Caesar. 

Enter  Casar,  Mecanas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant,  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia : — 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Cov.  I  do  not  know, 
Mecaenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends. 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    What's  anuss, 
Mbj  it  be  gently  heard  :  When  we  debate 

p]  TUf  plaj  it  BoC  dirtded  into  acts  by  tlie  author  or  first  editors,  and  tberefore 
"dlfiilCMUBaT  be  aitered  atpfeasure.    Itldnlc  tlie  first  act  may  be conuno- 


Md  to  this  place,  and  tlie  second  act  opened  with  the  interview  of  the 

J  aad  a  dHuwe  of  the  state  of  action.    Yet  it  must  be  confessed,  that  it 

!■  «#  ■MdHanoilnee,  wEara  these  unconnected  and  desultory  scenes  are  intemipt- 

You  Y.  17 
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Our  trivial  diftraace  lo^d,  we  dp  copwiit 
Murder  in  healing  woiunda  :  Then,  noble  pWEiAei% 
(The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech,) 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  tennf , 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  Uie  iQatter* 

Ant.  'Tis  spoken  well : 
Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fif^t, 
I  should  do  thus. 

Cou,  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant,  Thank  you. 

Coss.  Sit 

Ant.  Sit,  sir ! 

Com.  Nay, 
Then * 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  31,  whidi  are  nol  so ; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not 

Cces.  1  must  be  laugh'd  at, 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  1 
Should  say  myself  offended  ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'the  world  :  more  laugh'd  at,  tliat  L  bIkhiU 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your  oome 
It  not  concemM  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Csesar, 
What  was't  to  you  ? 

Qbs.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rcnae, 
Might  be  to  you  in  I^pt :  Yet,  if  you  there  * 
Did  practise  on  my  state,  your  l^f^ing  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question. 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practi^'d  ? 

Qbs.  Tou  may  be  plea^'d  to  catch  a^  mj^e  il^^t. 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.    Your  wife,  9x\i^  br^^i 
Made  wars  upon  me  ;  and  their  cont^staiipn 
Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  w,^-* 

Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business  ;  my  brother  nerer 
Did  urge  m^  in  his  apt :'  I  did  inquire  it ; 

And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  report^,^ 

'         - 

[S]  Antony  appears  to  be  Jealow  of  a  drenmstanpe  w^ck  teeapcd.lf ; lf|ta|a« 
eonsdoumets  of  superiority  m  bis  too  suocessful  partner  in  power}  iod  aeeondHfV 
resents  tbe  Invitation  of  Oaesar  to  be  seated:  Caesar  answers,  IfagtUns  t.  a>  If  yo« 
•re  so  ready  to  resent  what  I  meant  as  an  act  of  dviliQr,  tbere  can  bp  'no  f iawwi  f^ 
SBppose  yoQ  hare  temper  enough  for  the  bosiness  on  wU^  at  pr ■■§■'>  ^  ***JH** 


[4]  Was  theme  for  yoQ,—]  believe  means  on^,  *  was  propoaed  as  ap— ■ffcJB' 
yon  to  follow  on  a  yet  more  eztensiTe  plan;*  as  themes  are  sMi  fcra^MHrir  li 
dilate  upon.  8TEEVENS.  '  •     » 

[51  i.  e.  Never  did  malie  use  of  my  name  as  a  pretence  for  the  war..       VfJUKU 

[6]  ReparUj  for  reporters.  STEEVEMS. 
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That  drew  their  s^rords  with  you.     Did  he  hoi  ra&er, 

Discredit  my  authority  with  yours  ; 

And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stmnacfas 

Having  aMkto  ydn r  caose  V    Of  tiiito,  my  letters 

Before  did  satisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel^ 

As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with^ 

It  must  not  he  with  this. 

Com.  Tou  praise  yoursetf 
By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  In^  ;  hot 
Tou  patch'd  up  your  excuses. 

Jttkr  Km  so,  hot  so ; 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  cei^n  on't» 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Tour  partifeer  ib  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  foQght» 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  'froifted  mine  own  peace.'    As  for  my  wifef 
I  would  yerd  kad  her  spirit  in  such  another  :* 
The  third  o'the  world  is  yours  ;  which  with  a  snaffle 
Tou  msry  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Eno.  'Would  we  had  all  such  wires,  that  the  iheil 
Mi^t  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurable,  her  garboils,  Csssar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  Wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too;)  I  grieying  grant, 
IHd  you  too  much  disquiet :  for  that,  you  must 
But  say,  I  could  not  help  it 

Qes.  I  wrote  to  you. 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria  ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  pbe  n^  missive  out  of  audience. 

AiU.  £»r, 
He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted  ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'the  morning  :  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself  ;*  which  was  as  much 

As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 

■»— — ^i^  III  I        II I  I  ^— ».»—i^*— 

SThat  la,  I  haTins  alike  your  cause.  MALONE. 

Fnmied,  I  e.  oppofed.  JOHNSON. 

I  wkh  yoo  had  Ite  ^irit  of  Fntvia,  embodied  in  «ueb  aaotlier  woman  as  ber 
I  wHb  joa  were  married  to  sudi  another  spirited  woman ;  and  then  jrou  would  find, 
dbaft  Iho^  joa  cafe  covcra  a  third  part  of  the  world,  the  management  of  such  a  w(^ 
■m  isBot  M  Mgr  matter.  HAL.       SwAt  I  beUere^  shonld  be  emitted,  as  both  the 

wttm aai  mmalmt  mn  eompif^e  without  it:  

<Iw«£Vw  had  her  spirit  in  anotb*.'  STEEVENS. 

m  L  0.Told  hi*  the  ooiKiiti(m  I  was  iiH  when  be  had  hU  last  andienoe. 
'  WARBURTOXi 
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Be  nothing  of  onr  strife  ;  if  we  contend, 
Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

Cas.  You  have  broken 
The  article  of  your  oath  ;  which  you  shall  nerer 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep,  Sofl,  Cesar. 

Ant.  No»  Lepidus,  let  him  speak ; 
The  honour's  sacred  which  he  talks  on  nofr. 
Supposing  that  I  lack'd  it :  But  on»  Cassar ; 
The  article  of  my  oath, 

Qbs.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  reqmr*d  tfaea ; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather ; 
And  then,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  pl9.y  the  penitent  to  you  :  but  mine  honeaty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it  :*  Truth  is,  that  FulTla, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here  ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  you  ;  to  forget  them  quite, 
Were  to  remejnber  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you.* 

Lep.  Worthily  spoken,  Mecaenas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  in- 
stant, you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Fom- 
pey,  return  it  again  :  you  shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in, 
when  you  have  nothing  else  to  do. 

Ant    Thou  art  a  soldier  only  ;  speak  no  more. 

Eno    That  truth  should  be  silent,  I  had  almost  foi^got 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence,  therefore  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then  ;  your  considerate  stone.' 

Ccds.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech  :*  for  it  cannot  be. 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 


Nor  my  greatness  work  without  mine  bonekty.  MALONST 

Atone^  reconcile.    STEEVENS.       Oriefu  grievances.    BIALONE. 

I  wfU 


Sj  If  I  must  be  chidden,  Itenceforward  I  will  be  mute  as  a  marble  statM^  nMck 
seems  to  think,  though  it  can  say  notUnr.  **  As  silent  as  a  stone,"  howvwr,  Bight 
hare  been  once  a  common  phrase.  STEEVENS. 

[4]  I  do  not,  says  G«sar,  think  the  man  wrong,  but  too  free  of  his  InteiparitiM; 
Ibr  it  cannot  be,  we  shall  remain  in  friendship:  yet  if  it  were  possiUe^  I  wwdd  «»- 
tlaxmur  it.  JOHNSON. 
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So  differing  in  their  act^.     Yet,  if  I  knew 

What  hoop  should  hold  us  staunch,  from  edge  to  edge 

O'the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  GiTe  me  leave,  Caesar, — 

Ci$,  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr,  Thou  hast  a  sister  bj  the  mother's  fidey 
Admtr'd  Octavia  :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Get.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa  ; 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserv'd  of  rashness/ 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Caesar  :  let  me  hear 
Agnppa  further  speak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity. 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife  :  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men  ; 
Whose  virtue,  and  whose  general  graces,  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.     By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great. 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers. 
Would  ti^en  be  nothing  :  truths  would  be  but  tales. 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both, 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both. 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke  ; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought. 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ani.  Will  Caesar  speak  ? 

Gobi.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

j9sU.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 
If  I  would  say,  Agrippa,  be  it  so^ 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Gbs.  The  power  of  Caesar,  and 
His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant,  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows, 
Dream  of  impediment! — Let  me  have' thy  hand: 
Further  this  act  of  grace  ;  and,  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  sway  our  great  designs  ! 

[i!]  L  e.  joa  ndght  be  reproved  for  your  rashness,  and  would  well  deserve  itr^ 
Tamr  reproof,  neuiSi  Uie  reproof  you  would  undergo.  MASON* 
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Gei.  There  is  my  hand. 
A  sitter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  Let  her  liye 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts  ;  and  nerer 
Fly  off  our  loves  again ! 

Lep,  Happily,  amen ! 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst  Pompey ; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great. 
Of  late  upon  me  :  I  must  thank  him  only. 
Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report  ;* 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

L0ep,  Time  calls  upon  us  : 
Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought. 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant,  And  where  lies  he  ? 

Gqb5.  About  the  mount  Misenum. 

Ant.  What's  his  strength 
By  land? 

Com.  Great,  and  increasing  :  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 
'Would,  we  had  spoke  together  I  Haste  we  for  it  i 
Tet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Ckes.  With  most  gladness  ; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view, 
Whither  straight  I  wiU  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 
Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony, 
Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Flourish.     Exeunt  Casar,  Ant.  and  Lep. 

Mec.  Welcome  from  Egypt,  sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caesar,  worthy  MecsBnas  i— -^ny 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa  !— 

Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  so 
well  digested. ,  You  staid  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 

Eno.  Ay,  sir ;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance, 
and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  breakfast,  and 
but  twelve  persons  there  ;  Is  this  true  ?    . 

[61  Lest  I  be  thougfat  too  willing  to  forget  benefits.  I  most  barely  retam  hin 
tibuiiu,  and  then  I  wOl  defy  him.  JOHNSON. 
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Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle  :  we  had  much 
more  monstrous  matter  of  feast,  which  worthily  deserred 
noting. 

Mec,  Sfeft*ii  n  most  tTJnmph  ant  lady,  if  report  be  square 
to  her.        "  ■    "'  ■    -" 

Eno.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she  pursed  up 
his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed  ;  or  my  reporter  de- 
yised  well  for  her. 

Eno,  I  wUl  tell  you  : 
The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  burnish'd  throne,* 
Bam'd  on  the  water  :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold  ; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed,  that 
The  winds  were   love-sick  with  them :    the  oars  were 

silver ; 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster. 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.    For  her  own  person. 
It  beggar'd  all  description  :  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion,  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tissue) 
O'er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see, 
The  rancy  out-work  nature  :^  on  each  side  her. 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
With  divers-colour'd  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool. 

And  what  they  undid,  did. 

< -^ 

fl]  L  «  if  report  fuadrate$  with  her,  or  suits  with  her  merits.  STEEVENB. 

rq  The  reader  may  not  be  displeased  with  the  present  oi^rtnni^  of  oompaitef 
v  antlMC^  description  with  that  of  JDrydent 

"  Her  galley  down  the  sllyer  Cydnus  row'd, 
The  tackling,  silk,  tlie  streamers  waT*d  with  gold, 
The  gentle  winds  were  lodg'd  in  purple  nils: 
Her  nymphs,  like  Nereids,  round  ner  couch  were  plae'd, 
Where  die,  another  sea-bom  Venus,  lay. — 
Bbe  lay,  and  leant  her  cheek  upon  her  hand, 
And  cast  a  look  so  languisUnely  sweet, 
As  it  secure  of  all  beholders*  hearts, 
Ne|:;ecting  she  could  take  'em :  ISoys,  like  Cupids, 
Stood  fanning  with  their  painted  wings  the  winds 
That  iriayM  about  her  face :  But  if  she  smii'd, 
A  daning  glory  seemM  to  blaze  abroad ;  • 
lluit  man^  desiring  eyes  were  never  wearied. 
But  hung  upon  the  object :    To  soft  flutes 
The  silTer  omn  kept  time  *,    and  while  they  playxj, 
The  hearing  fare  new  pleasure  to  the  sight, 
And  both  to  thought    'Twas  heaven,  or  somewhat  more ) 
For  she  so  charm'd  all  hearts,  that  ^xing  crowds 
Stood  panting  on  the  shore,  and  wanted  breath 
T«  give  their  wekome  voice."  REED. 

fjB]  Mauiiig  the  Venus  of  Frotogenes  mentioned  by  Pliny,  1. 35.  WARBURTON 
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s 

Agr.  O,  rar^  Ibr  Aatoaj ! 

jEfio.  Her  fentkirooico^  Uke  the  Neradei, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'the  eyes,* 
And  made  their  bends  adoraupisi  :*  at  the  hektt 
A  seeming  Mermaid  steers  ;  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  tenches  of  those  flower-soft  htttds, 


m  ]PeriMBt,feMWIcrBya'«jrei,dIgeoTered]ierwini7tbe  ejtf.  

JOBMSOQC. 

TlM  whole  punse  fa  taken  from  the  following  In  Or  Thoc  Nerth^s  Iramtetieo  of 
Plutarch.  *  She  dttdeined  to  leC  forward  otherwise,  bol  to  take  her  berge  in  ttie 
finer  of  Cjdnot,  the  poope  whereof  WM  of  |old^  the  milet  of  pmple,  md  the  oweif 
o€  sUuer,  whiche  k^  ttroke  in  rowing  after  the  sounde  of  the  mndcke  of  flnta^ 
howbojei,  cUhOTiM,  vMli,  wid  raeb  ether  faulnMieata  af  they  ptajred  Tpen  in  A* 
barre.  And  now  for  the  person  of  her  selfe:  slie  was  \»je^  vnder  apwiffliosef 
clo&  of  gold  of  tissue,  appareBed  and  attf  red  like  the  Goddesse  Venos,  common^ 
drawn  in  pietwre ;  and  hard  1^  her;  on  either  hand  of  bier,  pretie  faire  boyes  ank 
relied  as  painters  do  set  forth  Ood  Cupide,  with  little  fiuines  in  their  hands,  witii  the 
which  th^  tanned  wind  rpon  her.  Her  ladies  and  gtentlewomen  also^  toe  ftirest 
of  them  was  appareiied  like  the  nymphes  Nereides  <«rtbich  are  the  ipemaidea  of  tK 
waters)  and  Bm  the  Graces,  some  steering  the  helme,  others  tendine  the  tacUe  aad 
rraes  of  tlie  barge,  eat  of  the  which  there  caaM  &  wonderfaU  pasMbg  snhtet  nasr 
of^perfumes,  tlut  perfumed  the  wharCes  side,  pestered  with  inoaroerable  mwlrttndm 
of  people.  Seoae  of  theoi  Ibllowed  the  barge  aH  aiongst  tb»  rhterh  tide;  xKben  afaoi 
ranne  out  of  tlie  citie  to  see  her.  coming  in.  So  that  in  tbend,  thfre  raone  sodi  oral* 
tltudes  of  peofde  one  after  another  to  see  her,  that  AntontUs  was  left  poet  aloqe  in 
the  market  place,  in  hfa  Inpcriall  state  to  geve  ■Mdlenoe:"  kc        STSEVBKS. 

[9)  tikis  passage,  as  It  ttands,  appears  to  me  wholly  unintelligible ;  but  ft  maybe 
•inended  by  a  venr  liighl  devlatioa  from  the  text,  by  readiiig,  tkt  gym,  Aultiadrf 
tlU  cyM,  and  then  it  wiB  run  thus: 

JSTer  genflnoinnan,  like  the  Nereidui 

So  many  «Mrauiid»,  tended  ker  p  tke  guis^ 

And  ptade  tkeir  bencif,  adominge. 

In  tkeguise,  weans  In  the  forms  of  mermaids,  who  were  suppoiied  to  have  the  head 
and  bodv  of  a  twautiful  woman,  concluding  in  a  ish's  toUt  and  by  the  beads  wkiek 
theff  made  tidominn,  Enobarbus  means  the  flexure  of  the  fictittous  fishes*  tails,  in 
wkddi  die  Umbs  of  the  women  were  necessarily  involved.  In  order  to  carry  on  the 
deeeptioo,  and  which  it  seems  they  adapted  with  so  mucn  art  as  to  make  them  an 
omasMnty  instead  of  a  deformity.  This  eonjeeture  is  supported  by  die  rerf  MC$ 
sentence,  where  Enobarbus,  proceeding  in  his  diseripdon,  says : 

* at  the  helm, 

^  A  seeming  mermaid  steers."  M.  IIASON 

In  many  of  the  remarks  of  Mr.  BL  Mason  I  perfectly  concur,  though  they  ars 
subTersive  of  ofdniims  I  had  formerlhf  hazarded.  On  the  present  occaticm,  I  have 
the  misfortune  wholly  to  disagree  with  him. 

His  deviation  from  the  text  cannot  be  received  j  for  who  ever  employed  theplunne 
he  recommends,  without  adding  somewhat  immediately  after  it,  timt  would  deter- 
inine  its  precise  mean|nef  we  may  properly  say— in  the  guise  of  a  ekepkerdf 
1^  a  friar,  or  of  a  IfereSL  But 'to  tell  us  that  Cleopatra^s  women  attended  her 
*'m  the  guiee^  without  subsequently  inibrming  us  wlmt  that  guise  was,  fa  phrase^ 
ology  unauthorized  by  the  pracUce  of  any  writer  I  have  met  with.  In  Cyntbdrnt^ 
Posthomus  says . 

«  To  shame  the  gwae  of  the  worid,  I  will  begin 
The  fashioir,  tess  without,  and  more  within/* 

If  die  word  the  commentator  would  introduce  had  been  genuine,  aad  had  referred 
to  the  antecedent,  Nereidee,  Shakeqieare  would  most  pnrtiably  have  said — **  tend- 
ed her  in  that  guise:**— at  least  would  have  emfrfoyed  some  exprsssloa  to  connect 
hfa  supplement  wiOi  the  foregoing  clause  of  hfa  description.  But— >^  in  the  gwue* 
seems  nnreduciUe  to  sense,  and  vdustifiable  on  evety  principle  of  gmmmar.    Be* 
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That  yarelj  frame  the  office.'    From  the  beige 

<sjA  strange  inyisible  perfume  hits  the  sense- 

Of  the  ^jacent  whitffi.     The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her  ;  and  Antony, 
Enthron'd  in  the  market-place,  did  sit  alone, 
Whistling  to  the  air ;  which,  but  for  Tacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature/ 
j9gr.  Rare  Egyptian ! 


wbm  our  poet  had  once  abaolotelyileclared  tben  wobmb  wen  Uke  Mcreidco 
Hrmaldii  would  it  have  been  necessary  for  him  to  tnl^oin  that  thej  appeared 
In  tbm  fiona,  or  with  the  aceoatrements  of  nich  bdnn  f  for  how  else  coald  they  havo 
baeadiMiagvidNdf  - 

T«C.  wfaaMfw  fiMe  the  tails  of  legitimate  mermaids  might  boast  of  in  their  m- 
tlffv  clement,  thcj  most  luve  produced  but  auliward  effects  wlwn  talwn  out  of  it, 
aad  wMNled  tax  the  deck  of  a  galley.  Nor  can  I  conceive  that  our  fidr  represanta- 
tkwm  of  tihaae  njmplis  of  tlie  sea  were  much. more  adroit  and  picturesqae  in  tlieir 
■wmooe  {  §or  iraieo  their  legs  were  cramped  withi^  the  fictitious  talis  tlie  commeo- 
laior  haa  made  §or  them,  i  do  not  discover  liow  they  could  have  undulated  their 
Uwtar  parts  la  a  lucky  imitation  of  semi-fishes.  Like  poor  Elkaoah  Settle,  in  his 
dnmm  of  green  leather,  thmr  could  only  wag  the  rftuigium  cauda  without  ease, 
▼ariQi^,  or  even  a  chance  of  hhawing  into  a  graceM  curve,  I  will  undertake,  in 
Aon,  the  expense  of  providing  characteristic  tails  for  any  set  of  mimic  Nereides, 
If  my  opponent  wiU.  engage  to  teach  them  the  exercise  of  these  adsciUtious  ter^ 
■Inafleos,  so  **as  to  remler  tliem  a  grace  instead  of  a  deformity."  In  such  an  at- 
MBUM  a  party  of  British  chambermaids  would  prove  as  docile  as  an  equal  number 
of  Ejgjptaan  maids  o'  honour. 

It  may  be  added  also^  that  the  Sirens  and  descendants  of  Kerens,  are  understood 
to  have  been  complete  and  beautiful  women,  wh<Me  breed  was  uncrossed  by  tlie 
nlmon  or  dolphin  tribes }  and  as  such  Uiey  are  UDlTormly  described  l^  Greek  and 
Roman  poets.  Antony,  in  a  future  scene,  (tiiough  perhaps  with  reference  to  this  ad- 
veatore  on  the  Gydnua,)  has  styled  Cleopatra  his  7'A«u,  a  goddess  whose  train  of 
Ncrcida  la  drcumstantiaily  deodcted  by  Homer,  though  without  a  hint  that  tlie  ver- 
tefani  of  their  baelu  were  lengthened  into  tails.  Extravagance  ot  shape  is  only  mot 
widi  in  tiM  lowest  orders  of  oceanick  and  terrestrial  deities.  Tritons  are  fumislied 
with  fina  and  tails,  and  Satyrs  have  horns  and  hoofs.  But  a  Nereid^  tail  is  an  un 
riaiilral  Image  adopted  &om  modern  sign-posts,  and  happily  exposed  to  ridicule  by 
Hogarth,  in  his  print  of  Stnltmg  Actrtatt$  drcsring  in  a  Bam.  What  Horace  too 
haa  rnrobated  as  a  disgusting  combination,  can  never  hope  to  be  received  as  a  patr 
lOfthegnceful: 


-nt  turpiter  atrum 


Desinat  in  piscem  muiier  formosa  supeme." 

I  allow  thatthe  figure  at  the  helm  of  the  vessel  was  likewise  aMermaid  or  Ne- 
rHd  t  but  all  mention  of  a  tail  Is  wantine  there,  as  in  every  other  passage  throughout 
Ihe  dramas  of  our  author,  in  which  a  Mermaid  is  introduced. 

The  plain  sense  of  the  contested  passage  seems  to  be— that  these  Ladies  rendered 
ttat  hMsage  which  their  assumed  characters  obiifi^ed  them  to  pey  to  their  Queen, 
a  drcaunstanee  ornamental  to  themselves.     Each  inclined  her  person  so  grace 
fidfy,  that  the  very  act  of  humiliation  was  an  improvement  of  her  own  beauty. 

8T££V£Na 

[S]  r«nfy,  that  is,  readily  and  dexterously  perform  the  task  they  ^SSS^fi^va 

'41  AUoding  to  an  aziora  hi  the  PeripateUc  phitofophy  then  in  vogue  that  Vaturt 

WARBURTON. 


JS^ 


-j 


Mt  inroRr  Airs  ciiopatka  jot 

Eno.  UpoB  her  Itnding,  Antony  sent  to  lief, 
Inyited  her  to  supper  :  &e  replied^ 
It  should  be  better,  he  became  her  guest ; 
Which  she  entreated  c  Oar  conrteoos  Antonj^ 
Whom  ne'er  the  Word  6f  Ab  woman  heard  speak. 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o*  er,  goes  to  the  tumt  | 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heaTtt 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  oidy. 

^gr.  Royal  wench  I 
She  made  great  Caesar  lay  his  sword  to  bed ; 
He  ploughM  her,  and  she  cropp'd. 

Eno.  I  saw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  street : 
And  having  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  pantBd, 
That  she  &d  make  defect,  perfection, 
And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mee.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not ; 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety  :00ther  women  cloy 
Th'  appetites  they  feed ;  but  i^e  makes  hungry. 
Where  most  she  satisfies.    For'Mlest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her ;  that  the  holy  priests* 
Bless  her,  when  she  is  riggish.' 


Ill'  ,  1 1 1 1». 


U]  Buck  fa  tiM  pimfae  b—lowed  by  8lMikMp0u«  on  hb  hefofaw}  M-ptttt^WHk 
well  detenrflt  the  coutideratioii  of  omr  female  mdnv.  Oteopatrs,  ae  eppeiMa  iMi 
the  letndfadiiiM  of  Antonj,  was  no  Vemu  t  and  indeed  die  majwllf  or  ladles  ^M 
meet  foeeeMAiUf  endaved  the  hearts  of  princes,  are  kmnni  to  have  twm  tail  M^ 
OMrkaUe  for  penooal  than  mental  attmetioos.  The  reign  of  insipid  %MM)r  ii  •*> 
dom  lastingj  bat  permanent  roost  be  the  rule  of  a  woman  who  cah  owmwl^  tlii 
sameness  or  life  fa^  an  inezhausted  variety  of  accomiriishments.  STBBVEIiSL 

m  In  this,  and  the  foregoing^  d<»eription  of  Cleopatra's  posnce  down  tbm  OjdaHb 


Diyden  seems  to  have  emulated  Shakespeure,  and  not  witnoot  tai 

*<  ~— die^s  dangerous : 

Her  fyes  hare  power  beyond  Thessalian  diarms, 
Tb  draw  the  moon  At>m  heaven.    For  etoqoence, 
The  sea-ffreen  sirens  tanebt  her  voice  tfa«tr  Satiny  ) 
And,  while  slie  speaks,  night  steals  opon  the  day, 
UnmarliVl  of  those  that  hear:  Then,  thtH  so  daarndnf, 
Age  bods  at  siglit  of  her,  and  swrils  to  youfk: 
Tm  hdtr  priests  eaze  on  her  when  die  smiles; 
And  with  neav'd  nands,  forgetting  gravity, 
Th«r  bless  her  wanton  eyes.    Even  I  who  hale  her, 
Witb  a  malignant  Joy  behold  soch  beaa^, 
And  while  I  curse  desire  it" 

Be  it  reuMmbered  however,  that,  in  both  Instances,  wHWool  a  nHrk  CpMi 
tpeare,  the  bhze  of  Dryden  might  not  have  been  enfciiidledL  REEIX 

[6]  Rigg  Is  an  antient  word  meaning  a  strumpet  BTEEVEN8. 


(HOP  tf •  4n«»vv  4jrD  «ji.BMM«A.  M8 

Mec.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  loodtNiTV  QlB  Mill^ 
Thf  i^^etHt  «f  4^nj^  Octayia  ig 
A  blessed  lottery  to  kun, 

6oo4  foj9J^fti:i>u9,  9>ake  yowielf  my  gn^st^ 
Whilst  yoa  abid^  here» 
iSno.  Humbly,  8ir>  I  tbaok  yoa.  [£wimi. 


3%e  Mime..  4  /{pPf».  tV  Cjes^a's  Hojmc.  JSnter  G«saj^  Aktqh 

AtU.  The  worid,  and  my  great  office^  will  spmetitnes 
Diyide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Oct.  All  which  time 
Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  lor  you. 

j9iU.  Good  night,  sir. — ^Hy  Octavia, 
Read  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  report : 
1  haye  not  kept  my  square  ;  but  that  to  cpme 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.    Good  night,  dear  lady.-- 

Oct.  Good  night,  sir. 

Get.  Good  night  [Exeunt  Cs,s.  and  Octa 

jSnI.  I|fow»  sirrah !  you  do  wish  yourself  ia  fjjyj^t  ? 

SooQi.  'Would  I  had  n^yer  come  from  thence,  nor  you 
Thither ! 

Ad^  li  yon  can,  your  reason  ? 

&oA.  Isee'tin 
My  motion,  haye  it  not  in  my  toQgue  :*  But  yet 
Hie  you  again  to  Egypt 

AnL  Say  to  me. 
Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Ca^suf's,  <Nr  mine  t 

Socfih.  Cesar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  by  his  side  : 
Thy  daemon,  that's  Uiy  spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable. 
Where  Cesar's  is  not ;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,'  as  being  a'erpower'd-.;  therefore 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 


."    .!«.    »■ 


n\  JIMm,  U»t  U,  the  diTinitory  ae:itation.  WARBURTOK. 

iq  A  JWrwas  a  pemmage  in  some  of  the  old  moralities.    Is  the  Mcnd  writ* 
tafSiJnMriialM  apenoBx^IwiUputaFearinthe  land  of  Egypt'*   JCvmIim. 


STEEVENa 


J 

M4  •AXTomr.  AND  cLEOPAnu.  Actn. 

AU.  Speak  this  no  more*  ! 

Soaih.  To  none  but  thee  ;  no  more,  bat  frhen  to  thee 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose  ;  and,  of  that  natural  lack. 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  tiie  odds  ;  thy  lustre  thickena, 
When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  goyem  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

ArU»  Get  thee  gone  : 
Say  to  Ventidius,  I  would  speak  with  him : — [Eaeit  SoaA, 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap. 
He  hath  spoken  true  :  The  yery  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  fidnts 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails*  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds/    I  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace. 

Enter  Ventidius. 
rthe  east  my  pleasure  lies  : — 0,  come,  Yentidios, 
Tou  must  to  Parthia  ;  your  commission's  ready : 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it  [EximiL 

SCENE  IV. 

The  iome.  A  Street.  Enter  Lepidus,  MbcJbnas,  €md 

Agrippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourselves  no  further :  pray  you,  hasten 
Tour  generals  after. 

J%r.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep,  Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress. 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell. 

Mec.  We  shall, 
As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  the  moont* 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  shorter, 
My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec,  Agr,  Sir,  good  success  ! 

Lep.  Farewell.  [ExumU 

«  ■  i^»— »— i^j^— — ^^— ^^»^»— ^^— — ^— «■— ^— ^— ^—1 ^»^— ^— 

rS]  The  andentt  used  to  match  qtudb  m  we  match  cocks.  JOBNBON. 

[4]  inA«o0*<2-~i8  indoced  (hat  they  may  fieht  JOHNSON, 

m  L  e  Mount  Misenum  8TEEVENS. 


ACT  n.  AVTOVT  AVD  CLBOPATRA. 


SCENE  V, 


JUexattdria.   A  Room  in  ^  PtUaee.   EnUr  Cleopatsa, 

CHARMIAlf,  I&A8,  Oful  AlBZAS. 

CZeo.  Give  me  some  mosic ;  music,  moody  ioodf 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 

Attend,  The  music,  ho  1 

Enter  Mardiav. 

Cleo,  Let  it  alone  ;  let  us  to  hiU^rds  : 
Come,  Charmian. 

Char,  My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd. 
As  with  a  woman  ; — Come,  you'll  play  witn  me,  sir  ? 

Mar,  As  well  as  1  can,  madam. 

Geo,  And  when  good-will  is  showed,  though  it  coma 
too  short. 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now  : — 
Give  me  mine  ah^e, — ^We'll  to  the  river  :  there. 
My  music,  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fishes  ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws  ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
111  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say.  Ah,  ha !  you're  caught. 

Char,  'Twas  merry,  when 
You  wager'd  on  your  angling  ;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Oeo.  That  time !— O  times  !— 
I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience  ;  and  that  night 
I  kiugh'd  him  into  patience  :  and  next  mom, 
Ere  Uie  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan.     O  !  from  Italy ; — 

Enter  a  Messenger, 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings^  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Me$,  Madam,  madam, — 


rei  Tht  «Mfl  If  the  mind,  or  mental  disposition.  Van  Haaren'k  panegjrricM  IIm 
mmAak  begfaM,  Oroot  moedig  Volli,  (great-minded  nation.)  Perluipi  here  !•  a  poor 
Jetl  tetMid«ltotween  mood  Remind,  and  meecb  of  music.  JOHNSON. 

m  Mimm  la  a  Tolfar  wwd,  never  used  in  our  author^  plays,  but  onoa  hy  Vaimff, 
vrihere  he  describes  his  sitnatioo  in  the  buck-basket  In  the  passage  before  us,  U  l« 
•Tidentfy  a  misprint  ibr  rmm.  RFTSON. 

Vol.  T.  18 


AVTOHT    UTD   CLEOPATRA.  ACT  11> 

Geo.  Antony's  dead  ? — 
If  thou  say  so,  yillain,  thou  kill*st  thy  mistress  : 
But  well  and  free, 
If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 

4 My  hluest  veins'  to  kiss  ^hand,  that  kings 
Haye  hpp'd,  and  trembled  kissing.*^ 

Mes.  First,  madam,  he's  well.   ^ 

Geo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.  But,  sirrah,  mark ;  We  me 
To  say,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttoring  throat. 

Mes.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Geo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 
But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  &ce  :  If  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — ^why  so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings  ?  If  not  well, 
Thou  should'st  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  snakes. 
Not  like  a  formal  man.^ 

Mes.  Will't  please  you  hear  me  ? 

Geo.  I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee,  ere  thou  speak'st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  tives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Caesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
I'll  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee.^ 

Mes.  Madam,  he's  well. 

Geo.  Well  said. 

Mes.  And  friends  with  Caesar. 

Geo.  Thou'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mefi.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Geo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mes.  But  yet,  madam, — 

Geo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet^  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence  ;•  fye  upon  but  yet : 
But  ^et  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Pr'ythee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear. 
The  good  and  bad  together  :  He's  friend  with  Caesar  ; 


[6]  By  a  formal  man,  Shakespeare  means,  a  man  in  his  senses,    ^"ifewigf  1M* 
men,  in  Measure  for  Measure,  is  used  for  women  beside  themselves.     STKEVEHfl. 
[7]  i.  e.  I  will  eiTe  thee  a  kingdom :  it  being  the  eastern  oeruaoajt  >t  ^ 
coronation  of  theu*  Icings,  to  powder  tliem  with  gold-duit  and  tndftmL   B» 
MUton, 

«  -.dae  gorgeous  east  with  litieral  band 
■    Bliowers  on  her  kings  barbaric  pearl  and  gold,  WARBU&TON. 

|S]  L  e.  Abatas  the  good  qualitjr  of  what  is  already  reported.  STEEVSNI* 


1 


AOT  n.  JorrontY  and  cleopatra.  207 

In  state  of  health,  thoa  say'st ;  and,  thou  saj'st,  free* 

Mes.  Free,  madam  1  no  ;  I  made  no  sach  report : 
He^s  bound  unto  Octavia^ 

Geo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mes.  For  the  best  turn  i'the  bed. 

Geo,  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mes,  Madam,  he's  married  to  Octayia. 

CUo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee  ! 

[Strike$  him  dawn» 

Mes,  Good  madam,  patience. 

CUo.  What  say  you? — Hence,  [Strikes  htm  again. 

Horrible  villain !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me  ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head  ; 

[^e  hales  him  up  and  dcmn. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

Mes,  Gracious  madam, 
I9  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Geo,  Say,  'tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  ;  the  blow  thou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage  ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mes,  He's  married,  madam. 

Geo.  Rogue,  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long.  [Draws  a  dagger. 

Mes.  Nay,  then  I'll  run  : — 
What  mean  you,  madam  ?  I  have  made  no  fault.       [Exit 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  yourself ; 
The  man  is  innocent. 

*    Geo.  Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thunderbolt- 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile !  and  kindly  creatures 
Tom  all  to  serpents ! — Call  the  slave  again  ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him  : — ^CaJl. 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Geo.  I  will  not  hurt  him  : — 
These  hands  do  lack  nobility,^  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Haye  given  myself  the  cause. — Come  hither,  sir. 

n\  TUt  tbouf^ht  seems  to  be  borrowed  from  the  laws  of  chivalry,  which  forbad 
a.  maHAH  to  engage  with  his  inferior.  STEEVENS.  Perhaps  here  was  ia» 
tendea  an  indlreet  censure  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  for  her  unprincely  and  unleminin« 
trautflBent  of  the  amiable  Earl  of  Essex.  The  piay  was  probably  not  produced  till 
after  hrrdf^th.  when  a  stroke  at  her  proud  and  passionate  demeanour  to  her  couiw 
tiers  and  Mddt  of  honour  (fur  her  majesty  used  to  chastise  them  too)  might  be  •»£>• 
Ijhuar^iSr     MALONE. 


.* 


SOS  AVTONT  AffD  CLEOPATIU.  ICT  B* 

Re-enter  Messenger. 
Though  it  he  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news  :  Give  to  a  gracious  mesMi§^ 
An  host  of  tongu)es  ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mes.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Geo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do. 
If  thou  again  say,  Tes. 

Mes.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Qeo.  The  gods  confound  thee  I  dost  thou  hold  there 
still  ? 

Mes.  Should  I  lie,  madam  ? 

CUo.  O,  I  would,  thou  didst ; 
So  half  my  Egypt  were  submergM,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scal'd  snakes !  Go,  get  thee  hence  ; 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.    He  is  married  I 

Mes.  I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

Oeo.  He  is  married  ? 

Mes.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  yoa  : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  unequal :  He  is  married  to  Octaria. 

Geo.  O,  that  his  faults  should  make  a  knave  of  thee. 
That  art  not !— What  ?  thou'rt  sure  oft  ?— Get  thee 

hence : 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me ;  Lie  they  upon  thy  hand. 
And  be  undone  by  'em !  [Exit  Mstmngsr 

Gkar.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Geo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  disprais'd  Cttsar. 

Giar.  Many  times,  madam. 

Geo.  I  am  paid  for't  now.     Lead  me  from  hence, 
I  faint ;  O  Iras,  Charmian, — 'Tis  no  matter  :-— 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas  ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Octavia,^  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair  : — ^bring  me  word  quickly w— 

[Exii  Albzas. 
Let  him  for  ever  go  :" — ^Let  him  pot — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 

1 


. .  Fcohcrs  anticntlj  appean  to  Imwe  cignified  huM/ty  la  genoW? 
S]  81m  if  nom  talkug  In  broken  Mnteroet,  not  of  toe  BMflKnsv/ 
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T'other  way  he's  a  Mars  : — ^Bid  you  Alexas 

[To  Mardiah. 
Bring  me  word,  how  tall  she  is. — ^Pity  me,  Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me. — ^Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[JBxettftl. 

SCENE  VI. 

Near  Mtsenum,  Enter  Pompet  and  Menas,  at  one  side^ 
Tviih  drum  and  trumpet :  at  another^  Cjesar,  Lepidus, 
Antony,  Enobarbus,  Mecjenas,  Tviih  Soldiers  marching 

Pom,  Tour  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mine  ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Obs.  Most  meet, 
That  first  we  come  to  words  ;  and  therefore  hare  we 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 
Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword  ; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom,  To  you  all  three, 
The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  &ctors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know. 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want. 
Having  a  son,  and  iriends  ;  since  Juhus  Caesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted,  .  > 

There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.  What  was  it. 
That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  aU-honour'd,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it. 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy  ;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams  ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scouige  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Goet.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  sails,* 
Well  speak  with  thee  at  sea  :  at  land,  thou  know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom*  At  land,  indeed, 
Trhoa  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house  : 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 

pi  Tfeaa  cwHt  not  affHght  us  with  thy  nuroeroiu  navy.  JOHNSON, 
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Remain  in't,  as  thou  may'tf 

Lip,  Be  pleasM  to  teU  us, 
(For  this  is  from  the  present,*)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  hare  sent  you. 

Obm   There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  he  entreated  to,  hut  wei^^ 
What  it  is  worth  emhrac'd. 

Gobi.  And  what  may  fbUow, 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

P&m.  You  have  made  me  offer 
Of  Sicily,  Sardinia  ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates  ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome  :  This  'greed  upon. 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  hear  hack 
Our  targe  undinted. 

Cobs.  ArU.  Lep.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 
I  came  hefore  you  here,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer  :  hut  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience  : — Thou^  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  hy  telling.  You  must  know. 
When  Caesar  and  your  hrothers  were  at  hlowB, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

AfU.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey ; 
And  am  we^  studied  for  a  liheral  thanks. 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  hare  your  hand  : 
I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  heds  i'the  east  are  soft ;  and  thanks  to  yon. 
That  call'd  me,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither  ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it 

Cces.  Since  I  saw  you  last. 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 
What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  &ce  ;* 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come. 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here.  -  ^  " 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed :  ^; 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  he  written, 

(1]  SiDOP.  Uke  the  cadioo  that  wixet  the  nests  of  other  Urds,  jroa  hava  I 

MM  which  you  oould  not  build,  keep  it  while  you  can.  JOHNSON. 

g1  That  k,  foreign  to  the  ot^ject  of  our  present  discovion.  STtt 

■9J  Metaphor  firom  making  marks  or  lines  in  casting  a^tt^ff"*?  in  arlduM 

WiBBi 
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And  seal'd  between  m. 

Cbf  •  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We'll  feast  each  other,  ere  we  ptrt :  and  let  ns 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

AiU.  That  will  I,  Pompej. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  bat,  first. 
Or  last,  yonr  fine  £g3rptian  cookery 
Shall  hare  the  fiune.    I  have  heard,  that  Jnlins  Cassar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

jffU.  Ton  have  heurd  much. 

Pom,  1  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

AfU,  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard  :*- 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried- — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that  :-^He  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  Caesar  in  a  mattressu* 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now ;  How  far'st  thou,  soldier  f 

Eno.  Well ; 
And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceire, 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand  ; 
I  nerer  hated  thee  :  I  have  seen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 
I  never  lov'd  you  much  ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you. 
When  you  have  well  deservM  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 
It  nothing  Ul  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  le«ul,  lords  ? 

Cces.  Anl.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom.  Come. 
'     [Exe.  Pom.  C^s.  Ant.  Lep.  SoldUrs^  and  Mendants. 

Mm.  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made  this 
treaty.^ — [Mde.]     You  and  I  have  known,  sir. 

Eno,  At  sea,  I  think. 

Mmm  We  have,  sir. 
■   JSko.  Tou  have  done  well  by  water. 

Mm.  And  you  by  land. 

M  TIdt  k  tkom  VortkH  Plntereh,  iflTO.   "OleMmtim  ^;«Md  op  la  « 
MB  »  bm^  to  C«ar  upon  ApoUodorat*  l»cke."  RrTSON. 
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Eno,  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me  :'  thoiq^ 
it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safe- 
ty ;  you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me 
your  hand,  Menas  :  If  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they 
might  take  two  thieves  kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  their  hands 
are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  &ce. 

Men.  No  slander  ;  they  steal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drink- 
ing.    Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno.  If.  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  again. 

Men.  You  have  said,  sir.  We  look  d  not  for  Mark  An- 
tony here  ;  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.^  Caesar's  sister  is  call'd  Octavia. 

Men.  True,  sir  ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellos. 

Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonios. 

Men.  Pray  you,  sir  ? 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Caesar,  and  he,  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  would 
not  prophesy  so. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  m 
the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find,  the  band  that 
seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together,  will  be  the  very 
strangler  of  their  amity  :  Octavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
still  conversation.'* 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so  ? 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so  ;  which  is  Marie 
Antony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again  :  then  shaD 
the  sighs  of  Octavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Caesar  ;  and,  as 
I  said  before,  that  which  is  the  strength  of  their  amity, 
shall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their  variance.     An- 

[3]  The  poet's  art  in  deliveriag  this  humorous  sentiment  (which  gtvet  to  rmj 
true  and  natural  a  picture  of  the  commerce  of  the  world)  can  never  be  saSdemlf 
Mlraired.  The  confession  could  come  from  none  bat  a  frank  and  roagb  thiiiiT 
like  the  speaker^ ;  and  the  moral  lesson  insinuated  under  it,  that  JlmtUry  CM 
make  its  way  through  the  most  stubborn  manners,  deserves  our  serious  reflectkMU 

WARBDRTON. 

[41  Conoenotion— that  is,  behaviour,  manner  of  acting  in  common  life.  8o  fai  Ab 
butU.  14 }  <«  -^  slay  such  as  be  of  upright  ovwarrto^Mtk  8TEEVEN& 
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tony  win  use  his  affection  wliere  it  is ;  he  married  but  his 
occasion  here*  ^ 

Men.  And  thns  it  maybe  Come,  sir,  will  you  aboard? 
I  have  a  health  for  yon. 

Eno,  I  shall  take  it,  sir:  we  ha?e  used  onr  throats  in 
Egypt. 

Men.  Come  ;  let's  away.  [Exttint. 

SCENE  VII. 

On  board  Poxpbt's  GalUyj  lying  near  Misenum.     Music. 
Enter  two  or  three  Servants^  with  a  banqttet. 

1  Serv,  Here  they'll  be,  man  :  Some  o'their  plants*  are 
ill-rooted  already,  the  least  wind  in  the  world  will  blow 
them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidns  is  high-coloured. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink.^ 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition,' 
he  cries  out,  no  more ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty, 
and  himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellowship  :  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
service,  as  a  partizan  I  could  not  heave.' 

1  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not  to  be 
seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  should  be, 
which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks." 

A  Sennet  iounded.  Enter  Casar,  Antony,  Pompet,  Le- 
piDus,  Agrippa,  Mecaras,  Enobarbus,  Menas,  with 
other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  the^,  sir  :    [To  Casar.]  They  take  the 
flow  o'the  Nile 


[4]  PiMte,  bnldet  ttt  nfmon  meuiior,  k  here  oMd  for  the  Ail,  ftt>m  the  Lih 
llii.  JOHNSON. 

[ff|  AbmhdHmlf'-tL  phrue  amoDgat  good  fellowf,  to  signify  that  Uqaor  of  another^ 
riMwe  which  hie  eonpanloii  dricke  to  fm  hini.  Bat  it  satliicalty  alludee  to  Ommr 
mad  AMouf§  adinittioc  liim  Into  tlie  trivmyirate,  in  order  lo  talce  off  firom  tlwiii- 
mHw  the  kwd  of  earr.  WARBURTON. 

P9  A  phfMt  eqaiTalent  to  that  now  in  uie,  of  ToiidUii|'«ii«  ta  a  §ort  plao$. 

nT ARB  URTON. 

JAnwtUmm    a  pike.  JOHNSON. 

Tfie  speech  aeems  to  be  mutilated  j  to  rapply  the  deSciendee  li  impoeillde^ 
.pnhaoi  the  eenee  was  orieioally  approaddng  to  this.    **  To  be  called  into  a 


gioally  approaching 
^Aerei  and  not  to  be  seen  to  move  in  it,  is  a  yery  ignominious  state:  great 
I  are  the  holes  iHwre  eyes  should  be,  which,  if  eyes  be  wanting,  piiifnUy  dia> 
the  rhiriM.»         JOGTnsoN. 
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Bj  certain  s^es  i^the  pyramid  ;  they  know. 
By  the  heigm,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth, 
Or  foizon,  follow  :*  The  higher  Nilus  swells. 
The  more  it  promises  :  as  it  ebhs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain. 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Ltp.  Ton  have  strange  serpents  there. 

AiU.  Aji  Lepidus. 

Lep,  1  our  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mad 
by  the  operation  of  your  sun  ;  so  is  your  crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  so. 

Pom.  Sit, — and  some  wine. — ^A  health  to  Lepidos. 

Lep.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  Pll  ne'er  out 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  slept ;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be  in. 
tiU  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies'  pyr- 
anuses^  are  very  goodly  things  ;  without  contradiction,  I 
have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [j^tuie. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear  :  What  is't  ? 

Men.  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee,  captain, 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word.  \Mde 

Pom,  Forbear  me  till  anon.— 
This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  crocodile  ? 

Mt.  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad  as 
it  hath  breadth  :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  mores  with 
its  own  organs  :  it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it ;  and 
the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of  ? 

Ant.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent 

Ant.  'Tis  so.     And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet 

Ccu.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him  ? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  else  he  Is 
a  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [To  Menus  aside.']  Go,  hang,  sir,  hang  I  Tell  me 
of  that  ?  away  I 

m  Foiton  li  a  French  word  cignlfyiDr  plinitj,  abundance.    I  am  told  tbit  It  k 
•till  10  common  use  in  the  North.  STEEVENS. 

[91  Pyramu  for  fwamidt  was  in  common  use  in  our  author^  timei  FkvB  fUi 
word  Shalcespeare  formed  the  Enfrlish  plural,  pyramue$^  to  mark  the  ludMael  pr»- 
Buneiatlon  of  a  man  nearly  iotoxicatecl  whose  tongue  is  now  bMinnlnr  to  ^r  *" 
^at  it  speaks.**  In  other  placas  be  has  introduced  the  Latin  iiliuml^ 
which  was  constantly  used  by  our  ancient  writeri.  MALONS.^ 
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Do  as  I  bid  you. — ^Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  for  ? 

Men.  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
Rise  from  thy  stool.  [Atidt. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad. 
The  matter  ?  [Risesy  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  hast  senr'd  me  with  much  £uth :  What's 
else  to  say  ? 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Jnt.  These  quick-sands,  Lepidus, 
Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world  ? 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Men.  wot  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world  ?  That's 
twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it,  and. 
Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Hast  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Potnpey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove  ; 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  inclips. 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have't. 

Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors,* 
Are  in^hy  vessel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable  ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  should'st  have  done. 
And  not  have  spoke  on't!  In  me,  'tis  villany  ; 
In  thee,  it  had  oeen  good  service.     Thou  must  know, 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it.     Repent,  that  e*er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betray'd  thine  act :  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  aflerwards  well  done  ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this,  [Aside. 

I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more.^ 
Who  Seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shajl  never  find  it  more. 

fi]  CmmpttUcn  •■Confederates,  partners.  STEEVENS. 

ra  Po/fW-.to  vapid,  past  its  time  of  excellence}  ptdUd  wine,  ii  wine  that  hat  kil 
in  origiMi  ^prigfadiieai.  JOHNSON. 
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Pom.  This  health  to  Le|Mdci8. 

Ant.  Bear  hun  ashore. — ^I'U  pledge  it  fi>r  him,  Pompey 

Eno,  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Poifi^tfi^  to  the  aUendani  who  earrios  qff^lMnaou 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.  He  bears 
The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  See'st  not? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk :  Would  it  were  aD, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou  ;  increase  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  Tessels,  ho  i' 
Here  is  to  Ussar. 

Cas.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 
It's  monstrous  labour,  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

AnL  Be  a  child  o'the  time. 

CtBs.  Possess  it,  I'll  make  answer :  but  I  had  rafliei 
fast 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

EnO'  Ha,  my  brave  emperor  I  [To  Air. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands  ; 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep'd  our  sense 
I  In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe.  — 

Eno.  All  take  hands. 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  music  :— 
The  while,  I'll  place  you  :  Then  the  boy  shall  sing ; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Music  plays.     Eno.  places  themhand  in  kamL 


[1]  Strike  the  veeeele— vacua  chink  the  Tesaelt  one  againct  the  other  at  a 
our  unanimity  in  drinliins:i  ■*  we  now  my,  «4tiii;  glaeaee,  STSBYSMSl 

60|  in  one  of  Iago*8  songs : 

«  And  let  me  the  caitmUn  elinkJ*  RrrSON. 

Veeedt  probably  meant  kettle-drums,  which  were  beaten  when  tb«  hodtt  cf  • 
penon  of  eminence  was  dranli  *,  Immediately  after  we  have,  <*  make  bmUiOf  to  am 
nn  with  the  loud  mni ic"    Tbej  are  called  kettUe  in  Bamlet : 
*  Give  me  tlie  eupt } 
And  let  the  kettie  to  the  trumpet  ipeak."  BOLT  WHUIL 


AMTOWr  AMD  OLEOFATIiA.  SIT 


SONG. 

Cknney  ihau  pumarch  of  the  xfme^ 
Plumpy  BaechiUif  vrith  pink  eyne  .** 
/n  thy  vats  our  cares  be  dronnCd; 
WUh  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crowned; 
Cup  uSf  till  me  world  go  round  ; 
Clip  «ff,  tiU  the  world  go  round  ! 


I.   What  would  you  more  ? — ^Pompej,   good  niglit 

-^ood  brother, 
le  request  you  off :  our  grarer  business 
OS  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part ; 
lee,  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks  :  Strong  Enobarbe 
aker  than  the  wine  ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
what  it  speaks  :  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
k'd  us  all.     What  needs  more  words  ?  Good  night 
od  Antony,  your  hand, 
n.  rU  try  you  o'the  shore. 
:.  And  shall,  sir  :  give's  your  hand. 
71.  O,  Antony, 

lave  my  father's  house, — ^But  what  ?  we  are  fnends : 
s,  down  into  the  boat. 
0.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. — 

[^euni  Pom.  CiSS.  Ant.  and  Mendants. 
B,  I'll  not  on  shore. 
».  No,  to  my  cabin. — 
B  drums  I — ^these  trumpets,  flutes  I  what  I— - 
feptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  fiurewell 
lese  great  fellows  :  Sound,  and  be  hang'd,  sound  out 

[A  flourish  of  trumpets,  with  drums 
».  Ho,  says  *a ! — There's  my  cap. 
If.  Ho! — noble  captain  J 
1 1  [Exeunt. 


r.  JohMon,  in  Us  Dieffonory,  ami  a  pink  ejfe  If  a  mwll  eje,  and  qootei  diis 
fcr  bit  autiiority.  Pink  «yn«,  however,  may  mean  red  nfu :  tyn  inflamed 
■UbCi  are  very  wall  appropriated  to  Bacchus.    SO)  in  JnUus  Casar : 

^ snch/errvt  and  such  fiery  eyes." 

1  bt  ohsenred,  nowever,  that  from  the  foUowinff  passage  in  P.  Holland^ 

00  Of  the  llth  Book  of  Pliny's  Jfatural  Uistorfh  it  appears  that  stnft-eyod 

1  tho  smalloess  of  eyes:  "  -^Iso  them  that  were  pttOw-cyMi  and  nad  ▼erie 
M,  tlacgr  termed  oec</«."  8TEEVENS. 

IToL-V.  19 


SIS  SMTOMY  AlTD  OLEOFATIU.  ACT  ID* 

ACT  in, 

SCENE  I.— ^  Plain  in  Syria.  Enter  Ventidius,  cm  afigr 
conquest  f  rvitk  Siliits  and  other  RamanSy  Officers^  and  Sol- 
diers ;  tA«  dead  body  of  Pacorus  home  before  him. 

Ven.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck  ;^  and  now 
Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus'  death 
Make  me  reyenger.-^Bear  the  king^s  son's  body 
Before  our  army  : — Thy  Pacorus,*  Orodes, 
PajTS  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

&7.  Noble  Ventidius, 
Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow  ;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly  :  So  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 
I  haye  done  enough  :  A  lower  place,  note  weU, 
May  make  too  great  an  act :  For  learn  this,  Silius  ; 
Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deeds  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve's  away. 
CflDsar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  person  :  Sossius,  ^ 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  ftyonr. 
Who  does  i'the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can, 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain  :  and  ambition, 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss. 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good. 
But  'twould  offend  him  ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perish. 

iSU.  Thou  hast,  Ventidius, 
That  without  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword, 
Grants  scarce  distinction.^    Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  ? 


[4]  Sirwek    alfades  to  dmrtinr.    Hkmi  whose  darts  hare  so  often 
wt  strack  now  thyself.  JOBNSON. 

■  Oiou  hut  that,  Ventidius,  wliich,  If  thon  didst  want, 'there  wonld  be  ao  dlsltaelioa 
>etweeu  tlice  and  thy  sword.    Yoa  wonld  bo  both  eqnal^  cuttiiif  and 


Pacorus  was  the  son  of  Orodes,  king  of  FsrtUa.         STKEVENB. 
Grant— for  afford-    It  is  badhr  and  obseurely  expressed }  bat  the 
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Ven,  m  humbly  lignify  what  in  hu  name^ 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  hare  effected ; 
'How,  with  his  bamien,  and  his  weU*paid  laxikB, 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia, 
We  have  jaded  out  o'the  field. 

Sil.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Fen^  He  purposeth  to  Athens :   whither  with  what 
haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  permit. 
We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there  ;  pass  along. 

lExeunL 

SCENE  II. 

Rome,  Jin  Anti-Chamber  in  Cxsar'i  House.    Enter  Aorxp* 

PA,  and  Enobarbus,  meeting, 

Agr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 

Eno.  They  have  despatch'd  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone  ; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octayia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome  ;  CaBsar  is  sad  ;  and  Lepidu8» 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

jES»o.  a  yeiy  fine  one  :  O,  how  he  loves  Cassar  1 

Agr,  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony  t 

Eno,  Caesar  ?  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony  ?  the  god  of  Jupiter. 

iSu).  Spake  you  of  Caesar  ?  How  ?  the  nonpareil ! 

Agr,  O  Antony  !  O  thou  Arabian  bird  !^ 

&io.  Would  you  praise  Caesar,  say, — Caesar ; — go  no 
further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  ply'd  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Caesar  best : — ^Yet  he  loves  Antony : 
Ho  !  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho,  his  love 
To  Antony.     But  as  for  Caesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno,  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle.*  So— 

\Trumpeti* 


iwMom  or  knowledge  of  the  world.    Ventidlus  had  told  him  tho 
vdkr  ha  did  riot  parraehii  advantages :  and  his  Triend,  by  this  compliment,  aduKnr- 
ledcn  Item  to  be  of  weight.         VaRBUKTON. 
]i\  AuMui  Uni-^be  ^m\x.  JOHNSON. 

[q  That  it,  they  are  the  vjimgt  that  raise  this  heaTj  lamplih  iBMCt  firon  tht 
noBod-    So.  in  BmAtik: 

(*-.— the  «&ar4-»one  beetle."  STEEVENS. 


no  ASTOHT   AlTD   CLEOPATRA.  MOT  VI 

This  is  to  horse. — ^Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 

£gr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier  ;  and  fareweD. 
Enter  Casar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  Octavia. 

^nt.  No  further,  sir. 

Ccus.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself ; 
Use  me  well  in  it. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthest  be&d 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof.* — ^Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  thiB  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  tLe  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parti 
This  be  not  cherish'd. 

^nt.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  distrust. 

Com.  1  have  said. 

Ani,  You  shall  not  find, 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,*  the  least  caose 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear  :  So,  the  gods  keep  yoUy 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  enos  I 
We  will  here  part. 

Com.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well ; 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 

Oct,  My  noble  brother  ! — 

Ant,  The  April's  in  her  eyes  :  It  is  love's  sprii^. 
And  these  the  showers' to  bring  it  on  : — ^Be  cheerfol. 

Oct,  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house  ;  and — 

Cobs,  What, 
Octavia  ? 

Oct,  I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant,  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue  :  the  swan's  down  feather* 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno,  Will  Caesar  weep  ?  [Aside  to  AoRir. 

Agr,  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 

Eno,  He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a  horse  ;• 


[11  As  I  will  venture  the  greatest  pledge  of  securl^,  on  the  trial  of  tlij 
lOHNSON.       Band  and  bond^  in  our  author's  time,  were  ^noiqrmoai. 

halonb. 

[2]  i.  e.  scrupulous.    So,  in  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew: 

**  For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you."  STEEVENS. 

rs]  A  hone  is  said  to  hare  a  dmtd  in  hii/aoe,  when  he  has  a  blaok  or  dMk 
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So  18  he,  being  a  mas. 

«^gT.  Why,  Enobarbus  t 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Caesar  dead. 
He  cried  ahnost  to  roaring :  and  he  wept, 
Wheji  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  riieum ; 
What  wiliii^ly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd : 
Believe  it,  till  I  wept  too. 

GtBt.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 
You  shall  hear  from  me  still ;  the  time  shall  not 
Out-go  my  thinkiz^  on  you. 

Ant,  Come,  sir,  come  ; 
I'U  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love  : 
Look,  here  I  have  you  ;  dius  I  let  you  go. 
And  gire  you  to  the  gods. 

Com,  Adieu  ;  be  happy ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  li|^ 
To  thy  fair  way ! 

Com,  Farewell,  &rewell !  [JTwtet  Octayia. 

Ant,  Farewell !  [Trwnpets  sound.    Exeunt, 

SCENE  IIL 

Alexandria.     A  Room  in  th£  Palace,    Enter  Cleopat&a, 

Charmxan,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Geo,  Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex,  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo,  Go  to,  go  to  : — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Alex,  Good  majesty, 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleasM. 

Geo.  That  Herod's  head 
I'll  have :  But  how  ?  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it*«-Come  thou  near. 

Mes,  Most  gracious  majes^, — 

Geo,  Didst  thou  behold 
Octayia  ? 

Mes,  Ay,  dread  queen. 

Geo.  Where? 

Mes.  Madam,  in  Rome 
I  look'd  her  in  the  face  ;  and  saw  her  led 


colaared  fptH  la  hit  forehead  between  his  ew$,   Tbto  gives  him »  sour  look,« 
teiBf  snpfwted  to  indiaite  an  ill-temper,  is  of  ooone  regarded  as  a  great  blemish. 

Itteevens. 


2t2  AVTOVr  ASfD  CLBOFATllA.  ACT  lU 

Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antonj. 

CUo.  Is  she  as  tall  as  me  ?* 

Me$.  She  is  not,  madam* 

Cleo.  Didst  hear  her  speak  ?  Is  she  shrill-tongo'd,  or 
low? 

Me$.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak ;  she  is  low*yoic'd* 

Geo.  That's  not  so  good : — he  cannot  like  her  long.* 

Char.  Like  her?  O  Isis  !  'tis  impossible. 

Cleo.  I   think  so,  Charmian.     Dull  of  tongue,  and 
dwarfish !— - 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait  ?  Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  lookd'st  on  majesty. 

Mes.  She  creeps ; 
Her  motion  and  her  station  are  as  one  :' 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life  ; 
A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Mes.  Or  I  have  no  observance* 

Otar.  Three  in  Egypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 
I  do  perceiv't : — There's  nothing  in  her  yet  :— 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char.  Excellent.  ^ 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee* 

Mes.  Madam, 
She  was  a  widow. 

Geo.  Widow  ? — Charmian  hark.^ 

Mes.  And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty. 

Geo.  Bear'st  thou  her  face  in  mind  ?  Is  it  long,  or' round! 

Mes.  Round  even  to  faultiness. 

Geo.  For  the  most  part  too, 

'      '  111 

r4]  This  scene,  says  Dr.  Grey,  is  a  manifest  allusion  to  the  quastioos  put  lqrqaM» 
Euiabeth  to  sir  James  MelvU,  concerning  his  misti'ess,  the  queen  of  Sc(rt&  fftsE!f. 
I  see  DO  pnbiiUlilar  that  Shakespeare  should  here  allude  to  a  conTenatioa  that  paa 
ed  between  Queen  Elizabeth  and  a  Scottish  ambassador  in  1564,  the  veiy  jev  hi 
idiidi  he  was  bom,  and  does  not  appear  to  have  been  made  public  for  aboT*  three- 
score yean  after  his  death;  Melvirs  Memoin  not  bebig  printed  till  1683*  8aeh  cs* 
quiries,  no  doubt,  are  perfectly  natural  to  rival  females,  whether  queens  or^ciadtfi* 
wenches.  RIT80N. 

[S]  It  has  been  Justly  observed  that  the  poet  had  probably  Queen  Elixabelh  kera 
in  DM  tbottffhts.  The  description  eiven  oC  her  by  a  contemporary,  about  twelve 
years  after  ner  death,  stroneiy  confirms  this  supposition.  **  She  was  (tm  the  Ood- 
linuator  of  Stowed  Chronide)  tall  of  itature^  strong^  in  every  limb  auod  Joynt,  hir 
fiajrers  small  and  long,  her  voyos  hud  and  iMUJ*  MALONE. 

[61  Station^in  this  instance,  means  the  ad  of  standinr.    So,  in  Hamitit  f 
<»  A  ttation  like  the  herald  Mercury."  STEEVENS. 

^  Cleopatra  rejoices  in  this  drcumstance,  as  it  sets  Octavia  on  a  level  widi 
who  was  no  virgin  when  ste  fell  to  the  lot  of  Antony.  STEEVENS. 
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They  are  foolish  that  are  so. — ^Her  hair,  what  colour  ? 

Me$,  Brown,  madam  :  And  her  forehead  is  as  low 
As  she  would  wish  it. 

CUo.  There  is  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  must  not  take  mj  former  sharpness  ill :— - 
I  will  employ  thee  hack  again  ;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  husincss  :  Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd.  [Exit  Met$. 

Char,  A  proper  man. 

CUo.  Indeed,  he  is  so  :  I  repent  me  much, 
That  I  so  harry'd  him.»    Why,  methinks,  by  him. 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char*  O,  nothing,  madam. 

Geo,  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and  should  know. 

Okar.  Hath  he  seen  majesty  ?  Isis  else  defend. 
And  serving  you  so  long ! 

Geo.    I    have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  j^i^  good 
Charmian  :— 
But  'tis  no  matter  ;  thou  shalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write  :  All  may  be  well  enou^. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [Exewa. 

SCENE  IV. 
AAens.    A  Room  in  Antony's  House.    Enter  Antony  and 

OcTAVIA. 

AfU.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import, — but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear ; 

Spoke  scantly  of  me  :  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  Tented  them  ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me  : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took't. 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth, 

Oct.  O  my  good  lord. 
Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  believe. 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between. 
Praying  &r  both  parts  : 
And  the  good  gods  will  mock  me  presently, 

[8]  To  kmry.  Is  to  om  rousfaly,  harass,  snbdae.  BTEEVENS.  To  Aotry,  la,  to 
BmmL  Hence  the  word  harrier.  King  James  threetened  the  Puritans  that  «*  h« 
vmikiAarry  them  out  of  the  tend."  HENLEY. 


224  IffTOHT  AND  CLEOPATRA.  ACT  IH. 

When  1  shall  praj)  O,  bl€$$  my  lord  and  hu^Hind  f 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
O,  bless  my  brother !  Husband  win,  win  brother. 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer  ;  no  midway 
'Twixt  these  extremes  at  alL 

Ant.  Gentle  Octavia, 
Let  your  best  lore  draw  to  that  point,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserye  it :  If  I  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself :  better  I  were  not  yonrs, 
Than  yours  so  branchless.     But,  as  you  requested. 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  The  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  rabe  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stain  your  brother  f  Make  your  soonest  haste ; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oct.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most  weak, 
Your  reconciler  1  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  skin  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rifl.^ 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  th»  begina. 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  fauHs 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going ; 
Choose  your  own  company,  and  conunand  what  cost 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [ExeusiL 

SCENE  V. 

7^  same.    Another  Room  in  the  same.    Enter  Evobabbus 

and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 

Eros.  There's  strange  news  come,  sii;* 

Eno.  What,  man?  /^ 

Eros.  Caesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pom- 

pey- 

Eno.  This  is  old  ;  What  is  the  success  7 

Eros.  Csesar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  wan 
*gainst  Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality  ;*  would 
not  let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the  action  :  and  not 
resting  here,  accuses  him  of  letters  he  had  formeriy  wrote 

[91  Stainy  that  is,  shame,  or  disgrace  Um.  JOHNSON. 

[l  J  The  seme  is,  that  war  between  Cvsar  and  Antonv  would  engage  thtf  world  be 
Iweon  then,  aad  thai  the  slaughter  wo«ld  be  gmat  la  so  eiUnishFe  a  eommoaiD 
JOHNSON.  mMiMSk9    eqaalianh.  JOHNSON. 
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to  Pompej ;  upon  his  own  appeal,  seizes  him :'  So  tiic 
poor  third  is  up,  till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more  ; 
And  throw  between  them  aU  the  food  thou  hast. 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.     Where's  Antony  ? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden — ^thus  ;  and  spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him  :  cries,  Fo.ol^  Ltpidiu  / 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer. 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Emo.  Our  great  nayy's  rigged. 

Eros,  For  Italy,  and  Cesar*     More,  Domitius  ;^ 
My  lord  desires  you  presently  :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno,  'Twill  be  naught : 
But  let  it  be.— Bzmg  me  to  Antony. 

Eros,  Come,  sir.  [ExewU. 

SCENE  VI.  - 

Rome,  A  Room  in  Cjesar's  House,  Enter  Casar,  Agrifpa, 

and  Mecjenas. 

Cces,  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this :   And 
more ; 
In  Alexandria, — ^here's  the  manner  of  it, — 
rthe  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  siker'd, 
Qeppatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet,  sat 
Caesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son  ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  bsue,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  Lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia,* 
Absolute  queen. . 

Mec,  This  in  Ijie  public  eye  ? 

Cuss,  1'  the  common,  show-place,  where  they  exercise. 

iM  To  «99cal  In  Shakeipeare.  is  to  oocmk  :  Caesar  leUed  Lepidnt  withovTany 
mer  proof uan  Caesar's  ■ccosation.       .   JOHNSON. 

[4i  1  have  something  mart  to  tell  7011,  which  I  might  have  told  at  first,  and  do* 
lamd  my  news.    Antony  requires  your  presence.  JOHNSON." 

ya  For  L^a,  Mr.  Upton,  from  Plutarch,  has  restored  Lifbia.  JOHNSON. 

IB  Iho  translation  from  the  French  of  Amyot,  by  Thomas  North,  in  folio.  1591,* 
will  be  seea  at  once  the  ori^n  of  this  mistake :  **■  First  of  all  he  did  establish  Cleo* 
■Blva  queen  of  Egypt,  of  Cyprus,  of  Lydia,  and  the  lower  Syria." 
*  I  fad  the  dmrneter  of  tnis  work  pretty  early  delineated : 
"  *Twas  Greek  at  first,  that  Greek  was  Latin  made, 
That  t«il!n  Ftench,  that  French  to  English  straid : 
Thus  twixt  one  Plutarch  there's  more  difierence,  «„«« 

Thn  I'  th*  same  Englishman  returoM  from  France."  FARmSR. 
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His  BODS  he  there  proclaim'd,  The  kings  of  kiQgi  t 

Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 

He  gave  to  Alexander  ;  to  Ptolemy  he  aiflign'd 

Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia  :  She 

In  the  hahiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 

That  day  appeared  ;  and  oft  before  gave  andieiioe 

As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec,  Let  Rome  be  thus 
Inform'd. 

Agr,  Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Cois.  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  recd.T*d 
His  accusations. 

Agr,  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

Qbs.  Cssar  :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'the  isle  :  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd  :  lastly,  he  frets. 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd  ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr,  Sir,  this  should  be  answer'd. 

CkM,  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abusM, 
And  did  deserve  his  change  ;  for  what  I  have  conqiier*d| 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquered  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

CcM.  Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia. 

Oct,  Hail,  Caesar,  and  my  lord !  hail,  most  dear  Csasir ! 

Cass,  That  ever  I  should  call  thee,  cast-away ! 

Oct,  You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  yon  cansep 

Cces,  Why  hare  you  stol'n  upon  us  thus  ?  You  come  not 
Like  CsBsar's  sister :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  »he  did  appear  ;  the  trees  by  the  way» 
Should  have  borne  men  ;  and  expectation  fainted. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not :  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops  :  But  you  are  come 
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A  market-nudd  to  Rome  ;  and  haye  prevented 
The  ostent  of  our  love,  which,  left  unshown 
Is  often  left  nnlov'd :  we  should  have  met  yov 
By  sea,  and  land  ;  supplymg  every  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct,  Good  my  lord, 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  bat  did  it 
On  my  free-will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal ;  whereon,  I  begged 
His  pardoa  for  return. 

Cos.  Which  soon  he  granted, 
Being  an  obstruct  'tween  his  lust  and  him.* 

Oct,  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

Qb$,  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 
And  his  afiairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oct.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Qbs.  No,  my  most  wronged  sister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  lum  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore  ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'the  earth  for  war  :  He  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia  ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  P^hlagonia ;  the  Tracian  king,  Adallas  ; 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia  ;  king  of  Pont ; 
Herod  of  Jewry  ;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagene  ;  Polemon  and  Amintas, 
The  IdngjB  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  list  of  scepters. 

Oct,  Ah  me,  most  wretched. 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  firiends. 
That  do  afiiict  each  other ! 

Cces.  Welcome  hither : 
Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth ; 
Till  we  perceiv'd,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome  ; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 

[6]  Tluitit,Uswlfebeiiic  in  obstnictioii,  a  bar  to  the  prosecotlon  of  hitwuHos 
wWkOieopatra.  WARBURTON. 
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Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods. 
To  do  you  justice,  make  Siem  ministers 
Of  us,  and  those  that  love  jou.    Best  of  comfort  $ 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  yoa  : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull,* 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Oct.  Is  it  so,  sir  ? 

Qbs,  Most  certain.    Sister,  welcome  :  Pray  yoo» 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  My  dearest  sister !    [Exema, 

SCENE  VII. 

Antont's  Camp^  near  the  Promontory  of  AcHwm*  Enter 

Cleopatra  and  Enobarbus. 

Geo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not 

Eno,  But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo.  Thou  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars  f 
And  say'st,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  WeU,  is  it  ?  is  it  ? 

Cleo.  IsH  not  ?  Denounce  against  us,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person  ?• 

Eno.  [Aside.]  Well,  I  could  reply  : — 
If  wfe  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  together, 
The  horse  were  merely  lost ;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier,  and  his  horse. 

Geo.  What  is't  you  say  ? 

[61  Regiment-^iM  government,  authority  \  he  putf  his  power  and  fate  tmnfln  Ni 
tiie  hands  of  a  false  woman. 

It  may  be  observed,  tndl  was  not,  hi  our  author^  tfrae,  a  term  of  Bere  iaftny,  \M 
a  word  of  slight  contempt,  as  loencA  Is  now.  JOHNSON. 

[7]  To  fonpeaky  is  to  contradict,  to  speak  against,  as  forbid  ii  to  order  iiegallwi^y. 

[8]  Cleopatra  means  to  say,  **  Is  not  the  war  denounced  agidnit  us  f  Wlij  d 
we  not  then  attend  in  person  f    She  says,  a  littie  lower, 

u  ~~~A  cliarge  we  bear  i*  tlte  war,  , 

And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  wilS 

Appear  there  for  a  man.** 

Slie  speaks  of  herself  in  the  plural  number,  according  to  the  Qnnl  i^yle  «f 

reigns.    M.  MASON.       I  read  with  the  old  copy.  Introducing  oaij  the  dMUtfe  of  ■ 

single  letter,— <ienouiic*t  instead  of  den«unc*d.    There  is,  however,  iothe  Biltaka 

comma  after  the  word  not,  and  no  point  of  interrogation  at  tlie  end  of  the  seottwa. 

MALONE.       Surely  no  valid  inference  can  be  drawn  from  such  encertafai  pwaiisi 

as  the  punctuation  o*f  the  old  copy,  which  (to  use  the  words  of  R  Aalind  aJM  Toad^ 

ilone  in  Am  you  like  if^  is  *•  as  fiMrtune  will,  or  as  the  destinies  decree** 

BTJEKVENB. 
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Eno.  Tour  presence  needs  must  puzisle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  hrain,  from  hu  time» 
What  should  not  then  be  spar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity  ;  and  'tis  said  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Bfanage  this  war. 

Geo.  Sink  Rome  ;  and  their  tongues  rot, 
That  speak  against  us  !  A  chai^  we  bear  i'the  war. 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Af^pear  there  for  a  man.    Speak  not  against  it ; 
[  will  not  stay  behind. 

Eno,  Nay,  I  have  done  : 
Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Antont  and  Canidius. 

JhU.  Is't  not  strange,  Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundusium, 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea, 
And  take  in  Toryne  ? — ^You  have  heard  on't,  tweet  ? 

CUo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd, 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant,  A  good  rebuke, 
l^^ch  might  have  well  become  the  best  of  men, 
To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidius,  we 
Will  ^;ht  with  him  by  sea. 

Geo.  By  sea !  what  else  ? 

Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ? 

Ant.  For  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  single  ^^t 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Caesar  fought  with  Pompey  :  But  these  offers, 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno.  Your  ships  are  not  well-mann*d  : 
Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
[ngross'd  by  swift  impress  :  In  Csesar's  fleet 
Are  those,  that  often  have  *gainst  Pompey  fought . 
Their  ships  are  yare  ;'  yours,  heavy.    No  disgrace 
Shan  fidl  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea. 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eino.  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  ieibsolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land  ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist  _____ 


[q  Tmn    gcaefily  licnlfiei  dextroM,  nMiiMifwMe.  STEEVBHS. 

Vol.  V.  20» 
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Of  war-mark'd  footmen  ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge  ;  quite  fore(p 
The  way  which  promiBes  assurance  $  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hasardy 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  sea. 

CUo,  I  have  sizty  sails,  C»sar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  OFerplus  of  shipping  will  i7e  bum  ; 
And,  with  the  rest  full*mann'd,  vom  the  head  of  Actiqa 
Beat  the  approaching  Cesar.     But  if  we  fiiil. 

Enter  a  Messenger* 
We  then  can  do*t  at  land. — Thy  business  ? 

Mes.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord ;  he  is  descried ; 
Csesar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  'tis  impossiUe  ; 
Strange,  that  his  power  should  be. — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land^ 
4nd  our  twelve  thousand  horse  : — ^We'll  to  our  elup ; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
Away,  my  Thetis ! — ^How  now,  worthy  soldier  ? 

Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fi^  by  sea  ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks  :  Do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword,  and  these  my  wounds  ?  Let  the  EgyptianSi 
And  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking ;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth. 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  Well,  well,  away.         [JEIxe.'AirT.  Clbo^  amiiSiia 

Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thou  art :  but  his  whole  actioQ  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't  :*  So  our  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not  I 

Can.  Marcus  Octarius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Caelius,  are  for  sea  : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  speed  of  CsMar'f 
Carries  beyond  belief.* 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome« 
His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions,'  as 


[11  That  Jf»  Us  whole  eondvct  becomes  nnroverned  by  die  right  or  bfi 
JOHNSON.        Canidlus  means  to  say.  His  whote  conduet  la  the  mar  k  aoC  S 
upon  that  which  is  bis  graitf est  strength,  (namely,  his  loMdfkree^  but  on  tte  ofrict 
or  a  woman,  who  wishes  that  he  should  fieht  by  sea.       MALONE. 

[2]  Perhaps  this  phrase  is  from  araheiy.  STEEVENfi. 

[S]  2Kr(r«ceioiw-~detachmeiitS|  separate  bodies.  JOHNSON. 
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Eeguil'd  all  spies. 
Can.  Who's  his  lieuteDant,  hear  you  I 
Sold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 
CtM.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  The  en^eror  calls  for  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time's  with  labour,  and  throes  forth, 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

A  Plain  near  Acttum.y  Enter  Cjesar,  Taurus,  Qffken^  and 

others. 

Cos.  Taurus, — 

Taur.  Mj  lord. 

Gocf.  Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole  : 
ProYoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.^  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Anton  r  and  Enobarbtjs. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon*  side  o'the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle  ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold, 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Canidius,  marching  with  his  land  army  one  way  over 
ihe  stage :  and  Taurus,  the  lieutenant  of  Cjesar,  the  other 
way.    After  iheir  going  m,  is  heard  the  noise  of  a  sea^ 
fignl*     Alarum.     Re-enter  Enobarbus. 

Bjno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught !  I  can  behold  no  Ion* 
ger: 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral,' 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder  ; 
To  see't,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Sear.  Gods,  and  goddesses, 
All  the  whole  synod  of  them ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion  ? 

— * ■ 

H]  «/«Bwp    IwaanL    So,  in  Macbeth :  • 

"  W«*il  jwnp  the  Ufe  to  come."  6TEEVENS. 

(5]  TU  Jntowbui—which  Plutarch  mj%y  ms  the  name  of  Olaopalnt^  ahla 

rOPB. 
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Scar.  The  greater  cantie  of  the  world*  is  lott 
With  very  ignorance  ;  we  have  kiss'd  awaj 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

j^io.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar,  On  our  side  like  the  token'd  pestilence^^ 
Where  death  is  sure.     Yon'  ribald-rid  nag  of  Egjpt^^ 
Whom  leprosj  overtake  !*  i'the  midst  of  the  fighty— 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd, 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder, — 
The  brize  upon  her,*  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno,  That  I  beheld  :  mine  eyes 
Did  sicken  at  the  sight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof 'd,* 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doating  mallard. 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  ailer  her  : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne*er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack  I 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight. 
Most  grossly,  by  hb  own.    • 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  Why  then,  good  nig^ 
Indeed.  [jStub 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  easy  to  it ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  C^sar  will  I  render 

[6]  Caitf2e~-a  piece  or  lump.  POPE.  Cantie  is  ratlier  a  corner.  Cmmtt  tettM 
play,  mentions  the  tkru-nock^d  world.  Of  tliis  triangular  world  erery  trioifir  bai 
a  comer.  JOHNSON. 

m  Toi«n*il,  spotted.  JOHNSON. 

The  death  of  those  visited  by  the  plagae  was  certain,  when  particalBr  enqtlMi 
appeared  on  the  skin  *,  and  these  were  called  Ood^a  token$,  8TEEVKN8. 

[8]  A  Ribald^U  a  lewd  fellow.  Yon  ribald-rid  n^,  means  <*  yon  ftnu^et  wte  li 
common  to  every  waoton  fellow."  8TEEVENS. 

[9]  £«9roiy-~an  epidemical  distemper  of  the  Egyptians;  to  which  HonM  prtta- 
bly  alludes  in  the  controverted  line- 

Oontamipato  cum  grege  tor^m 
Morbo  virorum.  JOHNSON. 

ri]  The  hrize  or  oestrum,  the  Or  that  stings  cattle.  JOHNSON. 

[2]  To  fo</  Is  to  bring  a  ship  dose  to  the  wind.  STEE  VENS. 
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My  legions,  and  my  horse  ;  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno,  I'll  yet  wUow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony/  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [Exemii. 

SCENE  IX. 

Alexandria.    A  room  in  the  Paiaee*    Enter  AvTOirT  and 

Attendants, 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't, 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me ! — ^Friends,  come  hither^ 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world,^  that  I 
Haye  lost  my  way  for  ever  : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold  ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Caesar. 

Att.  Fly  !  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed  cowards 
To  run,  and  show  their  shoulders. — ^Friends,  be  gone  ; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you  ;  be  gone  : 
My  treasure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  loUow'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon  : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny  ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doating. — ^Friends,  be  gone  ;  you  shall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  sad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness  :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims  ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself :  To  the  sea-side  straightway  : 
i  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  'pray  you  now  : — 
Nay,  do  so  ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command,* 
Therefore  I  pray  you  : — ^I'll  see  you  by  and  by. 

[Sit9  down. 

Efntef  Eros,  and  Cleopatra  ledhy  Charmian  and  Iras. 
Erot.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him  : — Comfort  him. 

JSf'  I  know  not  whether  the  author,  who  lovet  to  draw  his  iooages  from  the  qwrl» 
•ftfeip  Held,  mMtt  not  have  written, 

iSe  wounded  duu9  of  Antony, 

The  allotlon  is  to  a  deer  wounded  and  chased,  whom  all  other  deer  aroid.    **  I  will, 
way  Enofaarbus,  follow  Antony,  tho'  chased  and  wounded."  JOHNSON. 

141  AUudinir  «>  •  benifbted  traveller.  JOHNSON. 

[6]  I  am  not  matter  ormy  own  emotions.  JOHNSON. 
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Jras,  Do,  most  dear  queea 

Char.  Do  I  wiij,  what  else  ? 

Geo.  Let  me  sit  down.     O  Jwno  ! 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  oo,  no. 

Ero$.  See  you  here,  sir  t 

Ant.  O  fye,  fye,  fye. 

Char.  Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam ;  O  good  empress  !— 

Eros.  Sir,  sir, — 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes  ; — He,  at  Philippi,  «ept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer  f  while  1  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius  ;  and  'twas  I> 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  -7  he  alone 
Dealt  on*  lieutenantry,*  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war :  Yet  now — No  matter. 

Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 

Eros.  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Jras.  Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him ; 
He  is  unqualitied  with  verv  shame. 

Geo.  Well  then, — Sustain  me: — O  ! 

Eros.  Most  noble  sir,  arise  ;  the  queen  approaches ; 
Her  head's  declined',  and  death  will  seize  her  ;  butP 
Tour  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation ; 
A  most  unnoble  swerying. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt  ?  See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes 


[6]  In  the  Morisco,  and  perhaps  anciently  in  the  FprrUck  danoe,  the 
fwrord*  hi  their  hands  with  the  points  upward.  JOHNSON. 

I  believe  it  means  tliat  Caesar  never  offered  to  draw  his  sword)  hot  kept  it  in  Oe 
■cahbard,  like  one  who  dances  with  a  sword  on,  which  vras  forroerlj  the  custom  ia 
England.    STEEVENS.       Beftram,  himenthig  that  he  li  kept  from  the 


*<  I  shall  stay  here  the  foreborse  to  a  smock, 
Orealdng  my  shoes  on  the  plain  masonry, 
Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  nvord  toom, 
But  one  to  donee  with." 
The  word  toom  shows  that  in  both  passages  oar  author  was  tiiinkfaig  of  Ot  En* 
glish.  and  not  of  the  Fyrrfai<^  or  the  Morisco,  dance,  (as  Dr.  Jcrfinaoa  suppoeedj  fai 
tHkieh  the  sword  was  not  worn  at  the  side,  but  held  in  the  hand  with  the  point  im* 
ward.  MALONE. 

Nothing  can  be  more  in  character,  than  for  an  infamous  debauched  tjnuBl  lo 
the  heroic  love  of  one's  country  and  public  liberQr,  madnu$.    WARBURTON. 

S81  I  know  notwhetlier  the  meaning  is,  that  Caesar  acted  onfyas  UeoteneBlat 
llippi,  or  diat  he  made  his  attempts  only  on  lieutenants,  and  left  the  fenanls  to 
Antony.    JOHNSON.       Dealt  on  lieutenancy,  I  believe,  means  oiAyt''^fhmgU  If 
proxy,  made  war  by  his  lieutenants,  or  on  the  strength  of  his  lieutenantc 
[9]  Buthu  here,  the  force  of  except,  or  unless.  JOHNSON. 
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By  lookipg  back  on  what  I  liave  left  behind 
'Stroj'd  in  dishonour. 

Geo*  O  my  lord,  my  lord! 
Forgive  my  fearful  sails  !  I  little  thought, 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

Mt.  Egypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  stripg^* 
And  thou  shouldst  tow  me  aftef  :  O'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st ;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Geo.  O,  my  pardon. 
Ant.  Now  I  must 
To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness  ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd. 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know. 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror  ;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 
Geo.  O  pardon,  pardon. 
Ant.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say  ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  Give  me  a  kiss  ; 
Even  this  repays  me. — ^We  sent  our  schoolmaster. 
Is  he  come  back? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead  : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands  :        Fortune 

knows. 
We  scorn  her  most,  when  most  she  offers  blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  X. 

Cjbsar's  Ckimpf  in  Egypt.    Enter  C^sar,   Dolabella, 

Thyreus,  and  others. 

Cas.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony.— 
Know  you  him  ? 

Dol.  Caesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster  :' 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Wluch  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

p\  That  If,  by  the  heart-string.  JOHNSON. 

[S]  He  wai  aehoolinaster  to  Antony's  ehUdrtn  by  Cleopatra.  MALONE. 
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Enter  Euphronius* 


Cku.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup,  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  mom-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea. 

Cces,  Be  it  so  ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted. 
He  lessens  his  requests  ;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  hreathe  between  the  heayens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness  ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  crares 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs,^ 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Qbs,  For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.     The  queea 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  dl-disgraced  friend 
Or  take  his  life  there  :  This  if  she  perform, 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.     So  to  tiiem  hoih. 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee  ! 

Ckes.  Bring  him  through  the  hands.  fJBxit  Eup. 

To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time  :  Despatch ; 

[To  Thyreto. 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires  ;  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers  /vv^omen  are  not, 
^A  In  their  best  fortunes,  strong Ylbut  want  will  perjure 
J  The  ne'er-touch'd  vestal.^  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyrens ; 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  answer  as  a  law. 

TTiyr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Com.  Observe  how  Antony  -becomes  his  flaw  ;*    - 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  shall.  [ExewiL 

41  The  ctre/e-^  the  diadem ;  the  ensign  of  royalty.  JOHNSON. 

^''  i.  e.  how  Antony  conforms  hinuelf  to  this  breach  of  his  farUme.   JOHNSON^ 


ACT  nt.  AirroHT  and  cleopatba.  aaT 


SCENE  XI. 

AUxandria.    A  Roam  in  the  Palace.    EnUr  CuBOFATaA, 
Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Geo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enoharhns  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die.'' 

Oeo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.     What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  why  should  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick*d  his  captainship  ;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  heing 
The  meered  question  :^  'Twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  flying  flags. 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antont,  wUh  EuPBROimni* 

JbU.  Is  this  his  answer  ? 

Eup.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen 
Shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  she  will  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so. 

Ant.  Let  her  know  it — 
To  the  hoy  Caesar  send  this  grizzled  head. 
And  he  wUl  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

aeo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  To  him  again ;  Tell  him,  he  wears  the  rose 


[8]  Sir  T.  Haomer  nadM-^Drbnk  ohd  die.    I  adhere  to  tlM  old  reMUng^  iriiich  i 

be  wpported  bj  the  following  passage  in  Juiiut  Ctuar  t 

»■'  ■  ■       -ali  that  he  ean  do 

Is  to  liimself }  take  theught,  and  die  for  Osssar." 

Mr.  Toilet  obsenres,  tliat  the  expression  of  taking  tlioaeht.  in  oar  old  English 

wrtteiv,  is  aqaivalent  to  tlw  being  anxious  or  solicitous,  or  lavbg  a  tliiiur  modi  to 

bewt.    So,  MTt  iK^  it  is  used  in  our  translations  of  The  New  Testament.  Matthew  tL 

S6.  Ice.    STEE  VEIfS.       Think  and  die  .•--Consider  what  mode  of  ending  your  lifb 


la  most  profiBrable,  and  immediately  adopt  it  HENLEY. 

[7]  Jlf«rt-~is  a  boundary,  and  the  veered  guMf  ion,  if  it  can  mean  any  tbing,  nu 
with  somt  vioteoce  of  language,  mean,  the  disputed  boundary.  JOHNSON. 
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Of  youth  upon  him  ;  from  which,  the  world  should  note 

Something  particnlar  :  his  coin,  ships,  legions, 

May  be  a  coward's  ;  whose  ministers  would  preyail 

Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 

As  i'the  command  of  Caesar :  I  dare  him  therefore 

To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart. 

And  answer  me  declined,  sword  against  sword,* 

Ourselves  alone  :  I'll  write  it ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  EuPH&ovnii. 
Eno,  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Cassar  will 
Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  stag'd  to  the  show* 
Against  a  sworoer. — I  see,  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quali^  afler  them. 
To  suffer  all  alike.     That  he  should  dream, 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Cssar  will 
Answer  his  emptiness ! — Caesar,  thou  hast  subdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  AttencUuU. 

M.  A  messenger  from  Cssar. 

Cleo   What,  no  more  ceremony  ? — See,  my  women  !«— 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — ^Admit  him,  sir. 

Eno,  Mine  honesty,  and  I,  begin  to  square.  [Andt. 

The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly  :* — Yet,  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord. 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'the  story. 

Enter  Thyrevs. 

Cleo,  Caesar's  will  ? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart 

Cleo,  None  but  friends  ;  say  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  Caesar  has  ; 
Or  ileeds  not  us.     If  Caesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  For  us,  you  know. 
Whose  he  is,  we  are  ;  and  that's,  Caesar's. 

[81  I  requkr*  of  Oeau*  not  to  depend  on  that  superioiity  wMch  the  eemmg^tm.  of 
•or  dUbrant  foitonet  may  exhibit  to  hinif  but  to  answer  me  man  to  aaa,  mi  Urii  d»> 
dine  of  my  age  or  poww.  JOHNSON. 

r0I  Exbibiced,  Uke  (rladiaton,  to  the  public  gaze.  HENLET. 

[l]  KuuoartMM  u  ddkoeratint'  upon  detertioOf  and  finding  it  it  mora  pradanlto 
fonaiLe  a  fool,  and  more  reputable  to  be  faitht'nlto  him,  makes  no  positive  eottdosion. 

^JOBKSON> 
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Thyr.  So. — 
Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd  ;  Cafnr 
Not  to  >coiiaider  in  what  case  thoa  stand^it. 
Farther  than  he  it  CsBsar.* 

C2eo.  Go  on  :  Right  royal. 

J%yr.  He  knows,  that  jou  embrace  not  Antony 
As  yoQ  did  love,  but  a8  yon  fear'd  him. 

CUo.  O! 
'  J%yr.  The  acars  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  be 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes. 
Not  as  deservM. 

CUo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 
What  is  most  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded. 
But  conquered  merely. 

Eno,  To  be  sure  of  that,  [Md$ 

I  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  sir,  thou'rt  so  leaky. 
That  we  must  lea^e  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  Ero. 

T%yr.  Shall  I  say  to  Cassar 
What  you  require  of  him  ?  For  he  partly  begs 
To  be  deslrM  to  give.     It  much  would  please  him. 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon : 

But  it  would  warm  his  spirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shrowd. 
The  uniyersal  landlord. 

Geo.  What's  your  name  ? 

Uiyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Geo,  Most  kind  messenger. 
Say  to  great  Csesar  this.  In  diusputation 
I  kiss  his  conquering  hand  :'  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay^  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  nim,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
T  he  doom  of  Egypt 

JTiyr,  'Tis  your  noblest  course. 
Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 


TlHtlit  •^OoMir  intTMUi,  tint  at  the  same  time  you  ooMkler  your 
Ml,  fm  voald  eoailder  he  if  Cemr  t"  That  is.  geoeroat  and  forghriiv,  i 
iiKlliiMrto lestore  them.  WARBURTON. 

[8]  Tlie  poet  certainly  wrote: 

6aj  to  mat  Geaar  tliit,  In  ^qMtolitn 
I  liin  iSi  conquVinf  haad : 
Tbat  ii^  by  proxy}  I  depute  you  to  pay  bim  that  dn^  In  my  name.  WARB. 
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Mj  duty  on  jour  hand/ 

CZeo.  Your  Cesar's  father 
Oft,  when  he  hath  miu'd  of  taking  kugdomi  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place^ 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 

RB-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus* 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders  I — 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  conmiand  obey'd. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.  Approach,  there  : — ^Ay,  you  kite  I — ^Now  gods  inJ 
devils  1 
Authority  melts  from  me  :  Of  late,  when  I  9ry*d  ho  I 
Like  boys  unto  a  muss,'  kings  would  start  forth. 
And  cry,  Your  vnll  ?  Have  you  no  ears  ?  I  am 

Enter  Attendants. 
Antony  yet.     Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  Kon's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant,  Moon  and  stars ! 
Whip  him  : — Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caesar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here,  (What's  her  name, 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra  ?) — Whip  him,  fellows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence. 

Thyr.  Mark  Antony, — 

Awt.  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipp'd. 
Bring  him  again  * — This  Jack  of  Caesar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attend.  wiOi  Twnxou 
knew  you  : — ^Ha ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  V 

Ul  Or^nt  me  {he  favour.    JOHNSON.       [5]  A  hmm,  «  KFunble.  POTS. 

[6]  A  feeder  or  an  eater,  was,  anciently  the  term  of  reproadi  fiir  m,  tenrwil.   €IM 
who  .ooks  on  feeders,  is  one  who  throws  away  her  regard  oaaemuit^Mefa  mAmMV 
^ould  represent  Thyreus  to  be.    Thus,  in  CynMvu  t 
•*  -...^that  base  wretch, 

One  bred  of  alms,  and  fostered  with  eold  dlshet. 
The  very  scntps  oHhe  court."  8TEEVENS. 
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Geo,  Good  my  lord, —  ' 

Ant,  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever :— - 
But  when  we  in  our  yiciousness  grow  haitly 

JO  misery  on't !)  the  wise  gods  seal  our  eyes  ^ 
n  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;  make  at 
Adore  our  errors  ;  laugh  at  us,  wlule  we  stmt 
To  our  confusion. 

Geo,  O,  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Caesar's  trencher :  nay,  you  were  a  firagment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's  ;  besides  what  hotter  hoon, 
UnregisterM  in  yulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out : — For,  I  am  sure. 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be. 
Too  know  not  what  it  is. 

Geo,  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewaids. 
And  say,  God  quit  you  I  be  familiar  with 
My  play  fellow,  your  hand  ;  this  kingly  seal. 
And  pl^hter  of  high  hearts ! — O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd  I'  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd  ? 
Re-^nter  AttendantSy  rviih  Thyreus. 

1  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 

1  Att.  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  i^ther  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter  :  and  be  thou  sorry 
To  follow  Cssar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him  :  henceforth^ 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee. 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't. — Get  thee  back  to  Cesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  say, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am  ; 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was  :  he  makes  me  angry  ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't ; 

m  Itto  not  whhoot  pity  mkI  indignation  that  the  reader  of  thto  mat  poet  metW 
•o  often  with  this  low  Jest,  wliich  is  too  much  a  faTomite  to  be  left  out  of  either 
mirth  or  fury*  JOHNSON.  Tlie  idea  of  the  homed  herd  was  caught  from  FMbn 
xxli.  12 :  «  Many  rae»  are  come  about  me:  fat  hdlt  of  Batao  doie  me  in  on  erery 
nde.*>  BTEEVENS. 

Vol,  V.  21 
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When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 

Haye  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shol  their  &eM 

Into  the  abism  of  kelL     If  he  Biislike 

My  speech,  and  what  is  done  ;  tell  him,  he  baa 

Hipparchu^  my  enfranchised  bondman,  whom 

He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 

As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me  :*  Urge  it  then  : 

Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.  [Eack  Thtusi. 

CUo,  Haye  you  done  yet  ? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 
Is  now  ecUps'd ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony ) 

Geo,  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  Cssar,  would  you  min|^e  ej9» 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 

Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet  ? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ?  • 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so, 
From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail, 
And  poison  it  in  the  source  ;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck  :  as  it  detenmnes,*  so 
Dissolve  my  hfe !  The  next  Caesarion  smite  !* 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb. 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all. 
By  the  discandytng  of  this  pelleted  storm. 
Lie  graveless  ;  til)  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey ! 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied : 
Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria  ;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fiite.     Onr  force  by  land 
Hath  moUy  held  ;  our  sever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,*  threatening  most  sea-Kke. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ? — Dost  thou  hear,  hdf  t 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  ; 
I  and  my  sword  wili  earn  our  chronicle  ; 
There  is  hope  in't  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord  1 

Ant.  I  wffi  be  treble-sinew'd,  hearted,  breath'd. 
And  fight  maliciously  :  for  when  mine  hours 


JOHNBON. 


'fj  To  npaj  ne  tbii  insult :  to  requite  roe.  J 

9|  OeterMtnM,  that  is,  diMolrefl.  K.  MASON.  

1    Cetailm  was  son  to  CItqpatra  bj  Julius  Cesar.  BTEEV- 

)Z]  Fleet  is  the  old  word  fwJUat.  TYRWHITT. 
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Were  nice'  and  lucky,  men  did  ransome 
Of  me  for  jests  ;  but  now,  I'll  set  mj  teeth,  - 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me. — Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudjTnight  :*  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains,  fill  our  bowls  ;  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Geo.  It  is  my  birth-day  : 
I  had  thought,  to  have  held  it  poor  ;  Irat,  fiiace  mj  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopabra. 

Ant.  We'll  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord« 

Ant.  Do  so,  we'll  speak  to  them ;  and  to-ni^  Plllbixtt 
The  wine  peep  throu^  their  scarB.---Come  on,  my  queen : 
There's  sap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me  ;  for  I  will  contend 
Eyen  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

[Elxeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Attend. 

EwK  Now  he'll  out-stare  the  lightning.    To  be  fiiriouf » 
Is«  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear  ;  and  in  that  mood. 
The  doye  will  peck  the  estridge  ;  and  I  see  stiU, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart.     When  valour  preys  on  reason. 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.     I  wiU  seek 
Some  way  to  leaye  hun.  {JEbwf. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — C£Sar'«  Camp  at  Alexandria.    Enter  CfSAR, 
reading  a  letter ;  Agrippa,  Mecjenas,  and  othen. 

Cass,  He  calls  me  boy  ;  and  chides,  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt :  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods  ;  dares  me  to  personal  combat^ 
Cttsar  to  Antony  :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die  ;  mean  time, 

n\  Niee—aeevM  to  be,  lust  fit  for  my  purpose,  agreeable  to  my  wUi.  So  n* 
▼i^^urly  tay  of  any  thing  that  is  done  better  than  was  expected,  it  is  nan. 

JOHNSOli. 

{'Q  TVk  it  sdii  an  epithet  bestowed  on  feast  days  in  the  colleges  of  ritber  uniTer* 
•1^.  8TEEVEN8.  Gawdy^  or  Grand  Days  in  the  Inns  of  court,  are  foar  in  th« 
jear,  AkomIob  day,  Midsununer  day,  Ail-saints  day,  and  Candlemas  day.       R££i> 
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Laugh  at  bis  challenge/ 

Mec.  Caesar  must  think,' 
When  one  so  great  begins  to  me,  he's  bunted 
Even  to  falling.    Give  him  no  mreath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction  i'  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

Ccu,  Let  our  best  heads 
Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight : — ^Within  our  files  there  are 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late. 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  be  done  ; 
And  feast  the  army  :  we  have  store  to  do*t. 
And  they  have  eam'd  the  waste.     Poor  Antony  I 

[ExemiL 

SCENE  IL 

Alexandria.   A  Room  in  the  Palace.  Enter  Ahtqht,  Cleo- 
patra, Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  andolhen. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortone. 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 
By  sea  and  land  I'll  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well  ? 

Eno.  ril  strike  ;  and  cry.  Take  all.* 

Ant.  Well  said  ;  come  on. — 
Call  forth  my  household  servants  ;  let's  to-night, 


[S]  WtaBt  a  reply  is  this  to  Antony'^  challenge  f  His  acknowledged  that  ba 
die  under  tlw  unequal  combat  j  but  if  we  read— 

He  hath  many  other  ways  to  die:  mean  time, 
I  laugh  at  his  diallenge. 

la  tUs  readiae  we  have  pc^gnancy,  and  the  veiy  repartee  of  Osdar.  LeA  hear  Fli> 
tarch.  After  this,  Antony  sent  a  diaUenge  to  Cesar,  to  fight  him  hand  to  hmmij^mi 
received  for  answer,  that  he  might  Jind  teveral  other  toaya  to  end  hit  Kfe,  UFTOK 
Most  indisputably  this  is  the  sense  of  Plutarch,  and  ^Ten  so  in  the  modera  traada* 
tlons;  but  Shakespeare  was  misled  by  the  ambiguity  of  tlw  old  <me.        FARMER. 

[6]  Read: 

CBsar  needs  must  think.  RITSON. 

m  Take  advantage  of.       JOHNSON. 

18]  Let  the  sunrivor  take  aU.    No  composition,  victory  or  death.       JQHVBOli 


ACT  IT*  AVTOVr  AND  CLEOPATKA*  A45 

Enter  SeroanU, 
Be  bounteoiis  at  oar  meal. — Qiye  me  thy  hand, 
Thoa  hast  been  rightly  honest ; — so  hast  then  ;— 
And  thou  ; — and  thou, — and  thou :— you  hare  senr'd  me 

well. 
And  kmgs  hare  been  yonr  fellows. 

Geo.  What  means  this  ? 

Eno.  [^Aeide.]  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  s<H> 
row  shoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

ArU.  And  thou  art  honest  too. 
I  wish,  I  could  be  made  so  many  men  ; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony  ;  that  I  might  do  you  service, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Sen.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Ant.  Wen,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-njg|it . 
Scant  not  my  cups  ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too. 
And  suffer'd  my  conunand. 

Geo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  ; 
Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more  ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.     I  look  on  you. 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away  ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for^t ! 

JEbio.  What  mean  you,  sir. 
To  give  them  this  discomfort  ?  Look,  they  weep  ; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-ey'd  :*  for  shame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  !• 

£l]  I  have  my  eye*  as  full  of  teara  as  if  they  had  been  fretted  by  <>"*®**  _^-- 

JOHNSON. 
That  la,  itop,  or  desist    So,  in  Chancer,  The  Kwigkta  Tak,  t.  IW^  «dilb 

<*  This  dvk  his  courser  with  his  sporres  smote, 

And  at  a  stert  be  was  betwixt  hem  two, 

And  poUed  oat  a  mverd,  and  cried,  ho  ! 

No  more,  up  prine  of  lesing^  of  your  bed." 
And  In  Myrrmtr  of  gwd  Mannertf  Ambition  is  compared  to 
••  The  sacke  uisatiaUe, 
The  eaeke  withoat  bottome,  which  never  can  say  hoJ*  H.  WHITE. 

21» 
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S40  AVT09T  AND  CLEOPATIU.  ACT  I?* 

Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus  \ 

Grace  grow  where  those  drops  fall !  My  heartj  fiiendsi 

Ton  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense  : 

I  spake  to  you  for  comfort ;  did  desire  you 

To  bum  this  night  with  torches  :.  Know»  my  hearts, 

I  hope  well  of  to-morrow  ;  and  will  lead  yon, 

TjThere  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life. 

Than  death  and  honour.'    Let's  to  supper  ;  c<»ne. 

And  drown  consideration.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

J%e  tame.    Before  the  Palace.    Eater  two  Soldier$  to  t&etr 

guard. 

1  Sold.  Brother,  good-night :  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  fare  you  welL 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets  t 

1  Sold.  Nothing :  What  news  ? 

2  Sold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour : 
Good  night  to  you. 

1  Sold.  WeU,  sir,  good  night 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers, 
Have  careful  watch. 

8  Sold.  And  you  :  Good  night,  good  ni^t.' 

[7^  first  two  place  themselves  at  their  posts* 
4  Sold.  Here  we  :    [They  take  their  posts.]  and  if  to* 
morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army, 
And  full  of  purpose. 

[Music  of  hautboys  under  Ae  Mkigu 

4  Sold.  Peace,  what  noise  ? 

1  Sold.  List,  list ! 

2  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold.  Music  i'the  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  signs  well,^ 
Does't  not  ? 

SSold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  say.     What  should  this  mean  7 

18]  That  is,  an  honourable  death.  UPTON. 

[4]  That  it,  it  it  a  good  sign,  it  bodes  weU,  kc  STEEVENB. 
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2  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules^  whom  Antony  lor'd, 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk ;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 

Do  hear  what  we  do.  [I^ey  advance  to  ano^r  past. 

2  Sold.  How  now,  masters  ? 
Sold,  How  now  ? 

How  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ?    [Several  speaking  together. 
1  Sold.  Ay  ;  is't  not  strange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  &r  as  we  have  quarter  ; 
Let's  see  how  'twill  give  off. 

Sold,  [several  speaking,']  Content :  'Tis  strange. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  same.    A  Room  in  ihe  Palace.     Enter  Antony  and 
Cleopatra  ;  Charmian,  and  others^  attending. 

Ant.  Eros  !  mine  armour,  Eros  ! 

Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

AsU.  No,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come ;  mine  armour,  Eros 

Enter  Eros,  with  armour. 
Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on  : — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her. — Come. 

Geo.  Nay,  I'll  help  too. 
What's  this  for  ? 

Ami.  .Ah,  let  be,  let  be  !  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart : — ^False,  false  ;  this,  tlu& 

Geo.  Sooth,  la,  I'll  help  :  Thus  it  must  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well ; 
We  shall  thrive  now. — See'st  thou,  my  good  fellow  ? 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,  sir.' 

Geo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely : 
'He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff't  for  our  repose**  shall  hear  a  storm. — 
Thou  fumblest  Eros  ;  and  my  queen's  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this,  than  thou  :  Despatch. — O  love, 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'st 

m  Thiit  If,  quteklj,  sir.  JOHNSON. 

|B]  To  daff  is  to  40 1^,  to  put  oO:  BTSEVENS. 


949  AVTOWT  AVB  CUBOTATmA*  A«T  Ifi 

The  TQjil  oooopatioQ !  thoa  sfaooldBt  tee 

Enter  an  Officer  armed, 
A  workman  io't— ^od-morrow  to  thee  ;  welcome : 
Thoa  look'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  chaige : 
To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime. 
And  |o  to  it  with  delight 

1  Q^.  A  tfaoosand,  sir. 

Early  though  it  be»  have  on  their  rireted  trim. 

And  at  the  port  expect  jou.      [Shout.  Trumpete.  flofinA. 

iSfUer  c^k«r  Oficers  and  Soldiers. 

2  Oj^.  The  mom  is  £dr. — Good-morrow,  general. 
ML  Good-morrow,  general. 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  lads. 
This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so  ;  Come,  give  me  that :  this  way  ;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me  : 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss  ;  rebukaUe,  [Kmee  her. 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment ;  I'll  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steeL — ^You,  that  will  fight. 
Follow  me  close  ;  I'll  bring  you  to't. — ^Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  Eros,  Offkert  and  SoldUn* 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 
He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Cesar  might 
Determine  thb  great  war  in  single  fight  I 
Then,  Antony, — ^But  now, — ^Well,  on.  {Enfewnt, 

SCENE  V. 

Ahtovt's  Camp  near  Alexandria.    Trumpeti  sound.   Enter 
Antony  and  Eros  ;  a  Soldier  meeting  them. 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony ! 

Ant.  'Would,  thou  and  those  thy  scars  had  once  pre- 
vail'd 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  I 

Sold.  Hadst  thou  done  so, 
The  kings  that  hare  revolted^  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  still 
Follow'd  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ?  v 

Sold.  Who  ? 


ACT  ir.  AHTomr  aitjd  cubopatra.  M9 

One  eFer  near  thee :  Call  for  Enobarlyas, 
He  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Cadsar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  Whst  sa.f  St  thou? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Cssar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 
He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after  ;  do  it : 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  Write  to  him 
(I  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master.  — O,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men  : — ^Eros,  despatch.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  VI. 

Cjesar's  Camp  he/ore  Alexandria.  Flourish.  Enter  C^sar, 
with  Agripfa,  Enobarbus,  and  others. 

Com.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 

Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive  ; 

Make  it  so  known. 
Agr.  CsBsar,  I  shall.  [Eocit, 

Obs.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 

Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 

Shall  bear  the  olive  freely.^ 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Antony 
Is  come  into  the  field. 

Coi,  Go,  charge  Agrippa 
Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van. 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself.  \Exeunt  Cjesar  and  his  train 

Em.  Alexas  did  revolt ;  and  went  to  Jewry, 
On  affairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  C»sar, 


«r]  L  e.  dun  fprlng  op  erery  where  spontaneoosljr  and  withoiii  cultiire.  WARB. 
a  htmr  does  sot  mean  to  vrodwx^  bnt  to  carry ;  and  the  ineanior  b,  that  the 
world  shall  then  enjoy  the  blessings  of  peace,  of  which  olite  branches  were  dke 
•sibiem.  The  soocen  of  Aneustus  rould  not  so  change  the  natare  of  things,  u  to 
nake  dw  ottre^ne  now  without  culture  in  aU  cUmates,  bat  it  shot  tbo  gates  of  tbo 
tenpio  of  Jamil.  M.  MASON. 


^60  AVTOVY  AND  CLEOPATIU.  ACT  If. 

And  leave  his  muter  Antony  :  for  this  painit 
Cssar  hath  hang'd  faim.    Canidius,  and  the  reit 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  hat 
No  honoiirahle  trust.     I  have  done  ill ; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely. 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  Cjssae. 

Sold,  Enoharhus,  Antony 
Hath  afler  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  wifli 
His  hounty  overplus  :  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard  ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now^ 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Enoharhus. 
I  tell  you  true  :  Best  that  you  saf 'd  tiie  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office. 
Or  would  have  done't  myself.     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [ExtL 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth,  ' 

And  feel  I  am  so  most.     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldst  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !  This  blows  my  heart  :* 
If  swifl  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifler  mean 
Shan  out-strike  thought  f  but  thought  will  dot,  I  feeL 
I  fight  against  thee ! — ^No  :  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die  ;  the  foul'st  best  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [fivft. 

SCENE  VII. 

Field  of  BatUe  between  the  Camps,     Alarwiu     Drvm$  md 
Trumpets,    Enter  Ao&ifpa,  and  others. 

Agr,  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too  fkt : 
Cassar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression* 
•Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [EaeemiL 

Alarum.     Enter  AiCTONr,  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed  1 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  them  home 

(81  This  senwotitjr,  (mf  EnobarbosO  iwelli  mj  heart,  m  tbat  It  will  wttUr 
tawik,  it  thougkt  bTMkitnoC,  a  swifter  inean-%       JOHNSON. 
To  bUm  nwBiM  to  pti^or  tweil  6TEEVENS. 

Rl  T^^  in  this  iwnaff«.««  in  maqj  otbers,  b\jMu  mdmehd^    tUSJOHBL 
[IJ  Ppprenlon  for  opfiosiUon.  WARBURTOK 
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With  doati  idMNit  fbm  headb. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  Hr 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holei :  I  hare  jet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Ero$.  Thej  are  beaten,  sir ;  and  our  adrantage  teryes 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  v»  score  their  backs, 
And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind  ; 
'Tis  sjfort^olBialil  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  willVeward  thee 
Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten*fold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Eageimi. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Under  ihe  Walls  of  Alexandria.    Alarum.     Enter  AirroirTi 
marching  ;  Scarus,  and  Forces. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp  ;  Run  one  before, 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guests.* — To-morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we'll  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  serv'd  the  cause,  but  as  it  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine  ;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,*  your  friends. 
Ten  them  your  feats  ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  woun&,  and  kiss 
The  honour'd  gashes  whole. — Give  me  thy  hand  ; 

[To  ScARUS. 

Enter  Cleofatra  attended. 
To  this  great  fairy  I'll  commend  thy  acts,* 
Hake  her  thanks  bless  thee. — ^O  thou  day  o'the  world. 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck  ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 

R)  Aaloagrt  •titar  hit  Mcceci,  intends  to  bring  Us  ofBeers  to  mp  with  Ctoopalm 
aid  oidtn  aotlce  to  be  chren  of  tlieir  gfuests.  JOHMSON. 

HTo  cfte  te  to  enbnus.  STEEV£NS. 

Mr.  Uplon  has  well  obeerved, /airy,  which  Dr.  Warburton  and  sir  T.  Ha 
•xpldii  bf  hudUmirtUf  eompriset  the  idea  of  power  and  beaatj. 

JOHNSON. 


26S  AirroirT  and  cLBOPATaA.  act  it. 

Through  proof  of  harness'  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  trilimphing. 

Geo.  Lord  of  lords  ! 
O  infinite  virtae  !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare*  uncanght  ? 

Ant,  My  nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.     What,  gU  ?  thouigh 

grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  brown ;  yet  hare  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.^    Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  fayourinff  hand  ;— - 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior  : — He  hath  fouglR^tQ^bgl  «*»«-. 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had  *  *^* 

Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend. 
An  armour  all  of  gold  ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant.  He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — iSive  me  thy  hand  ; 
Through  Alexandria  make   a  jolly  march  ; 
Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them  :^ 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host,  we  would  all  sup  together  ; 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate. 
Which  promises  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear  ; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines  ; 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together, 
Applauding  our  approach.  [JQseiMt 

SCENE  IX. 
Cjesar's  Can^,    Sentinels  on  their  post.    Enter  Enobabbvi* 

1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hoar. 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard  :  The  ni^^ 
Is  shiny  ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 

By  the  second  hour  i'the  mom. 

2  Sold.  This  last  day  was 
A  shrewd  one  to  us. 


[51  That  is,  amiottr  of  prooC    Hamnit,  Fr.  Armue^  ItaL  8TKKV. 

[6]  That  is,  the  war.    8o  In  the  116th  Psalm:  <*Tbe  nuaru  of  dttih 
me  rpand  about"  STEEVENS. 

[7]  At  aU plafs  of  bairien,  the  bouodanr  if  caHed  a fM^.*  to  nm  aM«L  k  to  It 
saprior  in  a  contest  of  activity.  JOHNSON. 

[8]  Bear  our  haclcM  targett  with  spirit  and  eznltatloB,  todi  as  beeooMi  Iht  bnfft 
wwTiorB  that  own  them !  JOHNSON. 


ACT  IV.  Airromr  and  cleopat&a.  258 

Eno.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 
3  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

2  Sold.  Stand  close,  and  list  to  him. 

Eno,  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 
When  men  revolted  shall  npon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbns  did 
Before  thy  &ce  repent  I  « 

1  Sold.  Enobarbns ! 

3  Sold.  Peace ; 
Hark  further. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  tme  melancholy. 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me  f 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  wiU, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me  :  Throw  my  heart 
Agednst  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  &ult ; 
VHiich,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder. 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular  ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver,  and  a  fugitive : 
O  Antony  !  O  Antony  i  [Diei 

2  Sold.  Let's  speak 
To  him. 

1  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
Hay  concern  Caesar. 

3  Sold.  Let's  do  so.    But  he  sleeps. 

1  Sold.  Swoons  rather  ;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleeping. 

2  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  awake,  sir  ;  speak  to  us. 
ft  Sold.  Hear  you,  sir  ? 

1  Sold.  The  liand  of  death  has  raught  him.'  Hark,  the 
drums  [Drtims  afar  cff. 

Demurely  wake  the  sleepers  :*  Let's  bear  h'm 
To  the  court  of  guard  ;  he  is  of  note  :  our  hour 
la  fully  out. 

3  SiM.  Come  on  then  ; 

He  may  recover  yet.  [ExeuiU  mih,  ihe  body. 

—  — 

m  TlMt  ii|  dlMharg^  m  a  ^ponfe,  when  fqneeud,  Otadtargf  Um  noirtBre  It 
haa  nAilMd.    So,  in  HmmUit  h^U  Is  bat  tmuuimg  yon,  aad,  iponft,  yon  dmll  lit 

agtta.*  8TEEVEN8.  

'  Bmtgii  ii  the  ancient  preterite  of  the  Terb  to  rtmek,  8TEEVEKB. 

Dmmth  tar  eolaauify.  WARBURTON. 

Vol.  v.  22 
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954  AVTOirr  ahd  clxopatiu.  actit.  I* 

L 
SCENE  X.  i| 

Between  ^  two  Gdmum.  Enter  ANTOirr  and  Scariis,  vi  |I 

Tarceif  marching.  |I 

./In^.  Their  preparation  ia  to-day  by  sea ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would,  they'd  fight  i'the  fire,  or  in  the  air ; 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is  ;  Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  ciij 
Shall  stay  with  us  :  order  for  sea  is  given ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven  :  Further  on. 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discoyer. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [ExeimL 

Enter  Cjesar,  and  his  Farces^  mardiing. 

Ges.  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  still  by  hnd. 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall  ;*  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  gallies.     To  the  vales. 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  [ExemU* 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they're  not  join'd  :  Where  yonder  pine  does 
stand, 
f  shall  discover  all :  I'll  bring  thee  #ord 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [EaA 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests  :  the  augurers 
Say,  they  know  not, — they  cannot  tell ; — ^look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected  ;  and,  by  starts. 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear. 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

[Alarum  afar  off',  ae  at  a  Mea-fif^ 
Re-enter  Antony.  • 

Ant.  All  is  lost ; 
This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betray'd  me  : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe  ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together   . 

[4]  That  is,  unlew  we  be  charg'd  we  will  reimin  qidetat  land,  wUeb  mkUL  IfHt 
pose  we  shall  keep.  But  tetty  elMrfd  was  a  phrase  of  that  tfawi^  wi|riwfcl  tiw» 
/est  «w  &0.  WARDURTON. 

<*  JIm«  (says  Mr.  Lambe,  in  his  notes  on  the  ancient  netrfeal  Ustonr  of  Vlt  iMdi 
of  F/bcbbiv)  signnifies  witAout,"  in  which  sense  it  is  often  used  latlia  Ilbrfh.  'Boati 
M  Spurs.**  Vulff.  Again,  In  KeXfyH  CoOeetian  of  SeatU  Pnvuti  :  «  ^Be  eonid  flit 
vtthtc  salt**  Acain:**He  gave  me  whitings  ta(t  bones.**  JBitf  is  from  «m; 
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ACT  IV.  AirrOVY   AND   CLEOPATRA.  MB 

lAke  hwnda  loi^  lost — Triple-turn'd  whore !'  'tis  thou 

Hast  sold  me  to  this  noyice  ;  and  my  heart 

Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — ^Bid  them  all  6j  ; 

For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  nSy  charm, 

I  haye  done  all : — ^Bld  them  all  fly,  hegone.    [Exe.  Scar. 

O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more  : 

Fortune  and  Antony  part  here  ;  eyen  here 

Do  we  shake  hands. — ^All  come  to  this  ? — ^The  hearts 

That  sponierd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 

Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 

On  blossoming  Csesar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 

Tliat  oyer-topp'd  them  all.     Betray'd  1  am  : 

O  this  fidse  soul  of  Egypt !  this  graye  charm,^ — 

Whose  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home  ; 

Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end. 

Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  &st  and  loose,' 

Beguil'd  me  to  the  yery  heart  of  loss  ' — 

What,  £n>s»  Eros ! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  spell !  Ay  aunt. 

Geo,  Why  is  my  lord  enragM  against  his  loye  T 
AtU.  Vanish  ;  or  I  shall  giye  thee  thy  desenring, 

And  blemish  Cassar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee. 

And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  Plebeians  : 

Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 

Of  all  thy  sex  ;  most  monster-like,  be  shown 

For  poor'st  diminutiyes,  to  dolts  ;  and  let 

Patient  Octayia  plough  thy  yisage  up 

{5]  Gleopatra  wms  fint  the  mistress  of  Julias  Cesar,  then  of  Gnehis  Totapey^  and 
■ftenrards  of  Antony.    To  this,  I  tliink,  tlie  epithet  lripU-tum*d  alludes.    So,  in  a 


**  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 

Dead  Cesar's  trencher;  ni^,  yon  are  a  firagmenl 

Of  Caeius  Pompey." 
lEr.  Tcrilet  siqiposed  that  Cleopatra  had  been  mistress  to  Pompey  the  Great ;  but  her 
lover  was  his  eldest  eon,  Cneius  Pompey.  MALONE. 

[6]  I  believe  grave  charm  means  deadly,  or  destructive  piece  of  witchcraft.    In 
diM  aoMe  the  euuhet  erave  is  often  used  (ty  Chaimian  In  his  translation  of  Homer. 

8TEEVENS. 
(7]  There  is  a  kind  of  pun  in  this  passage,  arising  from  the  corruption  of  the  word 
l^fjfplum  into  giptf/.  The  old  law-books  term  such  persons  as  ramble  about  the 
coontiy,  and  pretend  skill  in  palmistry  and  fortune-telling,  Egvptiant.  Fast  and 
Isms  ia  a  larm  to  signify  a  cheating  game,  of  which  the  followii^  is  a  description. 
A  laallisrw  belt  Is  made  up  into  a  number  of  Intricate  folds,  and  i^aced  edgewise 
opMialable.  One  of  the  Mds  is  made  to  resemble  the  middle  of  the  girdle,  so  thai 
WBoever  slMmld  tenst  a  skewer  into  it  would  tidnk  he  held  it  fiut  to  the  table;  where. 
m,-wImb  ke  has  so  done,  the  person  with  whom  he  plays  may  take  hold  of  both  ends, 
•ad  draw  itaway.  This  trickis  now  known  to  tlie  common  people,  by  the  name  ot 
•riflNiv<*(*ii«iK  or  firvtfe,  and  perhaps  was  pracfised  by  tke  Gypsies  in  the  time  of 
BhdkMnpt.  S»  J.  UAWKINS. 

ffl]fotlM  atmost  IMS  possible.  JOHNSON. 
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256  Airroirr  and  cleopatrjl.  act  ir. 

With  her  prepared  nails.*    [Exit  Cleopatra.]   'Tit  wcB 

thou'rt  gone ; 
If  it  be  well  to  live  :  But  better  'twere 
Thou  fell'st  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Mt^t  have  prerented  many. — ^Eros,  ho  ! — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rs^ ; 
Let  me  lodge,  Lichas,  on  the  horns  o'the  moon  ;* 
And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heayiest  cfaib. 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.     The  witch  shall  die  ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  &11 
Under  this  plot :  she  dies  for't. — ^Eros,  ho  i  [£fd 

SCENE  XL 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace.    Enter  Cleopatea, 
Chariuan,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Geo,  Help  me,  my  women !  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield  ;'  the  boar  of  Theaaaly 
Was  never  so  emboss'd.^ 

Char.  To  the  monument ; 
There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  partmg, 
Than  greatness  going  o£f. 

Geo.  To  the  monument : — 
Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously :  Hence, 
Mardian  ;  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.— 
To  the  monument.  lExemL 

SCENE  XIL 

The  same.     Another  Room.     Enter  Antont  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me  ? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish  ; 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower 'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 

ril  L  e.  with  nails  which  the  suffered  to  grow  for  this  pnrpoee..    WARBURTORi 

[2]  This  ioMige  oar  poet  seems  to  have  tden  from  Beneca^  Hermlet,  wte  snib 
Lielias  being  laanehed  into  the  air,  sprinkled  the  douds  wMi  his  Mood.  BopMilb 
on  the  same  occasion,  tallu  at  a  much  soberer  rate.  WARBURTON. 

[SI  That  is,  than  AJaa  Trlamon  for  the  armonrof  Ackaiu^  the  roost  TataaUepift 
of  s^ich  was  the  shield.    The  boar  of  Thessaly  wasthe  boarldUed  by  BMefr. 

STEEVENIS. 

[4]  JEMom'cI— a  hunting  term:  when  a  deer  is  hard  run,  and  foamf  at  tha 
keiiMddtobetm&flif.    ^LAZflOER. 
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With  trees  apon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 

And  mock  our  eyes  with  air  :  Thou  hast  seen  these  signs  ; 

They  are  black  vesper's  pageants.' 

Eros,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Jba.  That,  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought, 
The  rack  disUmns  ;^  and  makes  it  indistinct. 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  does,  my  loriL^^ 

Ant,  My  good  knave,  flBLnow  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body  :  here  I  am  Antony  ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt ;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  she  had  mine  ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto't 
A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false  play'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros  ;  there  is  left  us 

Enter  Mardian. 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — O,  thy  vile  lady  ! 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar,  No,  Antony ; 
My  mistress  lov'd  Uiee,  and  her  fortunes  minted 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant,  Hence,  saucy  eunuch  ;  peace  ; 
She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar,  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once  ; 
And  that  she  has  discharged  :  What  thou  wouldst  do. 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand  ;  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  Antony !  most  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony  ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips  :  she  rendered  life. 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant,  Dead  then  ? 

Mar,  Dead. 

Ant,  Eros,  unarm  ;  the  long  day's  task  is  done. 
And  we  must  sleep  : — That  thou  depart'st  jjience  safe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly  ;  Go. — Off,  pluck  off; — 
The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep  [Exit  Mardian 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  tides  !  i.  # 


(51  The  beauty  both  of  the  expression  and  the  oUusion  is  ksit,  mImb  we  reeoUert 
Cbe  rrequeocy  and  the  natare  of  these  shows  in  Shakespeare's  ag*.      T.  WARTON. 
{6]  L  e.  the  fleetiof^  away  of  the  doudk  destroys  the  picture.       STEEVENS 
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fleart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent, 
Crack  thy  frail  case  ! — ^Apace,  Eros,  apace.— 
No  more  a  soldier  : — Bruised  pieces,  go  ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while. — 
[  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and  [Exit  £iu>& 

Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  : — Since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  furth^^  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does  ;  yea,  vemKorce  entangles 
Itself  with  strength  :  Seal  tien,  and  all  is  done  .* 
Eros  ! — I  come,  my  queen  : — ^Eros  I — Stay  for  me  : 
^Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 
fAnd  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze  :  ^^....x 
i>ido  and  her  ^neas  shall  want  troops, 
And  aU  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros  ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 
I  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Qjuarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself,  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Caesar  tells, 
/  am  conqueror  of  myself.     Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come,  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed,)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command. 
Thou  then  wouldst  kill  me  :  Do't ;  the  time  is  come  t 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Caesar  thou  defeat'st. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros,  The  gods  withhold  me  ! 
Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant,  Eros, 
Wouldst  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,^  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,'  his  face  subdu'd 

I 1 ■ • ■ — -^^^ 

[8]  Hetopbor  takes  from  civil  contracts,  where,  wlien  all  is  agreed  on,  the  aeaUaff 
completes  the  cootnoll  aohe  hath  determined  to  die,  and  DOtliuig  reatiaed  iMrt  ts 
give  the  stroke.  WARBURTON. 

I  believe  the  readllur  Is :  Seel  then,  and  all  is  done.-— 

To  $eel  hawks  is  to  close  their  eves.  JOTI-NBON. 

[9\  PUaek'd  omu— arms  fokled  in  each  other.  JOHNSON. 

[1]  CorrigMs  for  oorrecfed,  as  afterwards  penetrative  for  penetradng.  8TEEYS1I& 
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To  penetratiye  shame  ;  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortonate  Cxsar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued  ?* 

Ero$.  I  would  not  see't. 

Ant.  Come  then  ;  for  with  a  wound  I  most  be  car'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  K>r  thy  country. 

Ero$*  O,  sir,  pardon  me.. 

JhU.  When  I  did  make  tifte  free,  swor'st  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?  Do  it  at  once  ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eroi,  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance. 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

Ant.  Lo  thee.  {Turning  from  Mm. 

Ero$.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it 

Ero$.  My  dear  master, 
My  captain,  and  my  emperor !  let  me  say, 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  'Tis  said,  man  ; — and  farewell. 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  1  strike  now  ? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.    Why,    there    then  ;     ■     [Falls  on  his  sword.J 
Thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [Dies. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself! 
Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiaot  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  not.     My  queen  and  Eros 
Hare,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record  :  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then  ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar  ;  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  sworcL 
I  leam'd  of  thee.     How  !  not  yet  dead  ?  not  dead  ?— 
The  guard  ! — ^ho  ! — O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Cruard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noise  ? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends  ;  O,  make  an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  star  is  fallen. 

'  |-r— 

p]  Tlie  poor  conquered  wreteh  that  followed.         JOHNSON. 
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1  Guard.  And  time  ia  at  hit  period. 

All.  Alaii,  and  woe ! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard.  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [ExewU  Ouari 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  hid  thy  foUowen  fly. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar,  with  this  tidingi, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diombdbs. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony? 

Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man  ?  [Exit  Dsbgbtas. 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,   Diomed  ?  Draw  thy  8Word»  and 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death.  [P^®  i^ 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord, 
My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  she  send  thee  ? 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  she  ? 

Dio.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.    She  had  a  prophesying 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass  :  for  when  she  saw  [fear 

(Which  never  shall  be  found,)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  dispos'd  with  CsBsar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead ; 
But,  fearing  since  iiow  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth  ;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed  :  Call  my  guard,  I  pr'ythee. 

Dio.  What,    ho !    the  emperor's   gusurd  I  The  guard, 
Come,  your  lord  calls.  [what,  ho  1 

Enter  some  of  the  Chiard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides ; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

1  Guard.  Woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 
All.  Most  heavy  day  ! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  sorrows  :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up  : 
I  have  led  you  oft  ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [Exeunt^  bearing  Avr. 
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SCENE  XIIL 

The  $ame»      A  Monument.       Enter   ahove^  Cleopatba, 

Charmian,  and  lais. 

Geo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence- 

dhar.  Be -comforted,  dear  madam. 

CZeo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  ftraQge  and  terrible  eyents  are  welcome, 
Bnt  commrtB  we  despise  ;  our  size  of  sorrow 
Proportion*d  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes. 
As  that  which  makes  it. — ^How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Dio.  JEiifl  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'the  other  side  your  monument. 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antont,  borne  by  the  Cruard. 

Cleo*  O  thou  sun, 
Bum  the  great  sphere  thou  moy'st  in  1— •darkling  stand 
The  rarying  shore  o'the  world  l^ — O  Antony ! 
Antony,  Antony  ! — Charmian,  help  ;  help,  Iras  ; 
Help,  friends  below ;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Jbit,  Peace : 
Not  CaBsar's  yalour  hath  overthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumph'd  on  itself. 

Geo,  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony     ^ 
Should  conquer  Antony  ;  but  woe  'tis  so  I 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  ;  only 
I  here  imp6rtune  death  a  while,^  until 
Of  many  Uiousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. — 

Geo.  I  dare  not,  dear, 
(Dear  my  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not, 
Lest  I  be  taken  :*  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  iull-fortun'd  Caesar  ever  shall 

[31  Aceordlng^  to  the  philosophy  which  prevailed  trom  (he  age  of  Aristotle  to  that 
of  Boakespeare,  and  loog  since,  thesun  was  a  ptamet,  and  was  wUried  romd  tho 
«vth  by  the  motion  of  a  solid  sphere  in  which  it  was  fixed  .—If  the  sun  therefore 
was  to  set  fire  to  the  sphere,  so  as  to  consume  it,  the  coneequence  must  be,  that  itself 
for  want  of  support,  most  drop  through,  and  wander  in  endless  space}  and  iatbifcasa 
Che  earth  would  be  ioTolred  in  endless  night  HEATH. 

[4]  I  $olioii  death  to  delay }  or,  I  trmMe  death  by  keeping  him  hi  ^"^tl%^„..„ 

JOHNBOlv* 

[5]  Mr.  Theobald  amends  this  passage  by  adding  to  the  end  of  Antony'k  7^^ 
^      -  —  ^  ■      "^  and  should  be  placed  at  the  end  of  the 


Cams  dnm.    Hia  iosortion  seems  ndsiriaced, 
next  line  but  one.    I  would  therefore  read: 

I  lay  npan  Hty  Hpa. 
Cfaa.  I  dare  ooC  dear,  «««,^«, 

(OeMT  ay  loni,  pardoiH)  I  dare  aot  cam  d»mL         RITSON. 
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Be  broochM  with  me  ;*  if  knife,  drags,  serpenti,  haye 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe  : 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 
And  still  conclusion,^  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — ^But  come,  come,  Antooj,— - 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up  ;— 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  sport,  indeed  !• — ^How  heavy  ^eigbslnj lord! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness. 
That  makes  the  wei^t :  Had  I  great  Juno's  power. 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up. 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
(wishers  were  ever  fooUi — O,  come,  come,  come ; 

[7^^  draw  Aktoity  iip* 
And  welcome,  welcome  I  die,  where  tibtou  hast  fiv*d  : 
Quicken  with  kissing  ;  had  my  lips  that  power. 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out 

Att.  A  heavy  sight ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  : 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  speak  ;  and  let  me  rail  so  lii^. 
That  the  false  housewise  Fortune  break  her  wiieel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  sweet  queen  : 
Of  Cxsar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safety. — O  \ 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me  : 
Nt>ne  about  Caesar  trust,  but  Proculeius. 

Qeo.  My  resolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  trust ; 
None  about  Caesar. 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end. 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at :  but  please  your  thoughts, 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o'the  world. 
The  noblest :  and  do  now  not  basely  die. 
Nor  cowardly  ;  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.     Now,  my  spirit  is  going  ; 

[6]  Brooch*d  in  the  text,  means  sdoraV,  as  it  has  heen  pnmer^y  csplaiBed  bjMr. 
Bteevens.  A  brooch  is  alwajs  an  ornament ;  whether  a  buckle  or  pin  for  thebnMt, 
hat,  or  hair,  or  wliaterer  other  shape  It  may  assoroe.  A  broadi  is  a  nit:  As 
tpin§  of  churches  are  likewise  so  called  in  the  nordieni  oooatiesL  a«  SmM 
broach.  RIT80N. 

a  Sedate  determination ;  silent  coolness  of  resolution.  JOHKSON. 
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I  can  no  more.  [Diet, 

CUo.  Noblest  of  men^  woo't  ^  ? 
Hast  tboa  no  care  of  me  ?  shaU  I  abide 
In  this  dull  woiid,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  stye  ?— O,  see,  my  woaoen. 
The  crown  o'the  earth  4k>th  jcnelt :— -My  loid  1«— 
O,  withered  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen  f  yoimg  boys,  and  girky 
Are  lerel  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone, 
^nd  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
^Veneath  the  visiting  moon.  \Sh$  fituiU. 

Char.  O,  quietness,  lady ! 

Jra»,  She  is  dead  too,  our  aoveragn* 

Otar.  Lailfy,-'- 

IrpM'.  Madam, — 

Char.  O  ma^hn,  madam,  madam  1 

Ira$.  Royal  Egypt  1 
£mpress ! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Geo.  No  more  but  e'n  a  woman ;'  and  commuided 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks. 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.^ — ^It  were  for  me 
To  duow  my.  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  teU  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
TUI  they  had  stolen  our  jewel.     AU's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish ;  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad  :  (Then  is  it  sin, 
\  To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death, 
^  Ere  death  dare  come  to  us^UHow  do  you,  women  ? 
What,  what  ?  good  cheer !  i¥hy,  how  now,  Charmian ! 
My  noble  girls  ! — ^Ah,  women,  women  !  look, 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out : — Good  sirs,  take  heart  :-<- 

[To  ihe  Guards  below 
We'll  bury  him :  apd  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble. 
Let's  do  it  after  the  hig^  Roman  &shion. 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away : 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women !  come  ;  we  have  no  ftiend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt ;  those  above  bearing  ^  Amtohy's  body, 

J  Be  at  whom  the  soldlen  pointed  u  at  a  pafaant  held  Idgta  fi»r  obiemlion. 
I  havABo  more  of  my  wonted  greatnefs,  but  am  even  a  woman  on  tbe  levd 
aOcr  VTMMn;  wheie  I  what  I  onoe  was, 
-*—It  were  for  me 

T«  thnm  taj  neplre,  ke.  JOHNSON. 

[9]  That  k,  taik  wwk.   Hence  oor  term  eUt€  iwiaim.  STEEVKNS. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — CmaAR^B  Can^  before  Alexandria.     EiUer  C^ 

BAR,   AORIPPA,  DOLABKLLA,   MeC£NAS,   GaLLUS,  P|U)GV- 

LEivs,  and  aihen.  |^ 

Ga».  Go  to  him,  Dolabella»  bid  him  yield  ; 
Being  bo  frustrate,  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  bj 
The  paoses  that  he  makes. 

Dol.  Cassar,  I  shall.  [Elxit  DouiBEUi. 

Enter  Dercetas,  vnik  ^  iword  o/T  Antokt. 

Ceu.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thoa,  that  dar^ 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas  ; 
Mark  Antony  1  senr'd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  senr'd :  whilst  he  stood  up,  and  spoke. 
He  was  my  master  ;  and  I  wore  my  life. 
To  spend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  lum 
I'll  be  to  Caesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Ccu.  What  is't  thou  say'st  ? 

Der.  I  say,  O  Caesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

Ceu.  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  shonld  make 
A  greater  crack  :  The  round  world  should  haye  shook 
Lions  into  civil  streets,^ 

And  citizens  to  their  dens  : — ^The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  sin^e  doom ;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der,  He  is  dead,  Cassar ; 
Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife  ;  but  that  self  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did. 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart. — This  is  his  sword ; 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stam'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Ccu,  Look  you  sad,  friends  ? 
The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is. 
That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 

[1]  I  think  here  If  a  line  lott,  after  which  it  is  in  Tain  to  so  fai  qveit  Th»  mm 
■eenu  to  have  been  this :  **  The  round  world  should  have  £ook,  and  Chia  graal^ 
teration  of  the  system  of  things  diottld  send  lions  into  streets,  and  cttlMM  into  (taM.'* 
There  is  stnse  still,  but  it  Is  harsh  and  violent  JOHNSON. 


Oar  Biofit  persisted  deeds. 

Mec*  His  taiots  and  honimrs 
Waged  equal  with  him.* 

Jigr,  A  rarer  spirit  never 
Did  steer  ^uBumity :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  m 
Some  fiiults  to  make  us  men.— Caesar  is  touchM. 

Mec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  before  him. 
He  needs  must  see  himselfl 

Gei.  O  Anton  J ! 
I  haye  follow'd  thee  to  this  ; — ^But  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies  :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day. 
Or  look  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  staU  together 
In  the  whole  world  :  But  yet  let  me  lament, 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts. 
That  thou,  my. brother,  my  competitor 
Id  top  of  aJl  design,  my  mate  in  empire, 
Friend  and  con^panion  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  attd  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, — that  ou^  ttaiv, 
Uoreconcilable,  should  divide 
Our  equalness  to  this. — ^Hear  me,  good  friends,-*- 
Bat  1  will  tell  you  at  some  raeeter  season ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him. 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says. — ^Whence  «re  you  ? 

Met.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.     The  queen  my  mistress, 
Confin'd  in  all  she  has,  her  monttment. 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction  ; 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  henedf 
To  the  way  she's  forced  to. 

Oct.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 
She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her  :  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungente. 

Met,  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [Esii* 

Cou.  Come  hither,  Proculeius ;  €ro,  and  say. 
We  purpose  her  no  shame  :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require ; 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us  :  for  her  life  in  Rome 

|S}  S«Kl«^r^iHlh  the  Mcoad  folio,  where  it  to  iniaqielt«Myi>        BllSOIf* 
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Would  be  eternal  in  oar  triomi^ :  Go, 

And,  with  your  speediest,  bring  as  what  she  sajs. 

And  how  yon  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Caesar,  I  shall.  .  [Exit  Pkoc.  \^l 

Gk9.  Gallns,  go  you  along. — ^Where's  Dolabella, 
To  second  Proculeius  ?  [Reit  Gallob, 

Agr.  Mec.  DolabeUa ! 

Com.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employed  ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 

00  with  me  to  my  tent ;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war  ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings  :  Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  i  can  show  in  this.  [Eretntf. 

SCENE  II. 
Alexandria.  A  Roam  in  ike  Momiment.    Enter  Clrotatu, 

Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo,  My  desdiation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  lue  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar  ^ 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will ;  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds  ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  ; 
Which  sleeps,  and  neyer  palates  more  the  dung,  I: 

The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's.^  ]: 

Enter f  to  the  Gate$  of0^  Monument^  Proculeius,  Gallvs^ 

and  Soldier$. 

Pro.  CaBsar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  t^gypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demancbi 
Thou  mean'st  to  hare  him  grant  Uiee.  1 

aeo.  [Within.]  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Oeo.  [Withm.]  Antony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you  ;  but 

1  dp  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiy'd, 
That  haye  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  haye  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him. 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 

No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  please 

-^—  '  

[4]  The  difficultj  of  the  pamage,  if  any  dHSenlty  there  be,  arises  firom  Ais,  that  th» 
set  of  suicide,  and  the  state  which  is  tbe  effect  of  suicide,  are  confoondaiL  yoin* 
taiy  death,  says  she,  is  an  act  vMck  Mtt  tip  ekange  ;  it  produces  a  slate, 

XPWcA  </eejM,  and  never  wdatu  more  the  mmg^ 

TMe  hegfmr*i  mtr«e,  ani  Ceeai'e. 
Which  has  no  longer  kieed  of  the  gross  and  terrene  sustenance,  in  the  use  of  whIA 
Csettr  and  the  beggar  are  on  a  level.       The  speech  is  abmpC,  bat  pertorbatloB  l« 
Mch  a  state  is  sttre&  naturaL  JOHNSON 
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To  giYP  me  conquerM  Egypt  fot  mj  son. 
He  give^  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro,  Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
Ton  are  £illen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing  i 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  ray  lord. 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.     Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependency  ;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

CUo.  [Within.]  Pray  you,  tell  him 
I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.'  I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience  ;  and  would  ^adly 
Look  him  i'the  face. 

Pro,  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 
Have  comfort ;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

GcU.  You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  surpris'd  ; 
[Here  Proculeius,  and  two  of  the  Guardy  ascend  the  MonU' 

tntnt  by  a  ladder  placed  against  a  TxnndoWj  and  having 

descended,  come  behind  Cleopatra.     Some  of  the  Guara 

nnbar  and  open  the  gates. 
Guard  her  till  Caesar  come.  [To  ProI  andGtuird,  Ex.  Gal. 

Iras,  Ro3ral  queen ! 

Char,  O  Cleopatra !  thou  art  taken,  queen ! — 

Geo,  Qjaick,  quick,  good  hands.        [Draimf^  a  dagger. 

Pro,  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold  :  [Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Reliey'd,  but  not  betray'd. 

Geo,  What,  of  death  too. 
That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  ?* 

Pro,  Cleopatra, 
Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself :  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Geo,  Where  art  thou,  death  ? 
Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars. 

Pro,  O,  temperance,  lady ! 

Cleo,  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat ;  I'll  not  drink,  sir  : 

[51  I  allow  him  to  bemv  oonqoerors  I  own  hit  Mperioritgr  with  oomplete  fubmto- 
J0UK80N.       ie}ronmntvdik,ltidM^W€umjnmd«mgM.    J0HK60II. 
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If  idle  talk  will  one*  be  necessary, 

I'll  not  sleep  neither  :  This  mortal  hooee  Vlk  ram. 

Do  Caesar  what  he  can.     Know,  sir,  that. I 

Will  not  wait  pinionM  at  your  master's  eoiirt  y 

Nor  once  be  chaBtis'd  with  the  sob«r  eye 

Ofdnll  Octayia.     ShaU  they  hoist  me  i^. 

And  show  me  to  the  shouting  rarietiy 

Of  censuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 

Be  gentle  grave  to  me  !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 

Lay  me  st^k  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 

Blow  me  into  abhorring  I  rather  make 

My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet. 

And  hang  me  up  in  chains ! 

Pro.  You  do  extend 
These  thoughts  of  horror  ferther  thaa  you  sbidl 
Find  cause  in  Caesar. 

Enter  Dolabslla. 

Dol.  Proculeius, 
What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows. 
And  he  has  sent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  <|aeen, 
I'll  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabella, 
It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  her. — 
To  Caesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please,    [To  Ctso. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die.        [Exe.  Procul.  and  Soldier* 

DoL  Most  noble  empress,  you  hare  he^  of  me  ? 

Geo,  I  cannot  tell. 

DoL  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

Geo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  haye  heard,  or  known. 
You  laugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams  ; 
Is't  not  your  trick  ? 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  madam. 

Geo.  1  dream'd,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony  ;— 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man  I 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  you,-~ 

Geo.  His  face  was  as  the  heayens  ;  and  therein  stack 
A  sun,  and  moon  ;  which  kept  their  course,  and  lij^ted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dol.  Jlost  sovereign  creature, — 

Geo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean  ;  his  rear'd  arm 
Crested  the  world  :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  mends  ; 
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But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb, 
i  He  was  as  rattling  thunder.    For  his  bounfy, 
I  There  was  no  winter  inH ;  an  autumn  'tw^, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like  ;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liir'd  in  :  In  his  Hyery 
Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets  ;  realms  and  islands  were 
.  As  plates  dropp'd  from  his  pocket.^ 

DoL  Cleopatra, 

Cleo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  mi^t  be,  such  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

Dol.  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo,  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such, 
^  It's  past  the  size  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  stuff 
^To  vie  strange  forms  with  £uicy  ;  yet,  to  imagine 
/An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy, 
f  Condemning  shadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  madam  : 
Tour  loss  is  as  yourself,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  'Would  I  might  never 
Overtake  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel, 
Bjr  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Know  you,  what  Caesar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

DoL  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

Dol.  Madam»he  will ; 
I  know  it. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Cssar. 
EjnierCjESAKy  Gallus,  Proculeius,Mec£KAS,Seleucus,&c* 

Gas.  Which  is  the  queen 
Of  Egypt  ? 

Dol.  'Tis  the  emperor,  madam.  [Cleo.  kneels. 

Gas.  Arise, 

You  shall  not  kneel : 

1  pray  you,  rise  ;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus  ;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 


19]  Plaiu  meuh  I  beU«Te,  sUrer  money.  BTSEVEII& 
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Ccu.  Take  tou  no  hard  thoughts  : 
The  record  of  what  iDJuries  you  did  us. 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remenftber 
As  things  hut  done  hy  chance. 

C7eo.  Sole  sir  o^lhe  world, 
1  cannot  project  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear  ;  but  do  confess,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  oflen  sham'd  our  sex. 

Gm,  Cleopatra,  know. 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 
r Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle)  you  shall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change  :  but  ^you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antonyms  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  destruction  which  Til  guard  them  from^ 
If  thereon  yoa  rely.     Til  take  my  leave. 

Cleo  And  may,  Uirough  all  the  worid :  'tis  yours;  and  we 
Your  'scutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.     Here,  my  good  lord. 

ds.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra* 

Geo,  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of :  'tis  exactly  valued  ; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — ^Where's  Seleucoa  T 

Sel,  Here,  madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  treasurer  ;  let  him  speak,  my  lord. 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd  • 

To  myself  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus* 

Sel,  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seal  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

Sel,  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made  known. 

C(B8,  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra  ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo,  See,  Caesar !  O,  behold. 
How  pomp  is  follow  M  !  mine  will  now  be  yours ; 
And,  should  we  shifl  estates,  yours  would  be  mine* 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild  : — O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hir'd ! — What,  goest  thou  back  ?  thou  sbalt 
Go  back,  1  warrant  thee  ;  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes. 
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Though  they  had  wiogs :  Slare,  soul-less  yillain,  dogt 
O  rarely  base  !^ 

CcM.  Qood  queen,  let  us  eutreat  you. 

Cleo,  O  Caesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this  ; 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  yisit  me. 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy !  Say,  good  Caesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal ;  and  8ay» 
Some  nobler  token  1  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,  and  Octavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation  ;  must  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  The  gods !  It  smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Pr'ythee,  go  hence ;      [7b  Sel*. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 
Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance  : — ^Wert  thou  a  man, 
Thou  wouldst  have  mercy  on  me. 

CtBs,  Forbear,  Seleucus.  '  [Exit  Seleucus 

Cle(K  Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatest,  are  nusthou^t 
For  things  that  others  do  ;  and,  when  we  fall, 
We  answer  others  merits  in  our  name. 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied.* 

CkM.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  reserv'd,  nor  what  acknowledged, 
Put  we  i'&e  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours. 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure  ;  and  beUeve, 
Caesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.     Therefore  be  cheerM ; 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons,'  no,  dear  queen ; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as 
Ifourself  shall  give  us  counsel.     Feed,  and  sleep  : 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you. 
That  we  remain  your  friend  ;  And  so  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  master,  and  my  lord  ! 

Cou,     Not  so  :  Adieu.         [Exe.  Cjesar,  and  his  Train. 

Cleo,  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should  not 

m  Base  in  an  uncommon  degree.  STEEVENS. 

[2]  **  We  suffer  at  our  highest  state  of  elevation  in  the  thought!  of  mankind  for 
tliat  which  otliera  do,  and  when  we  fall,  those  that  contented  tliemselves  only  to 
tbiolL  ill  before,  call  us  to  answer  in  our  own  r^mes  for  the  merits  of  othen.  We 
an  theralbre  to  be  pitied."  Mtritt  is  in  this  place  talien  in  an  ill  lense,  for  •cllom 
verttinc  eensare.  JOHNSON. 

£S]  Be  notm  prisoner  in  fanciaation,  whenin  NBlitj  yoaare  fiww      JOtHSSOlHi 
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Be  noble  to  myself:  But  hark  thee,  Channian. 

[Whispers  Chajuuav* 

Iras.  Finish,  good  ladj  ;  the  bright  day  is  done. 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again  : 
I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  ; 
Go,  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char,  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter   Dolabella. 
Dol.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Behold,  sir.  [Exit  Cbarkiax 

Geo.  Dolabella? 

DoL  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command. 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :  Caesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey  ;  and,  within  three  days, 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before  : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this  :  I  have  performM 
Your  pleasure,  and  my  promise. 

Cleo.  Dolabella, 
I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

DoL  I  your  servant. 
Adieu,  good  queen  ;  I  must  attend  on  CsBsar. 

Qeo,  Farewell,  and  thanks.     [Exit  Dol.] — ^Now,  Iras, 
what  think'st  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I  :  mechanic  slaves 
:  With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
,  Uplifl  us  to  the  view  ;  in  their  thick  breaths, 
^  Rank  of  gross  diet,  shall  we  be  enclouded. 
And  forc'd  to.  drink  their  vapour.  . 
Iras.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras  :  Saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  rhymers* 
I  Ballad  us  out  o'tune  :  the  quick  comedians 
-v.Extemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 
tour  Alexandrian  revels  ;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness* 
I'the  posture  of  a  whore. 
Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 
Oco.  Nay,  that  is  certain. 

4]  Scald— ^  word  of  contempt  implying  poverty,  disease,  and  filtlk     JOWXBOB* 
Thepartsof  women  were  acted  on  the  stage  bj  boys.  HANMKR. 
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Iras,  I'll  neyer  see  it ;  for,  I  am  sure,  nrf  naib 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 
CUo.  Why,  that  is  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  most  ahsurd  intents, — ^Now,  Charmian  t— 

Enter  Charmian. 
Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen  ;*-^o  fetch 
My  best  attires  ;-— I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony  .-—Sirrah,  Iras,  go. — 
Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed  : 
And,  when  thoa  hast  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leare 
To  play  till  dooms-day. — ^Bring  our  crown  and  alL 
Wherefore's  this  noise  ?  [Exit  Iras.     A  noue  wtl&tn. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard. 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow. 
That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence  ; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.    How  poor  an  instrument 

[Exit  Guard. 
May  do  a  noble  deed  !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  resolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant :  now  the  fleeting  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Cruard^  with  a  Clown  bringing  a  baskeL 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard.. 

Hast  thou  the  pret^  worm  of  Nil  us  there,* 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him  :  But  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  im« 
mortal ;  those,  that  do  die  of  it,  do  seldom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo.  Kemember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on't  ? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  than  yesterday  ;  a  very  honest  wo- 
man, but  something  given  to  he  ;  as  a  woman  should  not 
do,  but  in  the  way  of  honesty :  How  she  died  of  the  bi- 
ting of  it,  what  pain  she  felt, — truly,  she  makes  a  y&rv 
good  report  o'the  worm ;  but  he  that  will  believe  all 
that  they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do  : 
But  this  is  most  falUble,  the  worm's  an  odd  worm. 

[6]  ^ormiitheTeutonick  word  for  terpene ;  we  have  the  blind-worm  and  dow- 
worm  gllU  ia  ovr  iutfnge^  «m1  the  Norw^^iaas   call  an  enonnous  monstar, 
•oaetlmcs  In  the  noruem  ocean,  the  iiea-worio.  JOHNSON. 
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CUo.  Get  thee  hence  ;  farewell. 
Clown.  I  wish  jou  aU  joj  of  the  worm. 
CUo.  Farewell.  [Gown  sets  dawn  Uie  BaiuL 

Clown.  You  most  think  this,  look  yon,  that  the  woim 
will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Aj,  ay  ;  farewell. 

Gown.  Look  you,  the  wonn  is  not  to  he  trusted,  but 
jn  the  keeping  of  wise  people  ;  for,  indeed^  there  is  no 
goodness  in  the  worm. 

Cleo,  Take  thou  no  care  ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 
Qown.  Veiy  good  :  gire  it  nothing,  I  pray  yon,  for  it 
b  not  worth  the  feeding. 
CUo.  Will  it  eat  me  ? 

G<yam.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple,  but  I 
:  know  the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know, 
( that  a  woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her 
/  not  But,  truly,  these  same  whoreson  devils  do  the  s^odi 
^  great  harm  in  their  women  ;  for  in  every  ten  that  they 
i  make,  the  devils  mar  five._^ 

Geo.  Well,  get  thee  gone  ;  farewell. 

Gown.  Yes,  forsooth  ;  I  wish  you  joy  of  the  worm.  [ExU. 

Re-enter  Iras,  with  a  Robe.  Crown^  4rc. 
Geo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown  ;|  I  have 
J^mmortal  longings  m  me^  Now  no  more 
'  The  juice  of  £g3rpt's  gra(pe  shall  moist  this  lip  : — 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iris  ;  quick. — ^Methinks,  I  hear 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Cassar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  aflcr  wrath  :  Husband,  I  come : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title  ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air  ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life. — So, — have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian ; — Iras,  long  farewell. 

[Kisses  them.     Iras  falls  cuid  dU». 
Have  I  the  aspick  in  my  lips  ?  Dost  fall  ? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desir'd.     Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell^st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char,  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain  ;  that  I  may  say, 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep ! 
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Geo.  This  proyes  me  ba^e  : 
If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  make  demand  of  her  ;  and  spend  that  kiss, 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.     Come,  mortal  wretch, 

[To  the  cupf  which  she  applies  to  her  hreoit. 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  antie  :  poor  venemous  ^1, 
Be  angry,  and  despatch.    O,  couldst  thou  speak  I 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Caesar,  ass 
Unpolicied ! 

Ouir,  O  eastern  star ! 

Geo,  Peace,  peace ! 
Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast. 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 

Char.  O,  break  !  O,  break ! 

Geo,  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 

O  Antony ! — ^Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  : 

lApplying  another  an  to  her  arm 
What  should  I  stay —  [FaUs  on  a  bed,  and  due. 

Gutr.  In  this  wild  world  ? — So,  fare  thee  well.-* 
Now  boast  thee,  death  !  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallePd. — Downy  windows,  close  f 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal !  Your  crown's  awry ; 
m  amend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guards  nuking  in. 

1  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Giar.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not* 

1  ChuLrd.  Cesar  hath  sent — 

Guir.  Too  slow  a  messenger.  [Applies  ihe  oip. 

\  come  ;  apace,  despatch  :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Gruare2.Approach,  ho !  All's  not  wdd :  Caesar's  beguil'd. 

2  Guard.  There's  Dolabella  sent  from  Caesar  ;*-ca]l  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  is  here  ? — Charmian,  is  this  irell 
Giar.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princess     [done  ? 

Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 

Ah,  soldier !  {Dies. 

Enter  Dolabeluu 
Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  effects  in  this  :  Thyself  art  coming 

(Vl  Charmiaii,  in  taying  thia,  mut  be  concehred'to  doie  GteontraV  •yen  oat  «f 
te  ant  oiKaMnkfDerfbriiied  towards  «  dead  body  BIT80N. 
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To  tee  perform'd  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  soug^Ost  to  hinder. 

WWiin.  A  waj  there,  waj  for  Cssar ! 

EkUer  Cjesar,  and  Mendanif, 

Dol.  O,  fir,  Yoa  are  too  sare  an  angorer ; 
That  yon  did  fear,  is  done. 

Ccu,  Bravest  at  the  last : 
She  levell'd  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  rojal. 
Took  her  own  way. — The  manner  of  their  deaths  t 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  last  with  them  ? 

1  Guard.  A  simple  countryman,  that  brou^t  her  fip; 
This  was  his  basket. 

Cas,  PoisonM  then. 

1  Guard.  O  Caesar, 
This  Charmian  lived  but  now ;  she  stood,  and  spake  : 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress  ;  tremblingly  she  stood. 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Ccu.  O  noble  weakness  ! — 
If  they  had  swallow'd  poison,  'twould  appear 
By  external  swelling :  but  she  looks  like  sleep, 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol.  Here,  on  her  breast. 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  something  blown  : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Gttard.  This  is  an  asjHck's  train ;  and  these  fig-learei 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Ccu.  Most  probable. 
That  so  she  died  ;  for  her  physician  tells  me. 
She  hath  pursu'd  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die. — Take  up  her  bed  ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument  :— 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony  : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.     High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them  :  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  shall, 
In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  lEtemiL 
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OBSSRYATIONS. 

TiKON  OF  Athens.]  The  stonr  of  the  Misanthn^  if 
told  in  ahnost  every  collection  of  the  time,  and  particular- 
ly in  two  books,  with  which  Shakespeare  w;as  intimately 
acquainted  ;  the  Palace  of  Pleature^  and  the  EnglM  Plu» 
tarich.  Indeed  from  a  passage  in  an  old  play,  cdled  Jack 
DrwfCt  Eintertainmeat^  I  conjecture  that  he  had  before 
made  his  appearance  on  the  stage.  Farmer. 

The  passage  in  Jack  DrumU  EiUertainmeni^  or  Pa$quil 
and  Kaiherine,  1601,  is  this  : 

«  Come,  FD  be  u  loeiable  as  TVmon  •fliknu? 

But  the  allusion  is  so  slight,  that  it  might  as  well  hare 
been  borrowed  from  Plutarch  or  the  novel. 

ICr.  Strutt  the  engraver,  to  whom  our  antiquaries  are 
under  no  inconsiderable  obligations,  has  in  hin  possession 
a  MS.  play  on  this  subject.  It  appears  to  have  been  written, 
or  transcribed,  about  the  year  1600.  There  is  a  scene  m 
it  resembling  Shakespeare's  banquet  given  by  Timon  to  his 
flatterers.  Instead  of  warm  water  he  sets  before  them 
tionetpdmted  like  artichokes,  and  afterwards  beats  them 
out  ofthe  room.  He  then  retires  to  the  woods,  attended 
by  his  fidthfiil  steward,  who,  (like  Kent  in  King  Lear)  has 
disguised  himself  to  continue  his  services  to  his  master. 
Timon,  in  the  last  act,  is  followed  by  his  fickle  mistressi 
&c.  after  he  was  reported  to  have  discovered  a  hidden  trea- 
sure by  digging.  The  piece  itself  (though  it  appears  to 
be  the  work  of  an  academick)  is  a  wretched  one.  The 
penanoi  dramatu  are  as  follows  : 

"The  aetorf  Munet. 
"  TIinoii« 
« laebet,  hb  tUthful  aenrant 

*  Etttixttielufl,  a  diaolute  yoaof  man. 
«  CMaaunni,  a  dttie  hejre. 

*  FaeudocbMi,  a  lying  traTailer. 
"  Demeas,  an  orator. 
"  FbUargmvi^  a  ooretouf  dunrlUb  oald 
"  Hermogenet,  a  fidler. 
'^Aimn»j9,  usurer. 
**  Louio,  a  countrey  clowne,  PUlargunii 

«8^ppus,   }  two  lying  phlloto|*erfc 

*  OruBido,  a  lean  serraot  of  PlailargnnM. 
«  Obbo,  TVmon'a  buUer 
«  Poedio,  Oelasimus  pag<). 
*T«ro  leiieantc 
«*Anaior. 

«  ■  CalUmeia,  PIdlarganis  daugliter. 

•«  Blatte,  her  prattling  nurse.  -««.«.^«- 

«  Scene,  Alliens."  STEEVEVI^ 

Vol.  V. 


(    S7d    ) 

Shakespeare  nndonbtedl j  fbnned  this  play  on  the  pas- 
iage  in  Plutarch's  JJft  cf  Amtony  relative  to  Timon,  and 
not  on  the  twenfy-ei^th  novel  of  the  first  yolome  oiPam- 
ter's  Palace  ofPUanurei  because  he  is  there  merely  de- 
scribed as  "  a  man-hater,  of  a  strange  and  beastly  nature," 
without  any  cause  assigned ;  whereas  Plutarch  furnished  our 
author  wim  the  following  hint  to  work  upon  :  '*  Antomoi 
forsook  the  citie,  and  companie  of  his  friendes,— ^aying^ 
that  he  would  lead  Timon's  life,  because  he  had  the  liks 
jrrong  offered  him,  that  was  offered  unto  Timon  ;  and /or 
Cfce  wiiOuuikfulneu  i^ihme  he  had  done  good  unio^  and  whm 
he  toohe  to  be  his  JriendeSf  he  was  angry  with  aU  mem^  and 
would  trust  no  man,^* 

To  the  manuicript  play  mentioned  by  Mr.  SteevoM, 
our  author,  I  have  no  doubt,  was  also  indebted  for  sum 
other  circumstances.  Here  he  found  the  fiithful  stewtfd, 
the  banquet-scene,  and  the  story  of  Timon's  being  pet* 
sessed  of  great  sums  of  gold  which  he  had  dug  up  in  tte 
woods  :  a  circumstance  which  he  could  not  have  had  from 
Lucian,  there  being  then  no  translation  of  the  diakgie 
that  relates  to  this  subject 

Spon  says,  there  is  a  buildii^  near  Athens,  yel  ranaiB* 
ii^,  called  Timon's  Tuwer, 

Timon  of  Athens  was  written,  I  imagine,  in  the  yeai 
1610.  See  An  Attempt  to  aseeriam  the  order  of  Slab* 
speare*s  Pka/s^  VoL  II.  Malonx. 


PERSONS  REPRESEJSTTED. 

TnraiTy  a  nobU  Athenian. 
Lucius,  ^ 

LucuLLUS,         S  lords,  and  flatterers  of  Tmim. 

Sbmpronius,     ) 

Vehtidius,  one  of  Timon*s  false  friends. 

Afemantus.  a  churlish  philosopher* 

Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  general, 

FuLYivs,  stez»ard  to  Timon, 


FitAimrius,   ^ 
Luduus,      >  Timon\ 
Skkvilius,    ) 


s  servtmts. 


Cafhis, 

PhXLOTUS) 

Titus,  ^  servants  to  Timon^s  creditors* 

Lucius, 

HoBTEflrSIUS, 

Two  Servants  of  Varko,  and  ihe  Servant  of  Isidore  ;  two 

of  Timon^s  creditors, 
CuFiD,  and  Maskers.     Three  Strangers* 
Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  and  Merchant. 
An  old  Athenian.     A  Page.    A  Fool. 

TiMANDitl     C  *'***^^*****  '^  Alcihiades* 

Other  Lords,  Senators,   Officers,  Soldiers,  Thieves,  and 

Attendants. 

SCENE,  Athens  ;  and  the  woods  adjoining. 

*  PknmUif  (or  ai  Alt  naine  should  have  been  written  by  Shakespeare,  PAryM^ 
was  an  Athenian  courtezan  so  exquisitely  beautiful,  tliat  wlien  her  judges  were  pro* 
ceeding  to  condemn  her  for  numerous  and  enormous  offences,  a  sight  of  her  bosom 
^which,  as  we  learn  from  Quintilian,  had  been  artfully  denuded  by  her  adrocate,) 
'  the  court  of  its  severity,  and  secured  her  life  from  the  sentence  of  the  law. 

''  STEEVENS. 


«•  I4<«>l[  Tf   1^ 


TIMON  OF  ATHENS- 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— ^(fceiM.  A  Hall  in  Timon's  flbtiw.  Enter  Poa\ 
Painter^  Jeweller ,  Merchant,  and  othen^  at  several  doare. 

Poet. 
Good  day,  sir. 

Pain.  I  am  ^d  jon  are  well. 

Po^.  I  hare  not  seen  jou  long  ;  How  goes  the  world  t 

Pain.  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Po^.  Ay,  that's  well  known  : 
Bat  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  strange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?  See, 
Bfagic  of  bounty !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjurM  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant 

Pain.  I  know  them  both  ;  t'other's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  loi^ ! 

Jew.  Nay,  that's  most  fix'd. 

Mer-  A  most  incomparable  man  ;  breath'd,  as  it  were/ 
To  an  nntirable  and  continaate  goodness  : 
He  passes.* 

Jew.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  O  pray,  let's  see't :  For  the  lord  Timon,  sir  ? 

Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate  :'  But,  for  that — 

Poet.  When  we  for  recompense  have  prais  d  the  vile^ 
It  stains  the  glory  in  thai  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good.* 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form.  [Looking  at  the  jeweU 

Jew.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 
/      Poet.  A  thing  slipp'd  idly  from  me. 
I  Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 

^  ■  m  — — ^— ^— — — — » 

[1]  Breatfudy  Is  Innred  by  constant  practice }  so  trained  as  not  to  Im  wearied.  To 
tampalhe  a  horse  Is  to  exercise  him  for  the  course.  JOHNSON. 

rn  Xaese<2t|  goes  bejrond  common  boumis.  STEEVErlS. 

[8]  Come  up  to  the  price.  JOHNSON. 

[4j  We  most  here  suppose  the  poet  busy  in  reading  his  own  work }  and  that  these 
diree  lines  are  the  introdaction  of  the  poem  addressed  to  Timon,  which  he  after* 
wards  gires  the  Fftteter  an  account  of.  WARBURTON. 

24* 
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From  whence  'tis  nourished  :  The  fire  i\be  flint 
Shows  not,  till  it  be  struck ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provoke*  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.*    What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.    A  picture,  sir. — ^And  when  comes  your  book 
forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir.* 
Let*s  see  your  piece. 

Pain,  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet,  So  'tis  :  tliis  comes  off"  well  and  excellent^ 

Pain.  Indiflerent. 

Poet.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace 
Speaks  his  own  standing  !*  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  !  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gestore 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life* 
Here  is  a  touch  ;  Is't  good  ? 

Poet.  I'll  say  of  it, 
It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  strife^ 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain  Senators^  and  poMt  aver. 

Pain.  How  this  lord's  follow'd  ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens  ; — ^Happy  men ! 

Pain.  Look,  more ! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  VMr 
itors.* 
.  I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man, 
^  Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 

[5]  It  should  be  pointed  thus,  and  then  the  sense  wiUbe  evidsatt 
our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself,  and  like  the  current  flits  ( 
Each  bound  it  chafes. 
Osr  gentle  flame  animates  itself;  it  flies  like  a  corroDt;  and  efwy  obsfdt  < 

but  to  increase  its  force.  M.  MASON. This  jumble  of  incon^jtions  inagiet  i 

to  have  been  designed,  and  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  poetaster,  Aat  tba  i 
might  appreciate  his  talents  i  bis  language  therefore  shouki  not  be  eoofideind  In  the 
abstrtct.       HENLEY.  —«— • 

61  As  soon  as  my  book  has  been  presented  to  lord  Timon.  JOitlfSOX. 

Y   The  figure  rises  well  from  the  canv<ta.   *  Oest  bien  releve.*  JOHNBOVi 

'8]  I  am  inclined  to  suppose,  that  the  figure  alluded  to,  vmM  a  represenUdlon  ol 
one  of  the  Graces,  and,  as  they  are  always  supposed  to  be  females,  CMMid  imd  !!• 

passage  thus : IIow  this  Grace  , 

Speaks  itt  own  standing ! 
This  amendment  is  strongly  supported  by  the  pronoun  tku  preflied  tn  ^km : 
Grace,  as  it  proves  that  what  the  Poet  pointed  out  was  tome  reni  ot^k^  >M 
an  abstract  idea.  M.  MASON. 

[9]  Strife  is  the  'xmtest  of  art  with  nature : 

**  Hie  iUeest  Rapliael,  tin^uit,  quo  8oq>ite  vinci 
Rerum  roagm  parens,  k  moriente  nHHi.**  JOHHSOIN. 

[1]  "  Mane  saiutantum  totis  vomit  eedibus  undam.^  JOHNSON. 
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With  amplest  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,*  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax :'  no  levelled  malicei* 
Infects  one  conmia  in  the  course  I  hold  ; 
Bat  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on^ 
Leaving  no  tract  behind. 

Pain.  How  shall  I  understand  you  ? 

Poet,  I'll  unbolt  to  you. 
Ton  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  mindSy 
(Am  well  of  glib  and  sUppery  creatures,*  of 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality,)  tender  down 
Their  services  to  lord  Timon  :  his  large  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  bearts  :  yea,  from  the  glass-fiatc'd  flatterer,* 
To  Apemantus,'  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself ;  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain,  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet,  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleasant  hill, 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd  :  The  base  o'the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,*  all  kind  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states  :^  amongst  them  all, 
Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix'd. 
One  do  I  personate  of  lord  Timon's  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her ; 
Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  'Tis  conceived  to  scope.* 
This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks. 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below, 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  express'd 

na  Uf  dciin  does  not  stop  at  eny  tingle  character.  JOHNSON. 

M  Ajideiitqr  thej  wrote  upon  waxen  tables  with  an  iron  ttile.       HANKER. 

[4]  To  Uvet  b  to  aim,  to  point  the  thot  at  a  mark.  Shahetpeare^  mcanin|r  if,  my 
poSna  it  not  a  tatire  written  with  any  particular  view,  or  levelled  at  anj  ui^ie  per- 
•OD ;  I  tij  like  an  eagle  into  the  general  expante  of  TtAj  and  le&ve  notjbj  any  prl- 
Wtm  mitchleC  the  trace  of  my  pauage.  JOHNSCN. 

J^'PP*^  tmooth,  unresisting.  JOHNSON. 

The  gimi'faotd  Jhtttrtr.  that  shows  in  lilt  own  look,  at  bj  reflection,  the  looks 
inatnm.  JOHNSON. 

[7  Tm  Poet,  teeing  that  Apemantus  paid  freonent  visits  to  Timonjjiatnralty  con- 
doded  that  he  was  equally  courteous  with  his  other  guests.  RirSON. 

—  GoTcrad  with  ranks  of  all  kinds  of  men.  JOHNSON. 

To  advance  or  improve  their  various  conditions  of  life.  JOHNSON. 

Propel  ^7  imagined,  appositely,  to  the  purpose.  JOHNSON. 


^ 
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In  OUT  condition.* 

Poet,  Nay,  sir,  bat  hear  me  on  : 
All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, 
(Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  'tendance. 
Rain  sacrificial  whisperings  in  his  ear,* 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air.* 

Pain,  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

Poet.  When  Fortune,  in  her  shift  and  change  of  mood, 
Spurns  down  her  late  beloy'd,  all  his  dependants. 
Which  laboured  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain,  'Tis  common  : 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show,' 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well. 
To  show  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes*  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Timon  attended;  the  Servant  cf 

Vektidivs  talking  with  him, 

Tim.  # Imprisoned  is  he,  say  you  ? 

Ven.  Serv.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  fiy3  talents  is  his  debt  t 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up  ;  which  failing  to  him. 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius  1  Well  ; 

[2]  CondUum  for  art.  WARBURTON. 

[3j  The  sense  is  obvious,  and  means,  in  general,  flattering  him.  Tbe  pwrrtflir 
land  of  flattery  may  be  collected  from  the  circumstance  of  Its  beine'  oflTered  vp  in 
whispers :  which  shows  it  was  the  calumniating  those  whom  IlnMm  bated  or  envied, 
or  whose  vices  were  opposite  to  his  own.  This  c^ering  up,  to  the  p«raon  flatlend, 
the  murdered  reputation  of  othersj  Shakespeare,  with  the  utmost  beauty  of  tbooght 
and  expression,  calls  tacri/i<nal  whuperingf^  alluding  to  the  victims  ofllhned  imtotdok. 

WARBDRTON. 

By  $aerijtdal  whiutn'inga^  I  should  simply  understand  whispeflDgs  of  olBcioiH  tar* 
vility,  the  tnceiue  of  the  worshipping  parasite  to  the  patron  as  to  a  god.  Mr.  Ghraj 
luis  excellently  expresssed  in  his  Etegy  these  sacrificial  offerings  to  the  great  firm 
the  poetic  tribe : 

"•  To  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride 

With  incense  kindled  at  the  muse's  flame."        WAKEFL£LD. 

[4]  «  To  drink  the  air,"  like  the  lunuhu  atheriot  of  VirgiL  is  merefy  a  p 
phrase  for  draw  the  airy  or  breathe.    To  "■  drink  the  free  air," .  tberefora,  «  tl 
another,"  is  to  breathe  fireeiy  at  his  will  only*,  so  as  to  depend  on  him  for  thej 
lege  of  life:  not  even  to  breathe  freely  without  his  permisskin.    WAKEFIELl 

[5]  Shakespeare  seems  to  intend  in  this  dialogue  to  express  some  corapetitkw  to- 
tween  the  two  great  arts  of  imitation.  Whatever  the  poet  declares  himaeif  to  kWf 
shown,  the  painter  thinks  he  could  have  shown  better.  JOHNSON. 

[6]  Inferior  spectators.  TOJLLET. 
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I  ttn  not  of  that  feather,  to  shake  off 

Mj  friend  when  he  must  need  me.    I  do  know  hiiii 

A  gentleman,  that  well  deserves  a  help, 

VFhich  he  shall  have  :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 

Fen.  Serv,  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tim,  Commend  me  to  lum :  I  wiU  send  his  ransome  ; 
And,  being  enfranchised,  bid  him  <;ome  to  me  : — 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
Bat  to  support  him  after.^ — ^Fare  you  well. 

Fen.  Serv,  All  happiness  to  your  honour !  {ExiL 

Enier  an  old  Athenian, 

Old  Jtth,  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  speak. 

Tinu  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Mi.  Thou  hast  a  servant  nam'd  Lucilius. 

Tim.  I  have  so  :  What  of  him  ? 

Old  JMki  Most  noble  Timon,  call  die  man  before  thee* 

7¥fiu  Attends  he  here,  or  no  ? — ^Lucilius  ! 

Enter  Lucilius. 

£«£.  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Aih.  This  fellow  here,  lord  Timou,  this  thy  crei- 
ture. 
By  nidit  frequents  my  house.     I  am  a  man 
That  firom  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift ; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd. 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well ;  what  further  ? 

Old  A&i.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  elBe» 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'the  youngest  for  a  bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  cost. 
In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :  I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord, 
Foin  with  me  to  forlnd  him  her  resort ; 
Ifyself  hove  spoke  in  vain. 

TVfii.  The  man  is  honest 

Old  Mi,  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  :' 
Hb  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself, 
ItJtnut  not  bear  my  daughter. 


b£U. 


Hit  fhaaffiA  to  better  exprested  by  Dr.  Kadden  ia  bto  elegy  on  HPeidMup 


.   «]Iorel]aintbeTatkM,beeaTe)anddeein\litnMMi 
Only  to  belp  the  poor— to  be?  ag»iii.»  JOHNSON. 

'       '     '     ~  bat  diis  Mcmf  tte  neaninf. 

'  be  ao  in  thlsf  and  not  en. 
my  consent.*      WARS. 


Only  to  belp  tbe  poor— to  bee  again."  juumi 

17]   The  Aottghk  to  doaehr  ezpreaied  and  obacnre :  bat  ti 
«  fr  tftaa  BMm  be  Mmett,  my  lord,  for  that  reason  he  will  be 
iawDwr  at  tte  fa^ustkn  of  gaiainc  my  daaghter,  withoot  my 
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7Ym.  Does  she  lore  him  ? 

Old  Ml.  She  is  y^ung,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instroct  tis 
What  leyitj*8  in  youth. 

Tim.  [To  Luc]  Love  yon  the  maid  ? 

Lue,  Ay,  my  £^>od  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it* 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marrii^  my  consent  be  miasii 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  worli. 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd. 
If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husbtn^  ? 

Old  Aih,  Three  talents,  on  the  present  ^  in  futuret  aH 

Tim  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  serv'd  me  long ; 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  will  strain  a  little. 
For  *tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daof^ter : 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  Til  counterpoise. 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her* 

Old  Aih.  Most  noble  lord. 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to  thee ;  mine  honour  on  my  promise. 

Lmc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship     Neyer  may 
That  state  or  mrtune  fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you  1*  [Exe.  Luc.  cmd  Old  M. 

Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  yonr  loidslnp  I 

Tim.  I  thank  you  ;  you  shall  hear  from  me  anoa  : 
Go  not  away. — ^What  have  you  there,  my  friend  t 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Your  lordship  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  abnost  the  natural  man  ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  out-side  :  These  pencil'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.^     I  like  your  work  ; 
.4nd  you  shall  find,  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pain.  The  gods  preserve  you  ! 

7Vm.  Well  fare  you,  gentlemen  :  Give  me  ytonr  bsol; 
We  must  needs  dine  together. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Ha^  suffered  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord  ?  dispraise  ? 

Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations. 


ifl\  Utt  me  never  benceforth  conskler  any  thing  that  I  mneM.  tmt  a 
to  Toajt  held  for  your  •enrloe,  and  at  your  dIspofaL  JOHNSOII. 

[9]  nctuTM  hare  n«  hypocrby  •,  tbey  are  what  they  profess  «>  btb        iOttnCK 
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If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoUM, 
It  would  uncleW  me  quite.' 

Jew,  My  lord;  'tis  rated 
As  those,  which  sell,  would  give :  But  you  well  know. 
TUiigs  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners, 
Are  prized  by  their  masters  :*  believeH,  dear  lord, 
Too  mend  the  jewel  by  wearing  it. 
.     Tim.  Wellmock'd. 

Afer.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  he  speaks  the  common  tongue, 
Which  «B  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here.     Will  you  be  chid  ? 

EntUr  Afehantus.' 

Jew.  We  will  bear,  with  your  lordslnp. 

Mer.  He'n  spare  none. 

Ttfii.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus ! 

Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  for  thy  good  morrow ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  these  knaves  honest^ 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves  T  thou  know*it 
diem  not. 

Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

Ti^  Tes. 

Av$m.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jem.  Tou  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  knowest,  I  do  :  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

Vim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  so  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timon* 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 

^liieMr  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  die  law. 

Tim.  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.'  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Strrk  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  tiie  painter ;  wad 
yet  Wto  but  a  fildiy  piece  of  work,  -f- 

Pain.  You«rea^dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation     What's  she,  if 
I  be  a  dog  T 

TVm.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? . 

niT>iip«i«l.to«nHnd«l»llofthread.    To  nndew  a  mm  b  lo  dmw  out  tte 


lorUftMtimM.  JOHHSOir.  

Pd  An  wted  aeeordliig  to  the  crteem  in  which  their  poinwor  it  hiid.    JOBMB. 
M  OmiMt  Omma^i  eTftcynlellaely  drawn  bj  LoeiM,  te  hli  AMCIimoftiM 
PHHNgN«i|ud  how  well  ShakenrarehM  copied  it  WARBURTON. 

M  Mmmaltm  wmam  to  ny,  that  Timon  it  not  to  recelfjgeml«  tnod^mmmm 
iM«.MH«B«MltliBahapMttwhlch  never  wW  happea :  tiH  TUaoii  to  tnMfimM* 
tvAtAapeorhbdoftandhtoknaTidifoUowefBMMebMiestnMB.   VALOMS. 


TJMOir  OF  ATBEMB  iCVli 

tApem.  No  ;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  An  thon  ihouldst,  Ihou'dBt  anger  ladies. 

^em.  O,  they  eat  lords  ;  so  they  come  hj  great  beUiei 

Tim.  That's  a  lasciyious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'st  it  Take  it  for  thy  labour 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  ApemantosT 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain-dealing/  which  will  not  tort-  ; 
a  man  a  doit  .  \ 

Tun.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth? 

^pem.  Not  worth  my  thinking.    ■     How  now,  poett 

Poet.  How  now,  philosopher  } 

ilpem.  Thou  liest 

Poet,  Art  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes.f. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not 

^bem.  Art  not  a  poet  T 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  liest :  look  in  thy  last  woxk,  where 
thou  hast  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  so. 

Apem.  Yes,  he's  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  fer 
thy  lahour:  He,  that  loves  to  be  flattered,  iswortiiy  o' 
the  flatterer.    Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord  1 

Tim.  What  wouldst  do  dien,  Apemantus  T 

Apem.  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  loid  with 
my  neart. 

Tim.  What,  thyself? 

Apem.  Ay. 

J\m.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  loid.^— Art  then 
not  a  merchant  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  TrafiBc  confound  diee,  if  the  gods  wiQ  notl 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confonnd  thee  I 
Trumpets  sound.    Enter  a  Servami. 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Serv.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and 
Some  twenty  horse,  all  of  companionship.' 

(S]  AUudlngto  theproveibt  «  Pkln^ltiUBff  it  a  icml,  tat  thqr  dMi  Mi.ft  * 
bemn.**  ST^EVENS. 

1<0  TU  —rfng  woKj  ta,  I  ihoald  hte  nqridf  tot  ftteaHf  ( 

m  Thii  •zareiilM  doM  aoc  wama  b«re|j  ttat  Ikej  all 
M  itat  tiMv  iM  aU  MGli  M  AldbiMlM  toam  widk  lib 
kffll  wiiirSlMl£         BTEBVKKfU 
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Tim.  Pray,  enteitmn  them  ;  ^re  them.goide  to  ofc 

[ExemU  $ome  Mtndmiir 
m  — T<m  must  needs  dme  with  me : — Go  not  you  hence. 

Till  I  have  thank'd  you  ;  and,  when  dinncurs  doooi 
■   Show  me  this  piece.-^  am  jc^ul'of  youp  sights.-— 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  hii  Company. 
%l  .Itoat  welcome,  sir !  \Th»y  ioltUe. 

§j^  '  J^fnu  So,  so  ;  there  !-^ 
IT  Acnes  contract  and  starre  your  supple  joints ! — 
f  That  there  should  be  small  love  'mongst  these  sweet  knares. 
And  all  this  court* sy  i    The  strain  of  man's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey.* 

JUdb.  Sir,  you  hare  savM  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Moat  hungrily  on  your  fdf^L 
Tim.  Rig^t  welcome,  sir : 
Ere  we  depart, '  we'll  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.  Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

lExeutU  att  but  Apeh. 
Enter  two  Lords. 
1  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  Time  to  be  honest.  H — 

1  Lo^  That  time  serves  still. 

Apem.  The  most  accursed  thou»*  that  still  omit'st  it 

2  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Timon's  feast  ? 
Apem.  kj ;  to  see  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  fools. 
2  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  &xe  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  bid  me  &rewell  twice. 
2  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus  ? 

Afem,  Shouldst  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for  I  mean 
to  give  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hang  thyself. 

Apmu  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding ;  make  thy 
requests  to  ^y  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  I'll  spurn  thee  hence. 
j9p«m.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  of  the  ass.  [Exit. 

1  Lord.  He's  opposite  to  humanity.   Come,  shall  we  in^ 
And  taste  lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  he  outgoes 

The  rery  heart  of  kindness 

2  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold. 


Mui  to  flBd«Hil0d  and  degeneraled ;  his  itrain  c^  UnMife  it  worn  domi  latoa 
•ad  fmrt,  mean  tlie  same  tiling.    So  in  King  Jobnt 


niiiMito< 


jNDt,  mean  the  same  tning.    bo  in  lung  Jon 
>  Batt  willingljr  departed  wkb  a  part." 
r  parted  mth  a  part  of  tlae  tiling  in  qoMthm. 
MWfMxmadtbM^ltc.         BITSOlf. 


tt- 

L  «.  kadi  wOincljr  parted  w^'a  part  of  tlae  tidngin  qncethm.       6TEEVEN8. 
it]  BmdTSirwSn  Mxanad  tCo,  Itc      ^^*— ^» 

V0L.V.     -  '       «5 
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If  bat  his  steward :  no  meed,*  bat  he  repajs 
SoTeo  fold  aboTO  itself;  no  ^  to  him. 
But  breeds  the  giyer  a  retam  exceeding 
All  ase  of  quittance.' 

1  Lord.  The  noblest  nund  he  carries. 
That  ever  goTem'd  man. 

2  Lord.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes  1  Shall  we_in  f 
1  Lord,  I'U  keep  you  company. 


SCENE  II. 

T\e  iome.  A  Roam'of  SUUe  in  Tnoir's  Home.  Hoiilkfi 
pUtyifut  loud  music.  A  great  Banquet  teroed  m  ;  Fi«Ayns 
and  oAers  attending  ;  then  enter  Timoh,  Alcibudibs,  Lu- 
cius, Lucullus,  Semfrorius,  and  other  Athenian  Senatertt 
with  Vertidius,  and  Attendimts.  3^1^  eomaty  dropping 
after  aU^  Afemavtus,  discontentedly. 

Fen.  Most  honoured  Timon,  't  hath  pleaa*d  tiie  godi 
remember 
My  &ther*s  age,  and  call  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  lefl  me  rich : 
Then,  as  in  grsieful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents, 
Doubled,  with  thanks,  and  service^  from  whose  help 
I  deriy'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means, 
Honest  Ventidius  :  You  mistake  my  loTe  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever  ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  say,  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them ;  Faults  tibat  are  rich,  are  fidr. 

Fen.  A  noble  spirit 

[T%ey  aU  stand  ceremoniously  looking  em  Tmoir. 

Tim.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 
*  Was  but  devis'd  at  first,  to  set  a  gloss 
:  On  &int  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown  ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  sit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes. 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [^I^^y  ''^ 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'd  it. 

^em.  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it  ?  hang'd  it,  have  you  nott 

Tim.  O,  Apemantus  1 — ^you  are  welcome. 

rsi  Mud  in  this  place  m«MM  Amt.  STEEVENS. 

(Sj  AU  Um  dutomuyretonw  made  in  diiduurfe  of  obUgatioM.     WABBHITOII 
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Ton  shall  not  make  we  welcome  : 

I  come  to  hare  thee  thnut  me  oat  of  doon. 

Tim.  Fje,  thoaart  a  chari ;  yon  hare  got  a  hnmowr  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  :-^ 
Thej  say,  my  lords,  that  ira  furor  hrevii  est. 
But  Tond'  man's  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself; 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Jfyem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  own  peril,  Timon  ; 
I  come  to  observe  ;  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  :  thou  art  an  Athenian  ; 
tiberefore  welcome  :  I  myself  would  have  no  povrer : 
pr'ytfaee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  silent.^ 

Apem.  I  scorn  thy  meat ;  'twould  choak  me,  for  I  shoold 
Ne'er  flatter  thee.---0  you  gods  !  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  them  not ! 
It  grieves  me,  to  see  so  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood  ;'  and  all  the  madness  is. 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

wonder,  men  dare  trust  themselyes  with  men  z'"'?^^ 
Methiuks,  they  should  invite  them  without  knives  ;' 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught, 
Is  the  readiest  ^nan  to  kill  him :  it  has  been  prov'd. 
If  I 

Were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at  meals  ; 
Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  dangerous  notes  : 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their  throats/ 

Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart  f  and  let  the  health  go  round. 

1  Liord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way  ! 
A  brave  fellow ! — ^he  keeps  his  tides  well.     Timon, 
Those  healths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  state,  look  ill. 

[4]  I  claim  do  extraordinaiy  power  in  riglu  of  my  beiug  master  of  Uie  Iioiif  9  I 
WHb  not  faj  my  ooaunand*  to  impose  silence  on  any  one :  but  tbo*  I  myteif  do  not  ea- 
loln  jnm  to  silence^  let  my  meat  stop  your  mouth.  MALONE. 

ftff  The  alhuion  is  to  a  pack  of  hounds  trained  to  the  pursuit  liy  being  gratUed 
Wfili  dMlBlood  of  the  animal  which  they  kilL  and  the  wonder  is,  that  the  ammal  on 
vUdtdiar  an  feeding  cheers  them  to  the  chase.  JOHNSON. 

rsi  It  wu  the  custom  in  our  authoi*s  time  for  every  guest  to  bring  his  own  knife, 
ivfiieli  he  oeeadonaily  whetted  on  a  stone  that  hung  behind  the  door.  One  of  thest 
wbeialoMf  may  be  aaen  in  Parkinson's  museum  They  were  strangers  at  that  pa* 
riod  to  the  use  of  fbckc  RITSON. 

[7]  TlMt  Is,  arBoor.    STEEV.       L8]  My  knFi  health  with  thweriijr.   JOSlfc 
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Here'i  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner,  Uv^ 

Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'the  mire :  h^s 

This,  and  my  food,  are  e^nals  ;  there's  no  odds.  l^ 

Feasts  are  too  proud  to  giye  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apbmahtus's  Grace* 
Immortal  gods^  I  eroDC  fio  p^\ 
I  pray  for  no  tnan,  hut  mytelf: 
Grant  I  may  never  ,pr€ve  sofondf 
To  trust  man  on  hi$  oath  or  bond; 
Or  a  harlot  f  for  her  weeping  ; 
Or  a  dog  J  mat  seemt  a  sleeping  ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  miy  freedom  ; 
Or  my  friends^  if  I  should  need  'sm* 
Amen.     So  fall  to' t: 

Rich  men  sin,^  and  I  eat  root,  \Eati  and  drkh, 

Moch  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  noir* 
Alcib,  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lord. 
Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  break&st  of  enemies,  than 
a  dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  them ;  I  could  wish  my  best  friend  at  such  a 
feast. 

Apem.  'Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 
then  ;  that  then  thou  might'st  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em. 
1  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should  think  our- 
selves  for  ever  perfect.* 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods 
themselves  have  provided  that  1  shall  have  much  help 
from  you  :  How  had  you  been  my  friends  ebe  ?  why 
have  you  that  charitable  title  from  thousands,  did  yon 
not  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?*  I  have  told  more  of 
you  to  myself,  than  you  can  with  modesty  speak  in  your 
own  behalf ;  and  thus  far  1  confirm  you.'  O,  you  gods, 
think  I,  what  need  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  should 
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tB]  Dr.  Farmer  proposes  to  read  ring.  REED. 

1    That  is,  arrived  at  tlie  perfecdon  of  liapidness.  JOHNSON. 

2J  CkariiabU  signifies  dear,  endearingf.    So  Milton: 
**  Relations  dear,  and  all  tlte  ekaritiet 

Of  father,  son,  and  brother" 

I,  in  English,  are  called  cAantie*,  and  from  thence  we  may  eoDect  d»t  ov  i^ 
eestors  knew  well  in  what  tlie  rirtue  of  alms-giving  consisted ;  not  in  the  ad,  M 

In  the  disposition.    WARBURTON. The  meaning  is  probablr  thia :  Wlqr  mn  ym 

distinguished  from  thousands,  bj  that  title  of  endearment,  was  there  not  a  jpiilnalMr 
connexion  and  Intercourse  of  tenderness  between  vouand  me  f  [81  lis  fStf 

efaoractess  firmly  in  my  o«ni  mind.  JOOJKSON. 
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x^CTer  haye  need  of  them  ?  thej  were  the  most  needless 
oreatures  living,  should  we  ne'er  have  use  for  them : 
cuid  would  most  resemble  sweet  instfuments  hung  up  in 
Oases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to  themselves.     Why,  I 
liave  often  wished  myself  poorer,  that  I  might  come  near- 
er to  you.     We  are  born  to  do  benefits  :  and  what  better 
or  properer  can  we  call  our  own,  than  the  riches  of  our 
friends  ?  O,  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis,  to  have  so  many, 
like  brothers,   conmianding  one  another's  fortunes !     O 
joy,  e'en  made  away  ere  it  can  be  born  !*  Mine  eyes  can- 
not hold  water,  methinks  :  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to 
you. 

Apem.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon.* 
2      2  Lord,  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 
1^  And,  at  that  instant,  like  a  babe  sprung  up.^ 

jfjpein.  Ho,  ho  !  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  bastard. 
S  Lord.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd  me  much, 
^em.  Much  !  [Tucket  sounded. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump  ? — How  now  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies 
most  desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?  what  are  their  wills  ? 

Serv.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner,  my  lord, 
which  bears  that  office,  to  signify  their  pleasures* 

Tim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon  ; — and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste  ! — The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron  ;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom  :  The  ear. 
Taste,  touch,  smell,  all  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rise  ; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine  eyes. 

Tim.  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  them  have  kind  ad- 
mittance : 
Music,  make  their  welcome.  [Exit  Cupid. 

1  Lord.  You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you  are  belov'd. 

[4]  TcMS  being  the  effect  both  of  joy  and  grief,  suj^led  our  anther  with  an  op. 
portunity  of  conceit,  which  he  seldom  tails  to  indulge.  Timon,  wrei»ng  with  a  kind 
of  leader  plaunnre,  cries  out,  **  O  joy,  e'en  made  away,  destrcnred,  turaed  to  tean, 
before  it  eaa  be  born,  before  it  can  be  fully  possessed."  JOHNSQN. 

MH  The  ocnrert  sense  of  Apemantus  is,  **  what  thoa  losest,  they  get."       JOHNS. 

m  Doci  not  be  dwell  on  Tiroon's  metaphor,  by  referring  to  arcumitances  preced- 
ing me  Urth,  and  means  Joy  was  conceived  in  their  eyes,  and  sprang  up  there  likt 
Che  meUon  of  a  babe  hi  ihe  womb?  T0LL£T. 

26* 
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Music.     Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  Masque  of  Ladies  as  JImh 

zonSf  with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing  and  playing, 

Apem.  Hey-dinr, 
What  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way ! 
They  dance  I  they  are  mad  women. 
(Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil,  and  root.^ 
We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves  ; 
And  spend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men. 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 
With  poisonous  spite,  and  envy.  (Who  liyes,  that's  not 
Depraved,  or  depraves  ?  who  dies,  that  hears 
Not  one  spurn  to  their  graves  of  their  friends*  g^l  !• 
1  should  fear,  those,  that  dance  hefore  me  now. 
Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me :  It  has  been  done ; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun.  { 
J%e  lords  rise  from  table,  xsnth  much  adoring  of  TnoH ; 

and,  to  show  their  loves,  each  singles  out  an  Amazon,  and 

all  dance,  men  with  women ;  n  lofty  strain  or  two  to  the 

hautboys,  and  cease. 

Tim,  You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace»  &ur 
ladies. 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind  ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  lustre. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device  ;• 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

1  Lady,  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apem,  'Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy  ;  and  would  not 
hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim,  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 
Attends  you.     Please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Lad,  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exe,  Cupid  and  Ladia, 

Tim,  Flavins, — 

Flav,  My  lord. 
.    Tim,  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav,  Yes,  my  lord. — More  jewels  yet ! 
There  is  no  crossing  him  in  his  humour ;  [AMt, 

Else  I  should  tell  him, — ^Well, — ^i'faith,  I  should. 


f 
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pi  **  The  glory  of  this  life  is  very  near  to  madness,"  as  may  be  made  to  appear 

tbu  pomp,  exhibited  in  a  place  where  a  philosopher  is  feeding  on  **  (^  woA  roolb* 
When  we  see  by  example  how  few  are  tiie  necessaries  of  life,  we  learn  wAaX  ai^ 
ness  there  is  in  so  much  superfloi^.  JOHNSON. 

[81  That  is,  griven  them  by  their  friends.  JOHNSON. 

[9]  The  mask  appears  to  have  been  designed  ly  Timooto  lurpriie  hii  giieHi.  JOttfl 
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When  all's  spent,  heM  be  crossM  then,  an  he  could.' 

'Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind  ;* 

That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind.* 

lExit^  and  returtu  with  ike  cotfcft 

1  Lord,  Where  be  our  men  ? 
Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

2  Lord.  Our  horses. 

Tim,  O  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 
To  say  to  you  : — ^Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I  matt 
Entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel  ;* 
Accept,  and  wear  it,  kind  my  lord. 

1  Lord,  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifb,-^ 
All,  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim,  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav,  I  beseech  your  honour, 
Vouchsafe  me  a  word  ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim,  Near  ?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee  : 
1  pr'ythee,  let  us  be  provided 
To  show  tbem  entertainment. 

Flav,  [Ande.]  I  scarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant, 

2  Serv,  May  it  please  your  honour,  the  lord  LucioSy 
Oat  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 

Four  milk  white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim,  I  shall  accept  them  fairly  :  let  the  presents 

Enter  a  third  Servant, 
Be^^v^orthily  entertain'd  ? — ^How  now,  what  news  ? 

3  Serv,  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man, lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-morrow  to 
hunt  with  him ;  and  has  sent  your  honour  two  brace  of 
greyhounds. 

Tim,  I'll  hunt  with  him ;  And  let  them  be  receiv'd. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  [Ande,]  What  will  this  come  to  ? 
He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifb, 

[1]  Allndinflr  to  our  old  silver  penny,  used  before  K.  Edward  the  First's  time,  wUch 
Md  •  cross  oa  toe  reverse  with  a  crease,  that  it  might  be  more  easibr  brokM  Into 
Mlf«t  and  quarters,  half-pence  and  farthings.  From  this  penny,  and  other  pieees, 
WM  oar  common  exnression  derived,  "  I  have  not  a  cross  about  me}"  Le.aoC  apiece 
«f  aioiwy.  THEOBALD. 

ni  To  see  the  miseries  that  are  following  her.  JOHNSON. 

ral  For  nobleness  of  souL  JOHNSON. 

[4]  To  prefer  it}  to  raise  it  to  hoaoarbjw^uiagH.  JOHNSON 
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And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer. — 

Nor  will  he  know  his  purse  ;  or  yield  me  thia, 

To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 

Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good  ; 

His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 

That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 

For  every  word  ;  He  is  so  kind,  that  he  now 

Pays  interest  for't :  his  land's  put  to  their  boolBi. 

Well,  'would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office. 

Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 

Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 

Than  such  as  do  even  enemies  exceed. 

I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  {Exit 

Tim,  You  do  yourselves 
Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits  :— 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

2  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  recelTe  it 

3  Lord,  O,  he  is  the  very  soul  of  bounty  ! 
Timon.  And  now  I  remember  me,  my  lord,  you  gare 

Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
1  rode  on  :  it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in  that 

Tim,  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord  ;  I  know,  no  man 
Can  justly  praise,  but  what  he  does  affect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own  ; 
rU  tell  you  true.     I'll  call  on  you. 

All  Lords,  None  so  welcome. 

Tim,  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give  ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich. 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead  ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Alcib,  Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord.* 

1  Lord,  We  are  so  virtuously  bound, 
Tim,  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord,  So  infinitely  endear'd,— 
Tim,  All  to  you.^ — Lights,  more  lights. 

[S\  Alcibiades  is  told  that  «  Ills  estate  lies  in  a  pitch'd  field."  Now  **  pltrJi  (as  Ywir 
■lair  says)  dotli  defile."  Alcibiades  therefore  replies,  that  his  estate  lies  <*  in  dcSM 
land."  JOHNSON. 

{jBJ  All  good  wishes,  or  all  happiness  to  yon.  STEEVENS. 
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1  IiorJ.  T>^  Ve^  of  hapfpuiea^, 
Honoar,  and  fortnneft,  keep  with  you,  lord  Tuaon  1 

TVm.  Ready  £>r  hk  iirieodft.       [Exe.  Algb.  Lorik^  4^ 

Apem*  What  a  ooil'^  here  1 
Serying  of  hecka,'  and  juttmg  out  of  hama  * 
I  doaht  whether  their  lega^be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.'  ^rjendsMp's  full  of  dregpi:*..^ 
Methinks,  false  hearts  should  oeFer  have-  sound  legil. 
Thus^on^t  f<x^  lay  out  tbeir  wealth  on  courtesies. 

Tim.  Now,  Apemantus,  ifthou  wert  nc^  Sjullen», 
I'd  be  good  to  thee.  '  ' 

Apem.  No,  PUnotluQg:  for, 
If  I  should  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
To  rail  upon  thee ;  and  then  thou  wouldst  sin  Ihe  &ster* 
Thou  giv'st  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thou 
Wilt  give  away  thyseU*  in  pi4>er  shortly  :• 
What  need  th^e  feasts^  poo^s,  and  vain  g^ries  ? 

JHm.  Nay, 
An  you  begin  to  rail  <m  society  once, 
I  am  sworn,  not  to  give  regard  to  you,  / 

FareweU  ;  and  come  with  better  music.  [Earit. 

Apem,  So ; — 
Thou'lt  not  hear  me  new,^ — ^thou  shalt  not  then,  I'll  lock 
Thy  heaven  from  theeJ  O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  !  lExit, 

ACT  n. 

SC£N£  I. — The  same,   A  Room  in  a  Senator* i  House.   £n- 
ter  a  Senator^  with  Papers  in  his  hand. 

Sen,  And  late,  five  thousand  to  Varro  ;  and  to  Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand  ;  besides  my  former  sum, 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. — Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste  ?  It  cannot  hold  ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold : 
If  1  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 

£TJ  Beeir  meant  a  salutatioa  with  the  head.    80  Milton,  „«^„ 

»*  Nods  and  becka,  and  wreathed  smUes."  ^^^^''^^^'---v- 

To  serve  a  beck— means,  to  pay  a  courtly  obedience  to  a  nod.  STEEyENB. 

[8]  He  plays  upon  the  word  leg,  as  it  signifies  a  ftmk,  an^  a  ^or  otfof  MiMMti 

JOHNbON. 

r91  Be  rained  by  securities  entered  into.  WARBURTON. 

(l  J  By  kii  heaven  he  means  go*d  advice.  BL  HASON. 


! 
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Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  stndg^  || 

And  able  hones  :  No  porter  at  his  gate ;  II 

Bot  rather  one  that  snules,  and  still  incites 
All  that  pass  hj.     It  cannot  hold  ;  no  reason 
Can  found  his  state  in  safety.     Caphis,  ho  ! 

Caphis,  I  say ! 

Enter  Caphis. 

Cbp^.  Here,  sir ;  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

&II.  Qet  on  your  cloak,  and  haste  yon  to  lord  Timoa; 
Imp6rtune  him  for  my  monies  ;  be  not  ceas'd 
With  slight  denial ;  nor  then  silenc'd,  when — 
Commend  me  to  your  master — and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus  : — but  tell  him,  sirrah, 
My  uses  cry  to  me,  I  must  senre  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own  ;  his  "days  and  times  are  past. 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Has  smit  my  credit :  I  love,  and  honour  him  ; 
But  must  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger  : 
Immediate  are  my  needs  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toss'd  and  tum'd  to  me  in  words. 
But  find  supply  inmiediate.     Get  you  gone  : 
.^Put  on  a  most  importunate  aspect, 
^A  visage  of  demand  ;  for,  I  do  fear. 
When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 
Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.*    Get  you  gone. 

Caph.  I  go,  sir. 

Sen.  I  go,  sir  ? — Take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Caph.  I  will,  sir. 

Sen.  Go.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 
The  same.     A  Hall  in  Timon's  House.     Enter  Flavius, 

with  many  bills  in  his  hand. 

Flav.  No  care,  no  stop  !  so  senseless  of  expence, 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it. 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him  ;  nor  resumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  ;  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind.' 

[3]  A  ficff  is  a  bird  as  remarluible  for  the  poTer^  of  its  feathery  m  a  fllMnls  ll 
•unpiMed  to  be  for  the  richness  of  ito  plumage.  STEEVENS. 

[3]  To  make  this  line  sense  and  fnimroar,  it  should  be  supplied  that  s 
Was  [nwde]  to  be  so  unwise,  [in  order]  to  l>e  so  idnd } 
L  e.  Nature,  in  order  to  malM  a  profuse  mind,  never  before  endowed  vsr  ma  lAk 
to  laife  a  share  of  fol^.  WARBURTON. 
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"What  shall  be  done  ?  He  will  not  hear,  till  feel : 
1-  nxast  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 
X^e,  fye,  fjre,  fye ! 
.JBiiter  Caphis,  and  the  Seroants  of  Isidore  and  VammO' 

.  CopA.  Good  even,  Vaixo  :*  What, 
Ton  come  for  money  ? 

F^ar.  Serv.  Is't  not  your  business  too  Y 

Caph.  It  is  ; — ^And  yours  too,  Isidore  ? 

MncL  Serv.  It  is  so. 

daph,  'Would-  we  were  all  discharg'd  I 

Fiar,  Serv.  I  fear  it. 

Ckiph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timon,  Alcibiades,  and  Lord$^  4^. 

TVffi.  So  soon  as  dinner's  done,  well  forth  agpin. 
My  Alcifaiades.— With  me  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues* 

Tm.  Dues  ?  Whence  are  you  ? 
•   Caph*  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

TVm.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph.  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month  : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion. 
To  call  upon  his  own  ;  and  humbly  prays  ^ou, 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  suit,' 
tn  giving  lum  hisiight 

Tkn.  Mine  honest  friend, 
I  pr'ythee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph*  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Far*  Serv.  One  Varro's  senrant,  my  good  lord,— 

bid.  Serv.  From  Isidore  ; 
He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  payment,— 

C(^h.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's  wants, — 

Far.  Sero.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six  weeks, 
Aod  past,- 

bid.  Serv.  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

*"'      Give  me  breath : — 


M  CyM<««m|  or  at  It  te  sometimes  lew  accnrateW  written,  food  dbfswM  file  imnl 
■JifcllM  ft«m«0MS  the  moment  that  good  morrow  beeanie  improper.       8TEEV. 
Wlmhtf  Mrvanti  in  our  amlior's  time  tooli  the  names  of  their  mailer,  I  know  not 


HateptltltaattpernegUceBee.  JOHNSON.  .        _.  ^  ^ 

rOTIatfM  wUI  behaVe  on  this  occasion  in  a  maaaer  comltlaiit  with  jovr  other 
Btbfeqpidite.  8TEBVENS. 
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I  do  beseech  jon,  good  my  lords,  keep  on; 

[£xe.  Alcibiadbs  ami  Lonb. 
I'D  wait  upon  you  instantly. — Come  hither,  pray  yon, 

[To  rLAWnL 

How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encoimter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bondi. 
And  the  detention  of  loi^-nnce-due  debts. 
Against  my  honour  ? 

Fkm,  Please  you,  gentlemen. 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business : 
Tour  importunacy  cease,  till  after  dinner ;  - 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim»  Do  so,  my  friends  : 
See  them  well  entertain'd.  jTJSril  Timv. 

Flav.  I  pray,  draw  near.  {Exit  F^Anvs. 

Enter  Apemahtus  and  a  Foolr 

Cktph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apemantoi ; 
let's  have  some  sport  with  'em. 

Far,  Serv,  Hang  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 

hid.  Serv,  A  plague  upon  him,  dog ! 
^\Var.  Serv,  How  dost,  fool  ?  :, 

V^lpem.  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow  ?  X"^ 

Far.  Serv.  I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No  ;  'tis  to  thyself, — Come  away.      [7b  A^FM. 

liid.  Serv.  [To  Far.  Serv.]  There's  the  fool  hangs  on 
your  back  already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  stand'st  single,  thou  art  not  on  him  yet 

doLph.  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question. — ^Poor  rogdcti  and 
usurers'  men !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

All  Serv.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem*  Asses. 

AUServ.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

AU  iServ.Gramercies,  good  fool :  How  does  youp  misliesit 

Fool.  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  such  chick- 
ens as  you  are.     'Would,  we  could  see  you  at  Corinth.' 

.  [8]  I  saqweC  foine  Kene  to  be  Imt,  In  which  die  entraooe  of  tikt  fooL  aofli^j 
that  follows  him,  was  prepsred  by  some  liitroduGtonrdialqpie,inwUtttr 

was  informed  that  they  were  the  ibol  and  page  of  Fhr]nda,TliMtndra,«r  „ 

eonrtexan,  upon  the  luiowled^  of  which  depends  tfae  greater  part  of  d^«Hiriaf  Jt> 
cnlaritj.  J(H1NS0N. 

rn  A  cant  term  for  a  bawdy-houie.  WABBUETUN. 
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Apem.  Good  I  gramercy. 

Enter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 

Page,  [To  the  FoolJ]  Why,  how  now,  captain  ?  what  do 
ou  in  this  wise  company  ?  How  dost  thou,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  nughl 
Dswer  thee  profitably. 

Page,  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  superscriiH 
on  of  these*  letters  ;  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read  ? 

Page^  No. 

Apem.  There  will  littlelei^ing  die  then,  that  day  thou 
rt  hanged.  This  is  to  lord  Timon  ;  this  to  Alcibiades* 
ro7~^^^  wast  born  a  bastard,  and  thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog ;  and  thou  shalt  famish, 

dog's  death.     Answer  not,  I  am  g<me.^  [Exit* 

Apem.  Even  so  thou  out-runn'st  grace.  Fool,  I  will  go 
nih  you  to  lord  Timon's. 

FooL  Will  you  leave  me  there  ^ 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  a:t  home. — ^You  three  serre  three 
surers  ? 

All  Serv,  Ay  ;  'would  they  served  us  I 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  eves  hangman 
erved  thief. 

FooL  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

FooL  I  think,  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  servant ; 
fy  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
0  borrow  of  your  masters,  they  approach  sadly,  and  go 
iway  merry  ;  but  they  enter  my  mistress'  house  merrily^ 
uid  go  away  sadly  :  The  reason  of  this  ? 

Far.  Serv,  I  could  render  one. 

Apem,  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
naster,  and  a  knave  ;  which  notwithstanding,  thou  shalt 
)e  no  less  esteem'd. 

Far.  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

FooL  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like  thee, 
Tis  a  spirit :  sometime,  it  appears  like  a  lord  ;  sometime^ 
ike  a  lawyer ;  sometime^  like  a  philosopher,  with  two  '^: 
tones  more  than  his  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like 
knight;  and,  generally  in  all  shapes,  that  man  goes  up 
nd  down  in,  from  fourscore  to  thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in. 

Fflcr.  Serv.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 
Vol.  V.  26 
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FooL    Nor  thou   altogether    a  wise   man :    as  much 
foolery  as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apem.  That  answer  might  have  become  Apemantos. 

All  Serv,  Aside,  aside  ;  here  comes  lord  Timon. 
Re-enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Apem.  Come,  with  me,  fool,  come. 

FooL  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother,  and 
woman  ;  sometime,  the  philosopher. 

[Exe,  Apemantus  and  Fool, 

Flav.  Tray  you,  walk  near  ;  I'll  speak  with  you  anoo. 

[Exe.  Serv. 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel :  Wherefore,  ere  this  time, 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me  ; 
That  1  might  so  have  rated  my  expence. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

flav.  You  would  not  hear  me, 
At  many  leisures  I  proposed. 

Tim.  Go  to  :  t.     . 

Perchance,  some  single  vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back  ; 
And  that  unaptness  made  your  minister,' 
Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

Fiav.  O  my  good  lord! 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts. 
Laid  them  before  you  ;  you  would  throw  them  aS, 
And  say,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present,  you  have  bid  me 
Return  so  much,  I  have  shook  my  head,  and  wept ; 
Tea,  'gainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close  :  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks  ;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My  dear-lov'd  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now,  (too  late  !)  yet  now's  a  time,^ 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 
.  Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Flav»  'Tis  all  engag'd,  some  forfeited  and  gone  ; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 
Of  present  dues  :  the  future  comes  apace  : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  ?  and  at  length 

19  And  nmde  A«t  mmptneH  yoor  minister.  BfALONE. 


[6]  Tboagli  I  tell  you  this,  sayt  Flavias.  at  too  late  a  period,  pert 
ffbrmationtolMof  anjaenrioetoyou.yet,latcasltis,  itifneeetHUT 
teacqMinted  with  It.  RIT80N.    ^  "^  ' 


1 


ACT  II«  TIMON   OF   ATREITS.  303 

How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word; 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Tim,  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry,  or  falsehood^ 
Call  me  betbre  the  exactest  auditors, 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me^ 
When  all  our  offices^  have  been  oppress'd 
With  riotous  feeders  ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine  ;  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  minstrelsy ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wasteful  cock,* 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Tim.  Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Flav.  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of  this  lord! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves,  and  peasants, 
This  night  englutted !  Who  is  not  Timon's  ? 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is  lord  Timon^sj 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon  ? 
Ah  !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praise. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made : 
Feast-won,  fast-lost ;  one  cloud  of  winter  showerSi         / 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further  : 
No  viUanous  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart ; 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given.* 
Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  Canst  thou  the  conscience  lack, 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends  ?  Secure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing,' 
Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  use, 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts  ! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine  are  crowned. 
That  I  account  them  blessings  ;  for  by  these 

191  Q^Seet— the  apartments  allotted  to  culinary  parposes,  &c.        STEEVENS. 

|l1  Cock-^K  coGkbft,  a  garret  And  a  wasteful  eock^  signifies  a  garret  lyiBg  in 
wnmti  Deflected,  put  to  no  use.  H ANMER. 

A  imuMMl  cade  is  what  we  now  call  a  waste  pipe ;  a  pipe  which  is  continually  run- 
bIbt,  SBd  therein  prevents  the  overflow  of  cisterns  and  other  reservoirs,  by  canyiny 
off  Ihetr  saiwrfiaous  water.  COLLINS. 

rej  Evwry  reader  must  rejoice  in  this  circumstance  of  comfort,  which  presents  it««ir 
to  Timon,  fi^bo,  though  beggarM  through  want  of  prudence,  consoles  himself  wUb 
fltAeetioii  that  his  rain  was  nut  brought  on  by  the  pursuit  of  guiltv  pleasures.  STEEV. 

(S]  ^rftcMtmc— maj  mean  the  contents,  as  the  argument  of  a  book  ^  or  finr  evK 
4eiieea  and  prools.         JOHNSON. 
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Shall  I  try  friends  :  You  shall  perceive,  how  yon  I  ^ 

Mistake  my  fortunes  ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends,  I  ^ 

Within  there,  ho  ! Flaminius  I  Servilius !  |  ^ 

Enter  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  Servants, 

Serv.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Tim.  I  will  despatch  you  severally. — ^You,  to  lord  Liidv> 
— To  lord  Lucullus  you  ;  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day  ; — You,  to  Sempronius  ; 
Commend  me  to  their  loves  ;  and,  I  am  proud,  say. 
That  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  use  them 
Toward  a  supply  of  money  :  let  the  request 
Be  fifly  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.  Lord  Lucius,  and  lord  Lucullus  ?  humph  !      [Asi. 

Tim.  Go  you,  sir,  to  the  senators,        [To  another  Siro. 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
beserv'd  this  hearing,)  bid  'em  send  o'the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  been  bold, 
(For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  gen'ral  way,)* 
To  them  to  use  your  signet,  and  your  name  ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads^  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true  ?  can  it  be  ? 

Flav.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  Toic6» 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  canDOt 
Do  what  they  would  ;  are ,  sorry — you  are  honourable,-** 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know  not — but 
Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — ^would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity— 
And  so,  intending  other  serious  matters,* 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractions,* 
With  certain  half-caps,^  and  cold-moving  nods. 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods, 're ward  them! — 
I  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly  ;  These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary  :' 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows  ; 
•Tis  lack  of  lundly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  ; 

\A\  OcnertU  is  not  ipeedy,  but  compendious,  the  way  to  try  many  at  a  time. 
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J0HN80X. 


Intending  is  regarding,  turning  tlieir  notice  to  oiiier  things.        JOIIKSOX* 
Fraeti«n»-^hroken  liinis,  Inten-upted  sentences,  abrupt  remarks.  JOHNSOlt 

[7   A  k&/fieap  is  a  cap  siiglitly  moved,  not  put  off*.  JOHNSON. 

[8]  Btnditary  for  by  natural  constiiulion.    But  some  distempers  of  natnnil  . 
tatlpa  being  called  benxUlary,  he  calls  tlieir  ingratitude  sow       W  ARBUBXOK. 
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And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 

Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy. — 

Go  to  Ventidius,— [To  o  Serv,]  Pr'ythee,    [To  F/^AVlus.] 

be  not  sad, 
Thou  art  true,  and  honest ;  ingeniously  I  speak,^ 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee  : — [To  Serv.]  Ventidius  lately 
Buried  his  father  ;  by  whose  death,  he's  stepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate  :  when  he  was  poor. 
Imprisoned,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents  :  Greet  him  from  me  ; 
Bid  him  suppose,  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  those  five  talents  : — ^that  had,   [To  Flavius.]  give  it 

these  fellows, 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak,  or  think, 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  sink. 

Flav,'  I  would,  I  could  not  think  it ;  That  thought  is 

bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.\  [EkeutU. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  L — 7%e  same,     A  Room  in  Lucullus's  House. 
Flaminios  waiting.     Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 
Serv.  I  HAVE  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  coming  down 

to  you. 
Flam,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

JEnter  Lucullus. 
Serv.  Here's  iny  lord. 

IajlcuI.  [Astde.]  One  of  lord  Timon's  men  ?  a  gift,  I 
warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt  of  a  silver  ba- 
son and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honest  Flaminius  ;  you 
are  very  respectively  welcome,  sir.* — Fill  me  some  wine. 

SEont  Servant.] — ^And  how  does  that  honourable,  complete, 
ree-hearted  gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good 
lord  and  master  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  six" :  And 

irhat  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir  ;  whichi, 


[0]  Ingenious  was  anciently  used  instead  of  ingentMus.  REED. 

Tl    JPrMb  liberal,  not  parsimonious.  JOHNSON. 

fS ,  RespectTully.    80  in  King  JoAn, 

r*  "^rris  too  respccUve."  .        STEEVENS. 
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in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honoar  tl 
supply  ;  who,  having  great  and  instant  occasion  to  use  fiftj 
talents,  hath  sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him  ;  nothing  Wi 
doubting  your  present  assistance  therein.  I 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la, — ^nothing  doubting,  says  he  ?  afc«,  ** 
good  lord  !  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  be  would  not  keef 
go  good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  have  dined 
with  him,  and  told  him  onH  ;  and  come  again  to  supper 
to  him,  of  purpose  to  have  him  spend  less  :  and  yet  be 
would  embrace  no  counsel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming. 
Every  man  has  his  fault,  and  honesty  is  his  f  I  have  toW 
him  on't,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from  it. 

Re-enter  Servant^  with  wine, 

Serv,  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

ImcuL  Flaminlus,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Fiam,  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

LucuL  I  have  t)bserved  thee  always  for  a  towardly 
prompt  spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reason  :  and  canst  use  the  time  well,  if 
the  time  use  ihee  well :  good  parts  in  thee. — Get  you 
gone,  sirrah.  [To  the  Servant^  who  goes  out,'] — ^Draw 
nearer,  honest  FUuninius.  Thy  lord's  a  bountiful  gentle- 
man :  but  thou  art  wise  ;  and  thou  knowest  well  enough, 
although  thou  comest  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time  to  lend 
money  ;  especially  upon  bare  friendship,  without  security. 
Here's  three  solidares  for  thee  ;  good  boy,  wink  at  me; 
and  say,  thou  saw'st  me  not.     Fare  thee  well.     • 

Flam,  Is't  possible,  the  world  should  so  much  differ ; 
And  we  aUve,  that  liv'd  ?*  Fly,  damned  baseness. 
To  him  that  worships  thee.       [7%ro^in^  the  money  caoay. 

Ituctd.  Ha !  Now,  I  see,  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
master.  [Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam,  May  these  add  to  the  number  that  may  scald  thee! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation,^ 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself! 
Has  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart, 


|81  Honesty  does  not  here  mean  probity,  but  liberality.  M.  MASON. 

{4j  And  we  wlio  were  alive  then,  alive  now.    As  mucii  as  to  say,  in  to  tkwt  m  Htt' 

WARBURTON. 

[S]  Perhamthe  poet  allndes  to  tiie  punishment  inflicted  on  M.  Aquilias  by  Miikri- 
dates.  In  The  Shepherd^$  Calendar^  however,  Lazarus  declares  himself  to  liave  $K* 
In  hell  a  great  Bamber  of  wide  cauldrons  and  kettles  full  of  boyling  lead  and  t^ 
with  other  hot  metals  molten,  in  the  which  were  plunged  and  dipped  tbe  coveloM 
men  and  women  for  to  fulfill  and  replenish  them  of  their  insatiate  covetlse     STSEV 
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[t  turns  in  less  than  two  nights  ?^  O  you  gods, 

[  feel  my  master's  passion  !  This  slave 

Unto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  : 

Why  should  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment,    * 

fVhen  he  is  turn'd  to  poison  ? 

D,  may  diseases  only  work  upon't ! 

And,  when  he  is  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  nature 

Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 

To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour !  [Elxtt. 

SCENE  II. 

J%e  same.  A  public  Place.  EiUerLvcivs^'wiih  three  Strangers. 

Imc.  Who,  the  lord  Timon  ?  he  is  my  very  good  friend, 
and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  less,'  though  we  are  but 
strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  lord, 
and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours  ;  now  lord  Ti- 
mon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  past,  and  his  estate  shrinks 
from  him. 

Lmc.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

2  iSfran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
1^,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord  Lucullus,  to  bor- 
row so  many  talents  ;*  nay,  urged  extremely  for't,  and 
showed  what  necessity  belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  denied. 

Lue,  How  ? 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  that  ?  now,  before  the 
gods,  I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied  that  honourable  man  ? 
there  was  very  little  honour  showed  in't.  For  my  own 
part,  I  must  needs  confess,  I  have  received  some  small 
kindnesses  from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such 
like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his  ;  yet,  had  he  mis- 
took him,  and  sent  to  me,  I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his 
occasion  so  many  talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord  ;  I  have  sweat 
to. see  his  honour. — My  honour'd  lord, —         [To  Lucius. 

Luc.  Servilius !  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.     Fare  thee 

rai  Allodlnif  to  the  tummr  or  aeescence  of  milk.  JOHNSON. 

*    [7j  That  It,  we  Jbiow  Attn  by  report  to  hti  no  let*  than  you  represent  him,  though 
W  are  itmngen  to  bis  person.  JOHNSON. 

Cn  A  otrtiio  number  of  talents,  such.a  number  a»he  might  baimen  to  want 

KALONE. 
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^ell : — Commend  me  to  thy  honourable-yirtaocu  lard,q[  l|. 
very  exquisite  friend.  i^ 

Ser.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  has  sent —     L 

Luc,  Hfk  i  what  has  he  sent  ?  I  am  so  much  .endearei  || 
to  that  lord  ;  he's  ever  sending  :  How  shall  I  thank  hii^  M| 
thinkest  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  sent  now  ?  V^ 

Ser,  He  has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now,  mj  |] 
lord  ;  requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  instant  use 
with  so  many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know,  his  lordship  is  but  merry  with  me ;  he 
cannot  want  fifly-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser,  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous.** 
I  should  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfully.*  « 

Luc,  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilius  ? 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul,  'tis  true,  sir. 

Luc,  What  a  wicked  beast  was  1,  to  disfumish  myself 
against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  have  shown  mj- 
eclf  honourable  ?  how  unluckily  it  happened,  that  I 
should  purchase  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  un- 
do a  great  deal  of  honour  ? — Servilius,  now  before  the 
gods,  1  am  not  able  to  do't ;  the  more  beast,  I  say  : — I 
was  sending  to  use  lord  Timon  myself,  these  gentleraea 
can  witness  ;  but  I  would  not,,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens, 
I  had  done  it  now.  Commend  me  bountifully  to  his 
good  lordship  ;  and  I  hope,  his  honour  will  conceive  the 
fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no  power  to  be  kind : — 
And  tell  him  this  from  me,  1  count  it  one  of  my  greatest 
afflictions,  say,  that  1  cannot  pleasure  such  an  honoura- 
ble gentleman.  Good  Servilius,  virill  you  befiriend  me 
so  far,  as  to  use  my  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser,  Yes,  sir,  1  shall. 

Luc,  I  will  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius.  [Ex*  Sei. 
—True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk,  indeed ; 
And  he,  that's  once  denied,  will  hardly  speed.  [£!aE«t 

1  Stran,  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostilius  ? 

2  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 
1  Slran,  Why  this 

Is  the  world's  soul ;  And  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.    .  Who  can  call  him 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?•  for,  in 

191  ir  he  did  not  want  it  for  a  good  use.  JOHNSON. 

11  Ffnthfvlty  for  fervently.  WARBDRTON. 

21  This 'phrase  is  scriocurnl :  **  He  that  dippelh  his  hand  with  me  ia  Ibt  dUk* 
St. Mat.  xxid.  23.  fiTEEVENS. 


:j 


-Hy  kDoniDg,  TimoD  has  been  this  lord's  iatheri 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse  ; 
Supported  his  estate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Haa  paid  hia  men  their  wages  :  He  ne'er  drinka. 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip  ; 
And  yet,  (O,  see  the  moostrousness  of  man  : 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape  I)  \ 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his,' 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3  SCran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

1  Slran.   For  mjoe  own  pari, 
I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  orer  me, 
To  marlc  me  for  his  friend  ;  yet,  I  protest. 
Tor  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue. 
And  honourable  c^irriage, 
Mad  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  douatioD, 
And  the  best  half  should  have  return'd  to  him,* 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  Tfiut,  1  perceive. 
Men  must  leara  now  with  pity  to  dispense  ; 
For  policy  sits  almve  conscience^  [Extmh 

SCENE  III. 

7^  tame.    Jl  room  in  Semprobius's  House.  Enter  Sempro- 
mus,  and  a  Sematit  of  TmoH's. 

Sem.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  1  Humph  1  'Bore 
all  others  ? 
He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  LucuHub  ; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prison  :  All  these  three 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Serv.  0  my  lord. 
They  have  all  been  touch'd,*  and  found  base  metal ;  flw 
They  have  all  denied  him. 

&tn.  How  !  have  they  denied  him  ? 
Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 

And  does  he  send  to  me  ?  Three  ?  humph  ! 

It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 


SIO  TIMON    OF    ATHENS.  icT  Iftj 

Most  I  be  his  last  refuge  ?  His  friends,  like  physicians,  \ 
Thrive,  give  him  over  ;*  Must  1  take  the  cure   upon  me!  I 
He  has  much  disgracM  me  in't ;  I  am  angry  at  him,         |W 
That  might  have  known  my  place  :  I  see  no  sense  for^l, 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first ; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  1  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him  : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now, 
That  I'll  requite  it  last  ?  No  :  So  it  may  prove 
An  argument  of  laughter  to  the  rest, 
And  1  amongst  the  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 
I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum, 
He  had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake  ; 
I  had  such  a  counige  to  do  him  good.'  But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join  ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  shall  not  know  my  coin.     [jExt< 
Serv,  Excellent !  Your  lordship's  a  'goodly  villain.  The 
devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man  politic; 
he  crossed  himself  by't :  and  I  cannot  think,  but,  in  the 
end,  the  villanies  of  man  will  set  him  clear.*     How  fidrij 
this  lord  strives  to  appear  foul?  takes  virtuous  copies  to 
be  wicked  ;  like  those  that,  under  hot  ardent  zeal»  would 
set  whole  realms  on  fire  !^ 
Of  such  a  nature  is  his  poUtic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope  ;  now  all  are  fled. 
Save  the  gods  only  :  Now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows  ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  must  keep  his  house.' 

[1]  His  friends  like  physicians,  tlirive  by  his  bounty  and  fees,  and  eitlier  rt/nfiudi, 
ond  fonakchimf  or  g^ve  his  case  up  as  desperate.  STEEVEliS. 

(21  Such  an  ardour,  such  an  eager  desire.  JOHNSON. 

[SJ  The  deviPs  folly  in  making  man  politic,  is  to  appear  in  this,  that  be  will  atlki 
long  run  be  too  many  for  his  old  master,  and  yet  free  of  his  Imnds.  The  villanies  of 
inan  are  to  set  himself  clear,  not  the  devil,  to  whom  he  is  sappMed  to  l>e  in  thral- 
dom. RITSON. 

[4]  This  is  a  reflection  on  the  puritans  of  that  time.  These  people  were  thea  «ct 
upon  a  project  of  new-modelling  the  ecclesiastical  and  civil  goyemmenC  aeeonfiaf 
to  scripture  rules  and  examples ;  which  makes  him  say,  that  under  zeal  for  thevwi 
of  God,  they  would  nt  whole  realms  on  Jire.  So  Sempronius  pretended  to  that  warm 
affection  and  generous  Jealousy  of  friendship,  that  is  affronted,  if  any  other  be  a^ 

Slied  to  t)efore  it.    At  best  the  similitude  is  an  awkward  one:  Imtit  fitted  tt*M» 
ience,  though  not  the  speaker.  WARBURTON. 

,  ££]  Keep  within  doors  for  fear  of  duns.  JOHNSON^ 
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SCENE  IV. 


The  same.     A  Hall  in  Timon's  House.     Enter  two  Servant 

of  Varro,  and  the  Servant  of  Lucius,  meeting  Titus, 

HoRTENSius,   and  other  Servants  to  Timon's  Crediton^ 

waiting  his  cqming  out.    * 

Var^  Serv.  Well  met ;  good-morrow,  Titus  and  Hor- 
teDsius. 

Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 

Hor.  Lucius  ? 
What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Lmc,  Serv.  Ay,  and,  I  think, 
One  business  does  command  us  all ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Philotus. 

Lmc,  Serv.  And  sir 
Philotus  too ! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Laic.  Serv.  Welcome,  good  brother. 
What  do  you  think  the  hour  ? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Lmc.  Serv,  So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  ? 

Lmc.  Serv.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on't ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at  seven. 

Lmc.  Serv.  Ay,  but  the  days  arc  waxed  shorter  with  him : 
You  must  consider,  that  a  prodigal  course 
Is  like  the  sun's  ;^  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

JTis  deepest  winter  in  lord  Timon's  purse  ;    -' 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little.^ 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  I'll  show  you  how  to  observe  a  strange  event 
Your  lord  sends  now  for  money. 

Hor.  Most  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hor.  It  is  against  my  heart 

Lmc.  Serv.  Mark,  how  strange  it  shows, 

^^      -  ■ — '-^-^—1 — 

fSI  That  ix,  like  him  in  blaze  and  splendour. 

*_  <*  Botes  occidere  et  redire  possunt"    Catol.  JOHNSON. 

m  SfiQ  periiapt  alluding  to  Uie  effiecU  of  winter,  during  which  some  aniiMit  an 
mUttd  to  seek  tMr  icanty  provision  through  a  depth  of  snow.       BTEEVKNSi 
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Timon  in  this  should  pay  more  than  he  owes  : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 

Hor.  I  am  weary  of  this  charge,*  the  gods  can  witnea; 
I  know,  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 

1  Far.  Serv.  Yes,  mine's  three  thousand  crowiis  :  WluA 
yours  ? 

Lmc,  Serv,  Five  thousand  mine. 

1  Far.  Serv.  'Tis  much  deep  :  and  it  should  seembf 
the  sum, 
Your  master's  confidence  was  ahoye  mine  ; 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminius. 

Tit.  One  of  lord  Timon's  men. 

Luc.  Serv.  Flaminius  1  sir,  a  word  :  'Pray,  is  my  lord 
ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordship  ;  'pray,  signify  so  mndb. 

Flam,  I  need  not  tell  him  that ;  he  knows,  you  are  too 
diligent.  [ExiL 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  cloaks  muffled. 

Lmc.  Serv.  Ha !  is  not  that  his  steward  muffled  so  ? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud  :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

1  Far.  Serv.  By  your  leave,  sir, 

Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  friend  ? 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

Flav.  Ay, 
If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough.     Why  then  preferr'd  you  not 
Your  sums  and  biUs,  when  your  false  masters  eat 
Of  my  lord's  meat  ?  Then  they  could  smile,  and  fitwn 
Upon  his  debts,  and  take  down  th'  interest 
Into  their  gluttonous  maws  ;  You  do  yourselves  but  wroDg» 
To  stir  me  up  ;  Let  me  pass  quietly  : 
Believe't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end  ; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Lmc.  Serv.  Ay,  but  this  answer  yfUl  not  serve. 

Flav.  If  'twill  not, 
*Tis  not  so  base  as  you  ;  For  you  serve  knaves.        [ExU. 

1  Far.  Serv.  How  !  what .  does  his  cashier'd  wonliit 
mutter  ? 

W  That  ii,  of  thte  emminion,  of  this  en^ofmsnt         JOHNSOH:  ^ 
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2  Far,  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and  that's  re- 
Tenge  enofogh.  Wh6  can  speak  broader  than  he  that  haa 
DO  house  to  put  his  head  in  ?  Such  may  rail  against  great 
buildings.  "^ 

Enter  Seb.vilivs» 
Tit  O,  here's  Servilius  ;  now  we  shaU  know 

Some  answer. 
Serv.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen, 

To  repair  some  other  hour,  I  should  much 

Derive  from  it :  for,  take  it  on  my  soul, 

My  lord  leans  wond'rously  to  discontent. 

His  comfortable  temper  has  forsook  him  ; 

He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Lite.  Serv.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  sick  ; 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health,  «. 

Methinks,  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts,! 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods.  y 

Str,'  Good  gods ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  answer,  sir. 

Flam,  [within.^  Servilius,  help ! — my  lord  I  my  lord  l-^— 
Knter  Timon,  in  a  rage ;  Flaminius  folloTmng* 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my  passage  ?   | 
Have  1  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place,  which  1  have  feiasted,  does  it  now. 
Like  aJL\  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc,  Serv.    Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit,  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Ltic,  Serv,  Here's  mine. 

Hor,  Serv,  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Far,  Serv.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em  :®  cleave  me  to  the  gir- 

Ldtc,  Serv.  Alas  !  my  lord, —  [die, 

Tim,  Cut  my  heart  in  sums. 

Tit,  Mine,  fifty  talents. 

Tim,  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc,  Serv,  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that. — 
V^hat  yours  ? — and  yours  ? 

1  Far.  Serv.  My  lord, 

Ig]  Timon  catches  at  the  word  bilh,  and  alludes  to  the  bUh  or  batt/eiwet,  which 
t  aiic&eiic  lokiiery  carrieo,  and  were  «tiU  lued  by  the  watch  la  Shaltespeiire^  time. 

STEfiVK^tt* 

Vol.  V.  27 
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2  Far.  Serv.  My  lord, IJ 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  on  you  !  [ExiL  \l 
Hor.  'Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw  their 
caps   at  their  Ynoney  ;  these    debts  may  well  be  calldl 
desperate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  [ExewiL 

Re-enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Tim.    They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  die 
Creditors  ! — devils.  -  ^^  [slaves : 

Flarv.  My  dear  lord, 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so  ? 

Flarv.  My  lord, 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  so  : — My  steward ! 

Flav.  Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly  ?  Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius  ;  all  i 
I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 
You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  lefl,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be't  not  in  thy  care  ;  go, 
I  charge  thee  ;  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  ;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide.  ' 

SCENE  V,  1 

J%e  same.     The  Senate-House.     The  Senate  titttng.    Enkt 

Alcibiades,  attended. 

1  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it ;  the  &alt's 
Bloody ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die  : 

Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen.  Most  true  ;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 

Alcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to  the  senate  1 

1  Sen.  Now,  captain  ? 

Alcib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues  ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law, ' 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 
Hath  steep'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into  it. 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside,* 

, _  I        ■  ■      ■  ■  _  __m - --^M* 

(11  PattiDff  this  action  of  his,  which  was  uresleteni^sd  bj  &te,  out « 
•Ion.  8TESVENS.  ^ 
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Of  comely  virtues  ; 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice  ; 

(An  honour  in  him,  which  huys  out  his  fault,) 

Bat,  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  spirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death,  ■    - 

He  did  oppose  his  foe  :  •  •" 

And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 

He  did  behave  his  anger,'  ere  'twas  spent, 

As  if  he  had  but  prov*d  an  argument. 

1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox,* 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 
Your  words  have  took  such  pains,  as  if  they  laboured 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  which,  indeed, 
Is  valour  raisbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  born  : 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe  ;  and  make  his  wrongfl 
His  outsides  ;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly  ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger.  • 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  folly  'tis,  to  hazard  life  for  iU  ? 

Alcib.  My  lord, — 

1  Sefi.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear ; 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  may 
If  I  speak  like  a  captain. — 
Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle. 
And  not  endure  all  threatnings  ?  sleep  upon  it. 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats. 
Without  repugnancy  ?  but  if  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?*  why  then,  women  arc  more  valiant. 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
And  th'  ass,  more  captain  than  the  lion  ;  the  feloo^ 
Loaden  with  irons,  wiser  than  the  judge, 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lords. 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good  : 
yfho  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood  ? 
To  kill,  1  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gustj* 


m  UimoUdj  for  common,  lKmnded..-J5eAare,  for  curb,  manage  WARDURTOIt 
[8]  You  undertake  a  paradox  too  hard.  JOHNSON.     ,^„„„^„ 

Wbat  do  we,  or  what  have  we  to  do  In  the  field  ?  JOHNSON. 

I  baUtf^e  pat  roeans  racbnen.    The  allusion  may  be  to  a  madden  ^Mf  of  whA 

ST£  ETV  ENS 
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But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just  -      |l< 

To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety  ;  I? 

But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen,  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Mcib,  In  vain  ?  his  service  done 
At  Lacedaemon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  his  life, 

1  Sen,  What's  that  ? 
Alcib,  Why  I  say,  my  lords,  h'as  done  fair  service. 

And  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies  : 

How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himself 

In  the  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  2 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em,  he 
Is  a  sworn  rioter  :*  h'as  a  sin  that  often 
Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner  : 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough  alone 
To  overcome  him  :  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
And  cherish  factions  :  'Tis  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

1  Sen.  He  dies. 
'  Alcib,  Hard  fate  !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
TThough  his  right  arm  might  purchase  his  own  time. 
And  be  in  debt  to  none,)  yet.  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  them  both  : 
And,  for  I  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  I'll  pawn  my  victories,®  all 
My  honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life, 
Why,  let  the  war  receive't  in  valiant  gore  ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies  ;  urge  it  no  more, 
On  height  of  our  displeasure  :  Friend,  or  brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so  ?  it  must  not  be.     My  lords, 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me. 

2  Sen.  How  ? 
Mcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3  Sen.  What  ? 
Alcib.  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  has  forgot  me ; 

■ — 

t6\  I  call  mercy  herself  to  witness,  that  defensive  violence  is  just.    JOHNSON. 
[7]  A  sworn  rioter,  is  a  mnn  who  practises  riot,  as  if  be  had  by  an  wiib  hmmIb  ■ 
Us  duty.  JOHN.      [8]  He  charges  them  obliquely  with  being  usureci.    JOHKSOS. 
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It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base,* 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  g;race  : 
If  J  wounds  ache  at^you. 

1  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  e£fect ; 
We  banish  thee  forever. 
.    Alcib.  Banish  me  ? 
Banish  your  dotage  ;  banish  usury. 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1  Sen.  If,  afler  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contain  thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment.     And,  not  to  swell  our 

spirit,' 
He  shaU  be  executed  presently.  [Exeunt  Senaton. 

Alcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that  yon  " 
may  live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  ! 
I  am  worse  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  myself. 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts  ; — ^All  those,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  balsam,  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pours  into  captains'  wounds  ?  ha  !  banishment  T 
It  comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish'd  ; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury. 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
'Tis  honour,  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds  ; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs,  as  gods.         [ExH 

SCENE  VI. 

A  magnificent  Room  in  Timon's  House.     Music.    Tables  set 
out:  Servants  attending.  Enter  divers  Lords  at  several  doors. 

1  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  sir. 

2  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think,  this  honourable 
lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,'  when  we 
encountered  :  I  hope,  it  is  not  so  low  with  him,  as  he  made 
it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  several  friends. 

2  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion  of  his  new 
feasting. 

[91  0AM  for  dishonoured.  WARBURTON.  .       . 

11]  iV«i  u  steell  wr  tpirH^  I  believe,  means,  not  to  pat  ounelves  into  any  tamoar 
of  rage,  taiie  our  definitive  resolution.  STEEVENS. 

[21  A  hawk,  I  tliinli,  is  said  to  tire  when  slie  arouses  liertelf  with  pecking  a  ^beft. 
■1114%  wing  or  any  thing  that  puts  her  in  mind  of  prey.  To  tire  npon  a  tlUng,  tb«r» 
ioff%  it  lo  be  id^  employed  upon  it.  JOHNSON. 
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1  Lord.  I  should  think  so  :  He  hath  sent  me  an  eaindl  1 
myiting,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did  urge  me  ti 
put  off ;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond  them,  and  I 
must  needs  appear. 

2  Lord,  In  Uke  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  iinfM>rtiiiiiAe 
business,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excuse.  I  am  sony, 
when  he  sent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  provision  was  ooL 

1  Lord,  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  understand  how 
all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here's  so.  What  would  he  hsn 
borrowed  of  you  ?  ' 

1  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

2  Lord,  A  thousand  pieces  I 
1  Lord.  What  of  you  ? 

3  Lord.  He  sent  to  me,  sir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon,  and  AUendants. 
Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both  : — ^And  hmr 
fare  you  ? 

1  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of  jour  lordship* 

2  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more  williqg» 
than  we  your  lordship. 

IHm.  [Aside.]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter  ;  such 
summer-birds  are  men. — Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will  Ml 
recompense  this  long  stay  :  feast  your  ears. with  the  mmc 
awhile ;  if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  on  the  trumpet's 
sound  :  we  shall  toH  presently. 

1  Lord,  I  hope,  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  year  loxd- 
ahip,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  messenger. 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Lord.  My  noble  lord, 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend  !  what  cheer  ? 

[7^  Banquet  brouM  vl 
2  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  sick  of 

shame,  that,  when  your  lordship  this  other  day  sent  to 

me,  I  was  so  unfortunate  a  beggar. 
Tim.  Think  not  on't,  sir. 

2  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  before,-^- 
7Yfn.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance.— 

Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Lord.  All  covered  dishes  ! 
1  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  1  warrant  you.  [yield  it 

3  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  the  season  cts 
1  Lord.  How  do  you  ?  What's  the  news  ? 
S  Ld>rd*  Alcibiades  is  banished  :  Hear  you  of  it  2 
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y  1  4*  2  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished ! 
^k  3  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 
\\     1  Lord.  How  ?  how  ? 

2  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

*' -IVm.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  Lord.  V\\  tell  you  more  anon.     Here's  a  noble  feist 
.   S  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still.  [toward. 

3  Lord.  Wili't  hold  ?  will't  hold  ? 

2  Lord.  It  does  :  but  time  will — and  so 
•  -  3  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

(^Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he  would 
to  the  lip  of  his  mistress  f'^your  diet  shall  be  in  all  places 
alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool 
ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  first  place  :  Sit,  sit.  The  gods 
require  our  thanks. 

You  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  society  with  thankftU- 
ne$i.  For  your  own  gifts,  make  yourselves  praised :  but  re* 
serve  stiU  to  give,  lest  your  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to  each 
nutn  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another ;  for,  were 
jfour  godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  would  forsake  the  gods* 
Make  the  meat  be  beloved,  more  than  the  man  thai  gives  it. 
Let  no  assembly  of  twenty  be  imthout  a  score  of  villains :  If 
^kere  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them  be^^ 
0g_  tkey  are. — The  rest  of  your  fees,*  O  gods, — the  senators 
tfJSmens,  toge&ier  with  the  common  lag  of  people, — what  is 
etiuss  in  them,  you  gods,  make  suitable  for  destruction.  For 
these  my  present  friends, — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in 
nothing  bless  them,  and  to  nothing  they  are  welcome. 
Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  dishes  uncovered  are  full  of  warm  water , 

Some  speak.  What  does  his  lordship  mean  ? 

SofM  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends  !  smoke,  and  luke-warm  water 
Is  your  perfection.*  This  is  Timon's  last ; 
Who  stuck  and  spangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throwing  water  in  their  faee$» 
Your  reeking  villany.     Live  loath'd,  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
CeurteoQS  destroyers,  aiSable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies,' 


i 


We  shoald  read~/oe«.  WARBURTON. 
Yoar  ferfeetion,  is,  the  highest  of  your  < 
TineV  JIim— ffia  of  a  season.  JOHNSON. 


'41  Yoar  perftetioii,  is,  the  highest  of  your  excellence*  SOBX30JX. 
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Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks  I*  1  Ai 

or  man,  and  beast,  the  infinite  malady^  II 

Crust  you  quite  o'er  I— What,  dost  thou  go  ?  la 

Soft,  take  thy  physic  first — thou  too, — ^and  thou  ; —  ■■[ 
[Throws  the  dishes  at  them^  and  drivet  them  mL  || 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What,  all  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  feast. 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Burn,  house  ;  sink,  Athens  !  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  !  [EaA 

•  Re-enter  the  Lords^  xjoith  other  Lords  and  Senators. 

1  Lord,  How  now,  my  lords  ?•   , 

2  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's  fury  t 

3  Lord.  Pish  i  did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

4  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  gown. 

3  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but  humoor 
sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other  day,  and  now 
he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat : — Did  you  see  my  jewel ! 

4  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 
2  Lord,  Here  'tis. 
4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Lord.  Let's  make  no  stay. 

2  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Lord.  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Lord.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds^  next  day  stoDM^ 

[JEscwtf. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Without  the  WaUs  o/Aihens.    Enter  Timom* 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou  wall,. 
That  girdlest  in  those  wolves  1  Dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens  !  Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 
Obedience  fail  in  children !  slaves,  and  fools, 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench»  - 
And  minister  in  their  steads !  to  general  filths 
Convert  o'the  instant,  green  virginity ! 
Do't  in  your  parent's  eyes  !  bankrupts,  hold  &8t ; 

Rather  than. render  back,  out  with  your  knives, 

.    — * 

[6]  A  mifiMte-jadela  what  was  formerly  a  Jack  of  tke  cfodfc'-lbMM  ;  an  image  vkHt 
office  was  the  same  as  one  of  those  at  St  Ounstan^s  church.  See  note  K.  BidvA 
IlLVoUVn.p.78.  n.6. 

[7J  Every  kind  of  disease  incident  to  man  and  beast.  JOHNSON. 

This  and  the  next  speech  are  spolwn  by  the  newljr  arrived  kmk.    a^^y^y*. 
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And  cat  your  trusters'  throats  1  Bound  senrants,  rteall 

Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are. 

And  pill  by  law !  maid,  to  thy  master's  bed ; 

Thy  mistress  is  o'the  brothel  1  son  of  sixteen. 

Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  the  old  limping  sire. 

With  it  beat  out  his  brains  !  piety,  and  fear. 

Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 

Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood. 

Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades. 

Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws. 

Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 

And  yet  confusion  live  l» — Plagues,  incident  to  iiieil» 

Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 

On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke  !  Thou  cold  sciatica. 

Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 

As  lamely  as  their  manners !  lust  and  liberty 

Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth  ; 

That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strivo. 

And  drown  themselves  in  riot !  itches,  blains, 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms  ;  and  their  crop 

Be  general  leprosy !  breath  infect  breath  ; 

That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 

Be  merely  poison!  Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee. 

But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town ! 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns  !' 

Timon  will  to  the  woods  ;  where  he  shall  find 

The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 

The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  you  good  gods  all,) 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall ! 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high,  and  low ! 

Amen.  [Exii* 

SCENE  II. 

Athens*     A  Room  in  Timon's  House.    Enter  Fuivius*  with 

two  or  three  Servants. 

1  Ser.  Hear  you,  master  steward,  where's  our  master  ? 

Are  we  undone  ?  cast  off  ?  nothing  remaining  ? 

— — ~— ^-~~^— ~^~^^~~ 

[91  Tboagh  bjr  tncfa  confusion  all  tbingf  seem  to  hasten  to  dissolution,  yet  let  not 
disMhitlon  oame,  bat  the  miseries  of  ciNifusion  continue.  JOHNSON. 

rn  Aceumulnted  curses.  Mu/tiMnr  fotmtltiplied:  ibe  aeUve  pwticifle  with  m 
BMshre  sifrnification.  STEEVEN8.  .«.       .     ^  ^       ^         * 

rS]  Nothinir  contributes  uiore  to  the  enllAtlon  of  Tlmon*s  chnnieter  than  the  Md 
andMellly  of  his  eervMMs.  Nothing  but  real  virtue  can  be  honound  hydomestiet . 
Bothin;  but  ijAjNurtlal  kindoess  can  |[ain  Hflfeetion  from  dependants.    JOHNSON. 
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Flav.  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to  you  f 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Serv.  Such  a  house  broke  ! 
So  noble  a  master  fallen  I  all  gone  !  and  not 
One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him. 

9  Serv.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 
From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave  ; 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away  ;  leave  their  false  vows  with  him. 
Like  empty  purses  pickM  :  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air; 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty, 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. — More  of  our  fellows*    • 

Enter  other  Servants, 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  house. 

3  Serv,  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery. 
That  see  I  by  our  faces  ;  we  are  fellows  still. 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow  :  Leak'd  is  our  bark  ; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  surges  threat :  we  must  all  part 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all, 
The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amongst  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon's  sake, 
Let's  yet  be  fellows  ;  let's  shake  our  heads,  and  say. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes. 
We  have  seen  better  days.     Let  each  take. some  ; 

[Giving  them  moHff^ 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.     Not  one  word  more  : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor.       [Exe.  Sen* 
— O,  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  us  !• 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt. 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ?  -  , 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  compounds, 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart ; 
Undone  by  goodness  !  Strange,  unusual  blood,* 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good ! 

fi]  Fienx-'-l  believe,  it  here  used  for  hasty,  precipitate.  STEEVEN8. 

3]  Throughout  these  plays  blood  is  frequently  used  in  the  ienae  otnatunlBnMi' 
«mr  or  disposition.  MALONK.  '^ 
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Who  then  dares  to  he  half  so  kind  again  ? 

For  bounty,  that  makes  gofJs,  does  still  mar  men. 

My  dearest  lord, — blessM,  to  be  most  accurs'd, 

Rich,  only  to  be  wretched  ; — thy  great  fortunes 

Are  made  thy  chief  aflflictionsr     Alas,  kind  lord! 

He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  seat 

Of  monstrous  friends  :  nor  has  he  with  him  to 

Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 

I'll  follow,  and  inquire  him  out  : 

I'll  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 

Whilst  I  have  gold,  I'll  be  his  steward  still*  [iSxtt 

SCENE  IIL 

The  Woods,     Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  O  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity  ;  below  thy  sister's  orb* 
Infect  the  air  I  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb,— 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth. 
Scarce  is  dividant, — ^touch  them  with  several  fortunes  ; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser  :  Not  nature. 
To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune. 
But  by  contempt  of  nature.* 
Raise  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord  ; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary. 
The  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother's  sides, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares,  who  dares» 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say,  Thit  man^s  a  flatterer  F  if  one  be. 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune^ 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  below  :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique  ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures, 
But  direct  villany.3  Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men  ! 
Hb  semblance,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains  : 
Destruction  fang  mankind  ! — Earth,  yield  me  roots  ! 

[Digging. 

»   - 1  ■..,,,  , 

t    £6]  That  ia,  the  moon**,  this  sublunary  world.  JOHNSON. 

[6]  Tbe nietinlng  I  take  to  be  this:  Brother,  when  his  fortune  is  enlarged,  tHB 
•eoim  brotber  {  for  Ibis  is  the  ifeneral  depravity  of  human  nature,  which,  besiegied  as 
M  b  bgr  misery,  admonished  as  It  is  of  want  and  imperfection,  wliea  elevated  oy  for- 
tM.  will  de^fOse  beings  of  nature  Ine  its  own.  JOHNSON. 

fJl  QrtM  fiNT  tiepor  degree  POPE. 
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Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison  I  What  is  here  ? 

^  Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?  Ko,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarist.*     Roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black,  white  ;  foul,  fair ; 
Wr«ng,  right ;  base,  noble  ;  old,  young  ;  coward,   vaJijoit 
Ha,  you  gods  !  why  this?  What  this,  you  gods?  Why  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sidc^  f 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads  ' 

,  I  This  yellow  slave 

f  Will  knit  and  break  religions  ;  bless  the  accursed  ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd  ;  place  thieves, 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench  :  this  is  it, 
That  makes  the  wappenM  widow  wed  again  J* 
She,  whom  the  spital-house,  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  spices 
To  the  April  day  again.^     Come,  damned  earth, 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'st  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature. *-p[Jlfarc^  afar  qff,'\ — Ha  !  a  dmml 
— Thou'rt  quick,* 

But  yet  I'll  bury  thee.     Thou'lt  go,  strong  thief. 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand  : — 
Nay,  stay  Uiou  out  for  earnest.  [Keeping  satne  gM 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  drum  and  Jijey  in  warlike  manner 

Phrynia  and  Timandra.  • 

Alcih.  What  art  thou  there  ? 
Speak. 

Tim,  A  beast  as  thou  art.   The  canker  gnaw  thy  hear^ 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 

Alcib,  What  is  thy  name  ?  Is  man  so  hateful  to  thee, 
That  art  tliyself  a  man  ? 

Tim,  1  am  misanthropes^  and  hate  mankind. 

[8]  No  insincere  or  inconstant  supplicant    Gold  will  not  senne  me  instead  of  raMfc 

JOHNSON. 

[9]  Aristophanes,  In  his  Plutus,  Act  V.  Scene  3,  mak:es  the  priest  of  Jinpfiter  dMflt 
bis  service  to  live  with  Piutus.  WARBURTON. 

[1]  Men  who  have  strensrth  yet  remaining-  to  struggle  with  their  distemper.  TUi 
alludes  loan  old  custom  ofidrawing  away  the  piltow  from  under  the  heads  of  menii 
their  last  agxinies,  to  make  their  departure  the  easier.  WARBURTON.. 

[2]  The  wappened  widow  is  one  who  is  no  longer  alive  to  those  pleasurefl)  Uitdt' 
siiv  of  which  was  her  first  Inducement  to  many.  HENLEY. 

[3]  That  is«  to  the  wedding  day,  called  by  the  poet,  sa^cally,  .Jortf  Aml  or  Mfll 
day.  JOHNSON. 

[41  Lie  in  the  earth  ivhere  nature  laid  thee.  JOHNSON.  , 

lo\  Thou  hast  life  and  motion  in  thee.  JOHNSON. 
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Fop  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib,  I  know  thee  well ; 
But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  strange. 

Tim.  I  know  thee  too  ;  and  more,  than  that  I  know  thea^ 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum  ; 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules  : 
Religious  canons,  civil  law8  are  cruel  ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off! 

Tim,  I  will  not  kiss  thee  ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

^cib.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  T 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  gire  : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon  ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Alcib.  Noble  Timon, 
What  friendship  may  1  do  thee  ? 

7Ym.  None,  but  to 
Maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tim,  Promise  me  friendship,  but  perform  none  :  If 
Thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,'  for 
Thou  art  a  man  !  if  thou  dost  perform,  confound  thee» 
For  thou'rt  a  man  ! 

Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 

Tim.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Aldb.  I  see  them  now  ;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

Tifnan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  so  regardfuUy  ? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 

T^iman,  Yes. 

TVm.  Be  a  i^hore  still  I  they  love  thee  not,  that  use  thee  ; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust. 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours  :  season  the  slaves 
For  tubs,  and  baths  ;  bring  down  rose-cheeked  youth 
To  the  tub-fast,  and  the  diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  monster  t 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra ;  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. — 

If]  That  Is,  however  Hioo  nMgr^  ac^  linoe  thoa  art  nan,  hatad  omb,  X  wiih  IbM 
wnL  JOHNSON. 
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TIMON  OF  ATHEKS.  ACT  0» 

I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band  :  I  have  heard,  and  griev'd, 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth. 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states. 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tim.  I  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Alcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim,  How  dost  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  dost  trouUe ! 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 
Here's  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep't,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Jilcib,  When  1  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap^ — 

Tim.  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens  ? 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  i'thy  conquest ;  and 
Thee  afler,  when  thou  hast  conquered ! 

Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That, 
By  killing  villains,  thou  wast  bom  to  conquer 
My  country. 

Put  up  thy  gold  ;  Go  on, — there's  gcJd, — ^go  on  ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poison 
In  the  sick  air.^  Let  not  thy  sword  skip  one  : 
Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard. 
He's  an  usurer  :  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron  ; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest. 
Herself 's  a  bawd  :  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  sword  ;  for  those  milk-pq^ 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  ejes» 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
Set  them  down  horrible  traitors  :  Spare  not  the  babe. 
Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their  mercy ; 
Think  it  a  bastard,^  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  shall  cut. 
And  mince  it  sans  remorse  :  Swear  against  objcicti  ; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes  ; 
Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes^ 
Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding, 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  solcliers : 
Make  large  confusion  ;  and,  tiby  fury  spent, 

m  lUt  to  ymmOmmjmmwnd.  pictiusmniu  WARBUBTOIL 

ra  An  alhukm  to  the  tile  of  Oedipas.      ^   WARBURTOK. 


( 


•.^^T  IV.  TIMON    OF    ATHENS.  *9^ 

.Confounded  be  thyself !  Speak  not,  begone. 

Alcih.  Hast  thou  gold  yet  ?  Pll  take  the  gold  thou  ^v'st 
me, 
Not  all  thy  counsel. 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse  upon 

thee! 
Phry,  and  Timan,    Give  us  some  gold,  good  Timon  : 

Hast  thou  more  ? 
Tim,  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her  trade. 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  you  sluts, 
Your  aprons  mountant :  You  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  shudders,  and  to  heavenly  agues. 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you, — spare  your  oaths, 
j  I'll  trust  to  your  conditions  f  Be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  you. 
Be  strong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up ; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  turncoats  :  Yet  may  your  pains,  six  months. 
Be  quite  contrary:*  And  thatch  you  poor  thin  roofs 
With  burdens  of  the  dead  ;• — some  that  were  hang'd. 
No  matter  : — ^wear  them,  betray  with- them  :  whore  still  5 
}  Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face  : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  ! 

Phry.  and  Timan.  Well,  more  gold  ; — ^What  then  ? — 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.  Consumptions  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.  ^Crack  the  lawyer's  voice, 
^^That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
*^/tfor  sound  his  quillets  shrilly \  Hoar  the  flamen,* 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh. 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  his  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  foresee, 

^m^^^^^^m^^^^^m^  I  I   ■■        I  111  ■■        I      I-      ■     ■■  I    ■■    ^»  —  ■■■■  ^^       ■■■■■      ■»»■■■■._ ^1— p— ^^-^ 

Ml  Yon  need  not  swear  to  continue  whores,  I  will  trust  to  your  inclinations. 

^*  ^  ^  JOHNSON. 

[11  I  believe  this  meansr-"  Vet  for  half  the  jear  at  least,  may  you  suffer  such 
fnnuhment  as  is  inflicted  on  strumpets  in  houses  of  correction.''       STEEVENS. 

m  About  the  vear  1595,  when  the  fashion  was  first  introduced  in  England  of 
wcarine  more  liair  than  was  ever  the  produce  of  a  sinele  head,  it  was  dangerous  fcur 
lunr  ehild  to  go  about,  as  nothing  was  more  common  than  for  women  to  entice  svcll 
•a  nd  fiae  locks  into  private  places,  and  there  to  cut  them  off.  I  have  this  inform»> 
ttoa  lh>m  Stubbs'  Anatomy  or  Abuses,  which  I  have  often  quoted  on  the  article  of 
draw.  STEEVENS.  ^.     . 

[31  This  may  mean,  Give  the  flamen  the  hoar  leprosy.  As  before  in  this  piaj, 
«  iuke  tlw  hoar  leprosy  adorU"  STEEVENS. 
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328  TUfON   OF    ATHENS.  ACTITt 

Smells  from  the  general  weal  :*  Make  curPd-pate  raffia 

bald; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all ; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection. — There's  more  gold  : — 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all  !* 

Fhry,   and    Timan.    More  counsel  with  more  money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

Tim.  More  whore,  more  mischief  first ;  I   hare  given 
your  earnest. 

Alcib.  Srike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens.     FareweD, 
Timon  ; 
If  I  thrive  well,  Til  visit  thee  again. 

Tim,  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  see  thee  more. 

Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 

Alcib.  Call'st  thou  that  harm  ? 

Tim.  Men  daily  find  it  such.     Get  thee  away. 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  We  but  ofifend  him. — 
Strike.  [Drum  beats.  Exe.  Alcib.  Phry.  and  Tiiu. 

TYm.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkindness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry  I — Common  mother,  thou,  [Digging* 
"Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast, 
Teems,  and  feeds  all  ;  whose  self-same  mettle. 
Whereof,  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  pufPd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  wonn,* 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven^ 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine  ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root ' 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  conceptious  womb, 


tome  of  tne  hounds  to  mull  Jrom  the  general  roealy  arid  Joretee  their  otan 
Shakespeare,  who  appears  to  have  been  a  skilful  sportsman,  and  hassdludedoAnto 
fiilconnr,  perhaps,  alludes  here  to  hunting.  JOHNSON. 

[5]  To  grave  is  to  entomb.  The  word  is  now  obsolete,  though  sometiUMS  «ad  If 
81wkespeare  and  his  contemporary  authors.  To  ungrave^  was  likewise  totnnMt 
of  a  grave.  STEEVENS. 

[6]  Eveleu  venomM  worm  :— the  serpent,  which  we,  from  the  "»*M«^^—  ofW 
•yM,  caU  the  blind  worm  and  the  Latin,  oect/io.  JOHNSON. 

m  By  crispy  perhaps  Shakespeare  means  curPd,  from  the  a|^ieaFUice  of  ~      '    '' 
In  the  Tempest,  Ariel  talks  of  riding 

M  Oo  the  curl'd  clouds."       STEEVENS. 


ACT  nr.  ilMOV  OF  ATHENE.  tM 

^,  Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears  ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  hce 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented ! — O,  a  root, — Dear  thanks  !. 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts,    * 
And  morsel  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind. 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips  !^ — 

Enter  ApEMANTtrs. 
More  man  ?  plague  !  plague ! 

Apem,  I  was  directed  hither.     Men  report. 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  :  Consumption  catch  Uiee  i 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected  ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  ^pade  ?  this  place  t 
This  slave-like  habit  ?  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  sUk,  drink  wine,  lis  soft  j 
Hug  their  diseased  perfumes,^  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  these  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper.* 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe, 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain. 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  wast  told  thus  ; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters,  that  bid  welcome 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers  :  'Tis  most  just. 
That  thou  turn  rascsi  ;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 
Rascals  should  hav't.     Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like  thyself; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool :  What,  think'st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  these  moss'd  trees. 
That  have  out-liv'd  the  eagle^*  page  thy  heels, 

rSJ  The  fense  U  this }  *<  0  natare  I  cease  to  produee  oieo,  ensear  thy  womb ;  but  H 
Aoo  wOtcontinae  to  produee  them,  at  least  cesse  to  namper  them)  diy  up  thy  nar- 
towi.  OB  which  they  fatten  with  unctuoui  morsels,  thy  vines,  which  gire  then  &• 
^orlsh  draughts,  and  thy  plough-torn  leas."  JOHNSON. 

tfl  ntseased,  perfumed  mistresses.  M ALONE. 

[11  The  emmmg  of  a  carper  is  the  insidious  art  of  a  critidc  Shame  not  flMM 
woods  hy  ooming  here  to  find  fault  STEEVENS.  ,    ^ 

pj^guOaseiueAa  is  a  proverb.   The  great  age  of  this  bird  hat  been  aacertaiaeA 

28* 


380  TIXON   OF   JLTHEN8.*  ACT  If« 

And  skip  when  thou  point's!  out  ?  Will  the  cold  brodki 

Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste, 

To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  surfeit  ?  call  the  creatures,— 

Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 

Of  wreakful  heaven  ;  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks. 

To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 

Answer  mere  nature, — ^bid  them  flatter  thee  ; 

O  !  thou  shalt  find 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee  :  Depart. 

Apem,  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worse. 

.Ojpem.  Why? 

Tim,  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  say,  thou  art  a  caitiff. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out  ? 

Ajpem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim,  Always  a  villain's  ofl&ce,  or  a' fool's. 
Dost  please  thyself  in't  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim,  What !  a  knave  too  ? 

Apem,  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  habit  on 
To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 
Dost  it  enforcedly  ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  be^ar.     Willing  misery 
OutHves  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before  :' 
The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete  ; 
The  other,  at  high  wish.     Best  state,  contentless* 
Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 
Worse  than  the  worst,  content.* 
Thou  shouldst  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim,  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd  ;  but  bred  a  dog.* 
*Hadst  thou,  like  us,  from  our  first  swath ,^  proceeded 

I  I  -         I-       I  ,  -  I  T ^ 

firoin  tbe  drcumttance  of  its  alwairs  building'  its  eyrie  or  nest  in  the  tame  phoe. 

STEEVENa 
[SI  ArriTes  sooner  at  high  with ;  that  is,  at  the  completion  of  its  widies.    JOHMBb 
[4j  Best  states  contentless  hare  a  wretched  being,  worse  than  tlmt  of  tiK  mirt 
•tates  that  are  content.  JOHNSON. 

[51  Alluding  to  tlie  word  Cynic,  of  which  sect  Apemantus  was.    WARBURTOK* 
[6]  There  is  in  this  speech  a  sullen  haughtiness,  and  malt^antdic^ltj,  salttblest 
once  to  the  lord  and  the  man-hater.    The  impatience  with  which  he  beurs  to  !•*■ 
his  luxury  reproached  by  one  tlmt  nerer  had  luxuiy  within  his  reach,  is  aatnnl  ud 

mcefuL There  is  in  a  letter,  written  by  the  earl  of  Essex.  Just  before  hU  ratcf 

lion,  to  another  nobleman,  a  passage  somewhat  resembling  this,  with  fi^idi,IbiHi** 
erery  reader  will  be  pleased,  though  it  is  so  serious  and  solemn  that  it  csui  wautttf^ 
Inserted  without  Irreverwice.    **  God  grant  your  lordship  may  qui^](y  CmI  ttM  ciB^ 


pOT  IV  ThfON   OF   ATHENS.  33:| 

^  The  sweet  degrees  that  this  hrief  world  affords 

To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  of  it 
J  Freely  command,  thou  wouldst  have  plung'd  thysetf 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust ,  and  never  leam'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,  but  foUow'd 
*The  sugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
"Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary ; 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaver 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows  ; — I,  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden  : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  shouldst  thou  hate  men  T 
They  never  flatter'd  thee  :  What  hast  thou  gi^'n  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curse, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag,* 
Must  be  thy  subject ;  who,  in  spite,  put  staff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  roc^ue  hereditary.     Hence !  be  gone  !— 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  bom  the  worst  of  men» 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer.* 

Apem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.  I,  that  I  was 
No  prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now  ; 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  shut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.    Get  thee  gone. — 

fort  I  now  enjoy  in  my  anfeigfoed  conTenion,  but  that  you  may  never  lirel  the  tor> 
ments  I  have  suffered  for  my  tone*  delaying  it  I  had  none  but  deceivers  to  call  up^ 
on  me,  to  whom  I  said,  if  my  ambition  could  have  entered  into  their  narrow  breasts, 
they  would  not  have  been  so  bumble }  or  if  my  delights  had  been  once  tasted  by  them 
they  would  not  have  been  so  precis?.  But  your  lordship  hatli  one  to  call  upon  you, 
that  knoweth  what  it  is  you  now  enjoy  *,  and  what  the  greatest  fruit  and  end  is  of  all 
contentment  that  this  world  can  afford.  Think,  therefore,  dear  earl,  that  I  have  sta- 
ked and  buoyed  all  the  ways  of  pleasure  unto  you,  and  left  them  as  sea-marks  for 
yoa  to  keep  the  channel  of  religious  virtue.  For  shut  your  eyes  never  so  long,  they 
mast  be  open  at  the  last,  and  then  you  must  say  with  me,  there  is  no  peace  to  toe  u» 
md|^.»  JOHNSON. 

(7   Ftrom  infancy.    AoaCA  is  the  dress  of  a  new-bom  child.  JOHNSON. 

re   The  lowest  of  the  people  are  yet  called  tag,  rug,  &c.  MALONE. 

[9j  Drjrden  has  quoted  two  verses  of  Virgil  to  show  how  well  he  could  have  wril- 
ttB  SBtires.  Shakespeare  has  here  given  a  specimen  of  the  same  power  by  a  line  be- 
yond all  bitterness,  in  which  Timon  tells  Apemantus,  that  he  had  not  virtue  enough 
fbr  Ike  viees  which  he  condemns.  1  have  heard  Mr.  Burke  commend  the  subtilty  of 
dberimlnation  with  which  Shakespeare  distinguishes  the  present  character  of  "n. 
MOD  from  that  of  Apemantus,  whom  to  vtdgar  eyes  he  would  now  resemble. 

JOHNSON. 


899  THfOir   OF    ATHENS.  ACT  tV. 

That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this ! 

Thus  would  I  eat  it  [Eating  a  root 

^pem.  Here  ;  I  will  mend  thy  feast, 

[(^ering  fnm  fomdhiing. 

Tim,  First  mend  my  company,  take  away  thyself. 

^«m.  So  I  shall  mend  mine  own,  hy  the  lack  of  thine. 

3km.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  hut  hotch'd  ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  wouldst  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

!7Vm.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold  ;  look,  so  I  hare. 

j9pem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  hest,  and*  truest : 
For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'st  o'nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  ahove  me. 
Where  feed'st  thou  oMays,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem,  Where  my  stomach  finds  meat ;  or,  rafter, 
where  I  gat  it. 

Tim,  'Would  poison  were  ohedient,  and  knew  my  mind ! 

^em.  Where  wouldst  thou  send  it  ? 

Tim,  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apem,  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  neyer  knewest, 
hut  the  extremity  of  hoth  ends  ;  When  thou  wast  in  thy 
gilt,  and  thy  peifume,  they  mocked  thee  for  too  much 
curiosity  ;*  in  thy  rags  thou  knowest  none,,  hut  art  des- 
pised for  the  contrary.     There's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it 

Tim,  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not 

Abpem^  Dost  hate  a  medlar  ?    ' 

Tim,  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  thou  hadst  hated  medlers  sooner,  thev 
thouldst  have  loved  thyself  hotter  now.  What  man  didsi 
thou  ever  know  unthrift,  that  was  beloved  after  his  means? 

Tim,  Who,  without  those  naeans  thou  talkest  o^  didst 
thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem,  Myself. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee ;  thou  hadst  some  means  i» 
keep  a  dog. 

Apem,  What  tMngs  in  the  world  canst  thou  nearest  com* 
pare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim,  Women  nearest ;  but  men,  men  are  tiie  dnntf 
themselves.  What  wouldst  thou  do  with  tilie  worht 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

PI  For  too  much  finical  delicacy.  WARBURTON. 
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^pem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
'     Tim.  Wouldst  thou  have  thyself  fall  in,  the  confusion 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the  beasts  ? 

Apem,  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim,  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee 
to  attain  to  !  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile 
thee  :  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would   eat  thee  :  if 
thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  suspect  thee,  when,  per- 
adventure,  thou  wert.  accused  by  the  ass  :  if  thou  wert  the 
ass,  thy  dulness  would  torment  thee  ;  and  still  thou  Hvedst 
but  as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf,  thy 
greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou  shouldst  haz- 
ard thy  life  for  thy  dinner  :  wert  thou  the  unicorn,  pride 
and  wrath  would  confound  thee,  and  make  thine  own  self 
the  conquest  of  thy    fury  :*    wert    thou    a    bear,    thou 
wouldst  be  killed  by  the  horse  ;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou 
wouldst  be  seized  by  the  leopard  ;  wert  thou  a  leopard, 
thou  wert  german  to  the  lion,  and  the  spots  of  thy  kindred 
were  jurors  on  thy  life  :^  all  thy  safety  were  r«motion  ; 
and  thy  defence,  absence.      What  beast  couldst  thou  be, 
that  were  not  subject  to  a  beast  ?  and  what  a  beast  art 
thou  already,  that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  transformation  ? 

Apem,  If  Uiou  couldst  please  me  with  speaking  to  me, 
thou  ^light'st  have  hit  upon  it  here  :  The  commonwealth 
of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of  beasts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art  out 
of  the  city  ? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter.  The 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee !  I  will  fear  to  catch 
it,  and  give  way  :  When  I  know  not  what  else  to  do,  I'll 
see  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou  shalt 
be  welcome.     I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog,  than  Ape- 
man  tus. 
^  Apem,  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive.* ' 

Tim.  'Would  thou  wert  clean  enough,  to  spit  upon. 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to  curse. 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  stand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

[21  The  account  given  of  the  unicorn  is  this  :  that  he  and  the  lion  being  enemies 
bj  nature^  as  soon  as  the  lion  sees  the  unicorn,  he  betakes  himself  to  a  tree :  the  unl* 
com  in  his  fury,  and  with  all  the  swiftness  of  his  course,  running  at  him,  sticks  hii 
bom  fast  in  the  tree,  and  then  tlie  lion  falls  upon  him,  and  kills  him.  Oemar'*  Hitt, 
MumaL    See  note  on  Julius  Ctuar,  p.  29,  n.  1.  HANMER. 

£81  This  s^ms  to  be  an  allusion  to  the  Turkish  policy:  

•*  Bean,  Uke  the  Turk,  no  lirother  near  the  throne."— Pope.    SXEEVENS. 

f 4]  The  top  the  principal.   The  remaining  dialogue  has  more  malignity  ^|^ 
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Mem.  There  i«  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  s] 

TVm.  If  I  name  thee. — 
I'll  beat  thee, — but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

j9pem.  I  would,  my  tongue  could  rot  them  oflT. 

Tim.  Away,  thou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog  I 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive  ; 
I  swoon  to  see  thee. 

Apem.  'Would^thoa  wouldst  burst! 

Tim.  Away, 
Thou  tedious  rogue  !  I  am  sorry,  I  shall  lose 
A  stone  by  thee.  [Throws  a  stone  at  Mm* 

Apem.  Beast ! 

Tim.  Slave! 

^em.  Toad! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue ! 

[Apemantus  retreats  hcLckooard^  as  go«^> 
I  am  sick  of  this  raise  world  ;  and  will  love  neurit 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave  ; 
Lie  where  the  hght  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

[Looking  on  ike  goU* 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire  !  thou  bright  denier 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  vaUant  Mars ! 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap  !*  thoujEiaible  god,    ) 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities. 
And  muke  them  kiss  !  that  speak'st  with  every  tongae, 
To  every  purpose !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts  I' 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels  ;  and  by  thy  virtae 
Set  them  into    confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire  ! 

Apem.  'Would  'twere  so  ; — 
But  not  till  I  am  dead  ! — ^I'll  say,  thou  hast  gold : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  shortly. 
Tim.  Throng'd  to? 
Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 
^«m.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery ! 

Tim.  Long  hve  so,  and  so  die ! — I  am  qiiit.  [EobU  AsB* 

»  — ___ — ___^ —  I  — 

US\  The  imagfery  to  here  exquisitely  beauUfal  and  sablime.       WABLBUETOH* 
£6]  Tmichiotttntchnonc.    STEEYENS. 
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-More  thii^.  like  men  ? — Eat,  Timon,  and  abhop  them. 

Enter  Thieves, 

1  Thief.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is  some 
oor  fragment^  some  slender  ort  of  his  r^nainder :  The 
lere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his  friends, 
rove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief,  It  is  noised,  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

3  Thief,  Let  ns  make  the  assay  upon  him ;  if  he  care 
ot  for*tj  he  will  supply  ns  easily  ;  If  he  coyetonsly  re- 
erye  it,  how  shdl's  get  it  ? 

2  Thief,  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid. 

1  Thief,  Is  not  this  he  ? 
Thieves,  Where? 

2  Thief,  'Tis  his  description. 

3  Thief,  He  ;  I  know  lum. 
Thieves,  Sa^e  thee,  Timon. 
Tifn,  Now,  thieves  ? 
Thieves,  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 
Tim,  Both  too  ;  and  women's  sons. 

Thieoes,,  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  nmch  do  want 

Tim,  Your  greatest  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat. 
Thy  should  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots  ;' 
iTithin  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs  : 
^he  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hips  ; 
!'he  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
lays  her  full  mess  before  you.     Want  ?  why  want  ? 

1  Thief  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries,  water, 
\s  beasts,  and  birds,  and  fishes. 

Tifn,,  Nor  on  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds,  and  fishes  ; 
f  ou  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  must  you  con, 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd  ;  that  you  work  not 
In  hoUer  shapes  :  for  tllere  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited  professions.^  Rascal  thieves, 
Here's  gold  :  Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  of  the  grape. 
Till  the  high  fever  seeth  your  blood  to  froth. 
And  so  'scaqpe  hanging  :Qtrust  not  the  physician  ; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  rob  :  take  wealth  and  lives  together  ; 
bo  villany,  do,  since  you  profess  to  doH, 
like  workmen,  (I'll  example  you  with  thievery  ;  j 

[7]  •*  Vile  olus,  et  diiris  hereatia  mora  rabetii, 

FogiitBtis  stomachi  composuiere  fiunem; 

Flninii«e  Ticino  stultus  sitit." 
I  do  not  saifOM  these  to  be  imitatioas,  but  only  to  be  similar  thoogliti  oo  dmillP 
KT^fi^iMi.  JOHKJSON. 

(«)  Begolarly,  orderly  profesdoiu.  IMUOiONGf 
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The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Robs  the  vast  sea  :  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun  : 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  hquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears  :  the  earth's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrement :  each  thing's  a  thief ; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourselves  ;  away ; 
Rob  one  another.     There's  more  gold  :  Cut  throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves  :  To  Athens,  go. 
Break  open  shops  ;  nothing  can  you  steal. 
But  thieves  do  lose  it :  Steal  not  less,  for  this 
I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoever  ! 
Amen.  [Timon  retires  to  his  cant, 

3  Thief.  He  has  almost  charmed  me  from  my  profession, 
by  persuading  me  to  it. 

1  Thief.  'Tis  in  the  mahce  of  mankind,  that  he  thus  ad- 
vises us  ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  mystery. 

2  Thief.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give  over 
my  trade. 

1  Thief.  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens  :  There  is  no 
time  so  miserable,  but  a  man  may  be  true.  [Exe.  Thtevet. 

Enter  Flavius. 

Flav.  O  you  gods  ! 
Is  yon  despis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  bestow'd  1 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has 
Desperate  want  made  !^ 

What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends, 
Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends  1 
How  rarely*  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise, 
When  man  was  wish'd  to  love  his  enemies  :* 
Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Those  that  would  mischief  me,  than  those  that  do  t* 
He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  I  will  present 
My  honest  grief  unto  him ;  and,  as  my  lord, 

Still  serve  him  with  my  life. — ^My  dearest  niaster  I 

-  1 1 1 — - 

[9]  An  alUratUtn  of  honour  is  an  altendon  <^  an  honoomble  tiate  to  a  ilate  of  A 
grace.    JOHNSON.  [1]  JRore/y  for  fitly;  not  for  Mldom.    WARBURTQK. 

[21  WiMd  means  here  recommended.  REEDl 

[3]  The  sense  is,  Let  me  rather  woo  or  caren  tiioie  that  would  mlacMef.  JtA  yw» 


fCM  to  mean  me  mischief  than  those  that  really  do  me  misdUef,  vndar  Mieprai^ 
rioH  of  kindness.    The  Spaniards.  I  thinly  hafe  this  nopverb }  i^nafeBd  nmjkm 
Biy  friends,  and  from  my  enemies  I  wiU  defend  mjself."  /EUs  proverb  is  • 
comment  on  the  passage.  JOHNSON  -^ 
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TiMON  comes  forward  from  his  cave. 
7%n.  Away  !  what  art  thou  ? 
J^lav.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir? 
Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men  ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'st  thou'rt  man,  I  have  forgot  tfaee^ 
F'iav.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 
Tim.  Then 
I  know  thee  not :  I  ne'er  had  honest  man 
About  me,  I  ;  all  that  I  kept  were  knaves, 
Xo  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

F^i4iv.  The  gods  are  witness. 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 
■  TVm.  What;  dost  thou  weep  ? — Come  nearer  ; — then  I 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'st        [love  thee, 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whose  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  lust,  and  laughter.     Pity's  sleeping : 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping. 

Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts, 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  stiU. 

7Vm.  Had  I  a  steward  so  true,  so  just,  and  now 
So  comfortable  ?  It  almost  turns 
My  dangerous  nature  wild.^    Let  me  behold 
Thy  fece. — Surely,  this  man  was  bom  of  woman.— 
forgive  my  general  and  exceptless  rashness, 
L  Ferpetual-^obcr  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man, — mistake  me  not, — ^but  one  ; 
No  more,  I  pray, — and  he  is  a  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind. 
And  thou  redeem'st  thyself:  But  all,  save  thee, 
I  fell  with  curses. 

Methinks,  thou  art  more  honest  now,  than  wise  ; 
For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me, 
Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  service  : 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters. 
Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 
(For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure,) 
MM  not  thy  kindness  subde,  covetous, 
If  not  a  usuring  kindness  ;  and  as  rich  men  deal  gifbi 
Enecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Fktv,  No,  my  most  worthy  master,  in  whose  breast 

M]  Bhaketpetre  wrote  mttcL   It  almort  reconciles  me  to  mankind.    WABBl 

Vol.  T.  20 
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Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  placM  too  late  : 

You  should  have  fear'd  false  times,  when  you  did  feast: 

Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 

That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love. 

Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind, 

Care  of  your  food  and  living :  and,  believe  it. 

My  most  honour'd  lord. 

For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  in  hope,  or  present,  I'd  exchange 

For  this  one  wish,  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 

To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  so  ! — Thou  singly  honest  man,       i 
Here,  take  : — the  gods  out  of  my  misery  1 

Have  sent  thee  treasure.     Go,  live  rich,  and  happy: 
But  thus  condition'd  ;  Thou  shalt  build  from  men  ;* 
Hate  all,  curse  all :  show  charity  to  none  ; 
But  let  the  fiunish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men  ;  let  prisons  swallow  thorn. 
Debts  wither  Oiem  :  Be  men  like  blasted  woods. 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods  ! 
And  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O,  let  me  stay, 
And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'st 
Curses,  stay  not ;  fly,  whilst  thou'rt  bless'd  and  free : 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 

[Exeunt  severalUf. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— The  same.  Before  Timon's  Ckme.  Enter  Peet 
and  Painter  ;  Timon  behind^  vnteen. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  fiti 
where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him?  Does  the  ni« 
mour  hold  for  true,  that  he  is  so  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phrynia  and 
Timandra  had  gold  of  him :  he  likewise  enriched  poor 
straggling  soldiers  with  great  quantity  :  'Tis  said,  he 
gave  unto  his  steward  a  mighty  sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  ftr 

his  friends. 

■    -  -  — ^ 

[S\  jLwvf  from  hunan  haUtaUons.  JOHNSON. 
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Pain.  Nothing  else  :  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in  Ath- 
ens again,  and  flourish^  with  the  highest.  Therefore, 
•tis  not  amiss,  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  sup- 
k  posed  distress  of  his  :  it  will  show  honestly  in  us  ;  and  is 
very  likely  to  load  our  purposes  with  what  they  travel  for, 
if  it  he  a  just  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him  ? 

Pain,  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation  :  only  I  will 
promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet,  1  must  serve  him  so  too  ;  tell  him  of  an  intent 
that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the  very  air  o* 
the  time  :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation  :  performance 
is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act ;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  and 
simpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  saying  is  quite  out 
of  use.  To  promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable : 
performance  is  a  kind  of  will,  or  testament,  which  argues 
a  great  sickness  in  his  judgment  that  makes  it. 

Tim,  Excellent  workman  !  Thou  canst  not  paint  a  man 
so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet,  I  am  thinking,  what  I  shall  say  I  have  provided 
for  him :  It  must  be  a  personating  of  himself  i'  a  satire 
against  the  soilness  of  prosperity :  with  a  discovery  of  the 
iiSinite  flatteries  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

2Vf?i.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thme  own 
work  ?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  T 
Do  so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him  : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain,  True  ;   . 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-comer'd  night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  ofifer'd  light. 
Come.  jr 

Ttm.  rU  meet  you  at  the  turn,  v^hat  a  god's  gold, 

)That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple, 
Than  where  swine  feed ! ) 

•Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plough'st  the  foam  ; 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave  : 
To  thee  be  worship  !  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  ! 
•Fit  I  do  meet  them.  [Advancing. 

'  [61  This  allusion  te  scriptunil,  and  occurs  in  Psalm  xdi.  11.  •»  The  righteous  ihall 
^Mridi  like  a  palm  treeX  STEEV.  m  Perwnating  for  representing  «lrajP»y«  jfo* 
iftsMimectof  this  psqlectad  satire  was  tlmon^kooM,  not  bis  jwrMfi.     .     WARS. 
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Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon  ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master. 

Tim,  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  see  two  honest  men  ? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  oflen  of  your  open  bounty  tasted, 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  off. 
Whose  thankless  natures — O  abhorred  spirits  1 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough — 
What!  to  you! 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being !  I'm  rapt,  and  cannot  coyer 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better : 
You,  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are. 
Make  them  best  seen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  myself, 
Have  traveird  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts. 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain,  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

Tim.  Most  honest  men  !  Why,  how  shall  I  requite  you? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

Both.  What  .we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  service. 

Tim,    You  are  honest  men  :  You  have  heard  that  I 
have  gold; 
I  am  sure,  you  have  :  speak  truth  :  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord  ;  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honest  men : — ^Thou  draw'st  a  counterfeit 
Best  in  all  Athens  :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  best ; 
Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Even  so,  sir,  as  I  say: — ^And,for  thy  fiction, [7b  PmI 
Why,  thy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and  smooth^ 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. — 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur*d  friends, 
I  must  needs  say,  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you  ;  neither  wish  I» 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both,  Beseech  your  honour^ 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  iU. 

Both,  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 
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Tim.  Will  you,  iadeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a  knare, 
That  mightily  deceiyes  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

TVm.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  see  him  dissemble. 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 
Keep  in  your  bosom  :  yet  remain  assur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain.' 

Pain,  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tm.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  FU  give  you  gold. 
Rid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies  : 
Hang  them,  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught.* 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
1*11  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

7^.  You  that  way,  and  you  this,  but  two  in  company  :' 
— ^Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone, 
Tet  an  arch- villain  keeps  him  company. 
If,  where  thou  art,  two  villains  shall  not  be. 

[To  the  Painter. 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldst  not  reside 

[To  the  Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 
Hence !  pack  i  there's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ye  slaves  : 
Too  have  done  work  for  me,  there's  payment : 
You  are  an  alchymbt,  make  gold  of  that : — 
Out,  rascal  dogs  !        [Exit,  beating  and  driving  them  out, 

SCENE  II. 

The  iome.    Enter  Flavius,  and  two  Senators. 

FUeo.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  speak  with  Timon  ; 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself, 
That  notluDg  bat  hunself,  which  looks  like  man. 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave  : 
It  is  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

3  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 


I 


A  oomptote,  •  ilaiflMd  vUlain.  MASON. 

TImt  it,  In  the  JdMi.  JOHNSON. 


i  J  Do  jou  go  that  mgr,  and  you  thii,  and  yet  ftill  uttk  of  you  will  luiTe  tw  bi 
ir  eonpony:  Mch  of  yoo^  thoogh  liiii^  and  alone,  wlU  be  momnfmdid  by  ■• 

29» 
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Men  are  not  still  the  same :  'Twas  time,  and  griefi,       I  j 
That  fram'd  him  thus  :  Time,  with  his  fairer  hacd,        |  ] 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 
The  former  man  may  make  him :  Bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Fkn,  Here  is  his  caye. — 
Peace  and  content  be  here  !  lord  Timon  1  Timon  ! 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends  :  The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  most  rererend  senate,  greet  thee  : 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim*  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  bum ! — Speak*  and  be 
hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister !  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'the  tongue. 
Consuming  it  with  speaking ! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, 

TVfii.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

2  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon.  ' 
Tim.  I  thank  them ;  and  would  send  them  back  the 

plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen,  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselyes  in  thee. 
The  senators,  with  one  consent  of  loye. 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens  ;  who  have  thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  yacant  Ue 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

2  Sen.  They  confess, 

Toward  thee,  forge tfulness  too  general,  gross  : 

Which  now  the  public  body, — ^which  doth  seldom 

Play  the  recanter^ — feeling  in  itself 

A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  haSi  sense  withal 

Of  its  own  fall,*  restraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 

And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrowed  render^ 

Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitfiil 

Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  f 

Ay,  eyen  such  heaps  and  sums  of  loye  and  wealth. 

As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theira, 

[21  The  Athenians  had  sense,  that  b,  felt  the  dmget  of  their  ovm  ftlL  tar  fttum 
of  Alciblades.  JOHNSON. 

[S]  A  recompense  so  large,  that  the  oilhoce  they  have  omitted,  tbumafii  amjlw 
of  tlmt  offence  shooM  he  put  into  the  scale,  cannot  counterpoise  It  TCb  loiaiapiMS 
win  outweigh  the  offence,  ivhich,  Instead  of  weigUng damn  ibiB  aoBle  la  vyohkl* 
placed,  wiUrUck  the  beam.  HALONE. 
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And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  lore^ 
£ver  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  hrink  of  tears  : 
Lend  me  a  fooFs  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes. 
And  ril  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators, 
i         1  Sen.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with  us, 
s    And  o£  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours,)  to  take 
i    The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks. 
Allowed  with  absolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Liye  with  authority  :— So  soon  we  shaU  drive  back 
in  Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild  ; 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  sayage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  jSm.  And  shakes  his  threat'ning  sword 
Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 
l^iSen.  Therefore,  Timon, — 

Tim.  Well,  sir,  I  will ;  therefore,  I  will,  sir  ;  Thus, — 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen, 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That — Timon  cares  not     But  if  he  sack  &ir  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards. 
Giving  our  holy  viigins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war  ; 
Then,  let  him  know,*— and  tell  him,  Timon  speaks  it. 
In  pi^  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that'-*!  care  not. 
And  let  him  take't  at  worst ;  for  their  knires  care  not. 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer :  for  myself. 
There's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp,^ 
But  I  do  prise  it  at  my  loye,  before  « 

The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  proteotion  of  the  prosperous  gods. 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 
Flav.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 
Ttm*  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow  ;  my  long  skkness 
Of  health,  and  livii^,  now  begins  to  mend,^ 
And  nothiiig  brings  me  all  thin^    Go,  live  still ; 
Be,  Alcibiades  your  plague,  yoa  his. 
And  last  so  long  enough  1 
1  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain* 

[41  An4tttbiiftlHiiiniaiiy|dafiCtthecomiBO0mmef9rapoc]MtctankMCki^ 
M  children  ok.       STEEVENS. 
iqTlMdlnMarUfebeclMloproBkteaMapefioiL         JOHXSON. 
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Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country  ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  hruit  doth  put  it. 

1  Sen.  That's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen, — 

1  Seri.    These  words  hecome  your  lips  as  they  pan 

through  them. 

2  Sen,  And  enter  in  our  ears,  like  great  tridmphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

7\'m.  Conunend  me  to  them  ; 
And  tell  them,  that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,^!  will  some  kindness  do  theilt 
ril  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcihiades'  wrath. 

2  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

jfVfii.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  close, 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it ;  Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree,^ 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  Jialth  felt  the  axe,    ' 
And  hang  himself: — ^I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 

Flcn.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  still  shall  find  him. 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again  :  but  say  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood  ; 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover  ;  thither  come. 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. — 
Lips,  let  sour  words  go  by,  and  language  end  : 
What  is  amiss,  plague  and  infection  mend  1 

jQraves  only  be  men's  works  ;  and  death,  their  gun  1 ' 

Sun,  hide  thy  beams!  Timon  hath  done  his  reign.  [Ex.  Tub 

1  Sen.  His  discontents  are  unremoveably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead  :  Let  us  retom. 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  onto  us 

In  our  dear  peril.^ 

]  Sen.  It  requires  swift  foot  [jPrtinrf 

miUtiMNUaaiy,  from  hisbot  to  lowest       JOHNSON.  * 

l7j  Dtar^  In  Slwketpeare^  language,  is  iKrc,  drtadfid.    So  Ib  HamleC, 
^WoaldlhiidmetingriiMrMCfiMfailiMTWi."  MALOMB. 
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SCENE  III. 
2^  Walls  of  Miens.    Enter  two  Senators,  and  a  Messenger. 

1  Sen,  Thou  hast  painfully  discover'd ;  are  hid  files 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mes,  I  have  spoke  the  least : 
Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

2  Sen.  We  stand  much  hazard,  if  theyhring  notTimon. 
Mes.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  ; — 

Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd. 

Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 

And  made  us  speak  like  friends  :* — this  man  was  riding 

From  Alcihiades  to  Timon's  cave, 

With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 

His  fellowship  i'the  cause  against  your  city, 

In  part  for  his  sake  mov'd.  , 

Enter  Senators  from  Timok. 
1  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect.-~- 
The  enemies^  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust :  In,  and  prepare  ; 

Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear^  pur  foes  the  snare.  [Exevmt* 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Woods.     Timoit's  Cave,  and  a  Tombstone  seen.    Enter 

a  Soldier^  seeking  TiMoif. 

Sol.  By  all  description  this  should  be  the  place. 
Who's  here  ?  speak,  ho  ! — ^No  answer  ? — What  is  this  ? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstrech'd  his  span  : 
Some  beast  rearM  this  ;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  sure  ;  and  this  his  grave. — 
What's  on  this  tomb  I  cannot  read  ;  the  character 
I'll  take  witli  wax  :  Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill ; 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days  : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  set  down  by  this. 
Whose  &11  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exit. ' 

(9]  I  un  folhr  conTinced  that  this,  and  many  other  paasagei  of  our  author,  have 
Men  Irretrievably  corrupted  py  traoMriben  or  priuten,  and  could  not  have  proceed- 
ed te  their  pratent  state  from  Shakeipeare  {  fiur  what  we  cannot  underrtand  in  the 
lAoeet,  mmt  haTe  been  wholly  nselen  on  the  ita|;e.  The  awkward  repetition  of  the 
wntd  flUHiB,  ebongly  coontenaaoes  my  preient  ouenration.         6T££V£KS. 
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SCENE  V. 

B^ore  the  Walls  of  Athens.      TrumpeU  sound.      Enler  Al- 

ciBiADES,  and  Forces. 

Alcib.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  [A  parley  sounisi 

Enter  Senators  on  the  walls. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice  ;  till  now,  myself,  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,'  and  breaihM 
Our  sufferance  vainly  :  Now  the  time  is  flush,* 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong. 
Cries,  of  itself,  Ab  more  ;•  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease  ; 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind, 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen.  Noble,  and  young. 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit. 
Ere  thou  hadst  power,  or  we  had  cause  for  fear. 
We  sent  to  thee  ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm. 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity.* 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 

By  humble  message,  and  by  promis'd  means ; 
We  were  not  all  unJdnd,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  These  walb  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  griefs  :  nor  are  they  such, 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  and  schools  should  6ii 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living,^ 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 

Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord, 

■  -' 

[91  TVaver^d  anm^  arms  across.  JOHNSON.  ^^ 

11]  A  bird  b  flush  when  his  feathers  are  grown,  and  he  can  leave  Um  miL  JW 
it  mature.  JOHNSON. 

P]  The  marrow  was  supposed  to  be  the  ori^nal  of  strengUu  The  fanafe  IsfNB 
a  camel  kneeling  to  take  up  his  load,  who  rises  immediate^  when  he  finds  he  IM  tf 
much  laid  on  as  ae  can  bear. 

WABBtTXTOlEi 

£^  TAcir  refers  to  frie/«.  MALONE. 
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Into  our  city  with  thy  hanners  spread  : 

By  decimatioD,  and  a  tithr.d  death, 

(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food, 

Which  nature  loaths,)  take  thou  the  destin'd  tenth ; 

And  hy  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die, 

Let  die  the  spotted. 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  offended  ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square,*  to  take, 
On  those  that  are,  revenges  :  crimes,  like  lands. 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman, 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  hut  leave  without  thy  rage  : 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin, 
Which,  in  the  hluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fall 
With  those  that  have  offended  :  like  a  shepherd* 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  t^y  smile, 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  sword. 

1  Sen. .  Set  hut  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope  ; 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
To  say,  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove. 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress. 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powers 
Shidl  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  sealM  thy  full  desire. 

Alctb.  Then  there's  my  glove  ; 
Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ;* 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof. 
Fall,  and  no  more  :  and, — ^to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning,— not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
Bat  shall  be  remedied,  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer.* 

Both.  'Tb  most  nobly  spoken. 

JUeib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

[The  Senators  descend^  and  open  the  gaU» 

J 41  Not  regulaar,  not  equitable.  JOHNSON. 

In  Uncharged  means  unattacked.  MASON. 

'61  Not  a  aoldier  shall  quit  his  station,  or  be  let  loose  upon  you  *,  and,  it  any  com* 
isNrtoleooe^  he  ilnll  answer  it  regularly  to  the  law  JOHNSON- 
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Enter  a  Soldier, 

Sol.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entombed  upon  the  very  hem  o'the  sea ; 
And,  on  his  grave-stone,  this  insculpture  ;  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  [Reads.]     Here  lies  a  wretched  eorse^  of  wrettkd 
soul  bereji : 
Seek  not  my  name :  A  plague  consume  you  wicked  ad^ 

UftI 
Here  lie  I  Timon  ;  who^  alive,  all  living  men  did  hate': 
Pass  by,  and  curse  thy  fill ;  hut  pass,  and  stay  not  here  dy 

gaitJ' 
These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits  : 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefi, 
Scom'dst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  our  droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aje 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 
Is  noble  Timon  ;  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more. — ^Bring  me  into  your  dty. 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword  : 
Make  war  breed  peace  ;  make  peace  stint  war  ;  make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech.^— 
Let  our  drums  strike.  lExewii, 

{T\  This  epitaph  is  in  sh:  TbonwB  Norths  transtatioB  of  Plutercli,  wilk  Ikt 
•nee  of  one  word  onij.wrttelU$  iattmd  of  MtUM,  STSBVEN8. 

m  rii|7«ician.  STEEVENS. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 

TiTUS  Andronicus.]  It  is  observable,  that  this  play  it 
printed  in  the  quarto  of  1611,  with  exactness  eqnal  to 
that  of  the  other  books  of  those  times.  *  The  first  edition 
was  probably  corrected  by  the  author,  so  that  here  is  ve- 
ry little  room  for  conjecture  or  emendation  ;  and  accord** 
ii^Iy  none  of  the  editors  have  much  molested  this  piece 
with  officious  criticism.  Johnson. 

There  is  an  authority  for  ascribing  this  play  to  Shake- 
speare, which  I  think  a  very  strong  one,  though  not  made 
use  of,  as  I  remember,  by  any  of  his  commentators.  It  is 
given  to  him,  among  other  plays,  which  are  undoubtedly 
his,  in  a  little  book,  called  Palladis  Tamia,  or  the  Second 
Part  of  Wifs  Commonwealth^  written  by  Francis  Meres, 
Maister  of  Arts,  and  printed  at  London  in  1598.  The 
other  tragedies,  enumerated  as  his  in  that  book,  are  King 
John,  Richard  the  Second,  Henry  the  Fourth,  Richard  the 
Third,  and  Rmneo  and  Juliet.  The  commedies  are,  the 
Midsummer-Night^ s  Dream,  the  Gentlemen  of  Verona^  the 
Comedy  of  Errors,  the  Lovers  Labour'* s  Lost,  the  Lovers 
Labour  Won,  and  the  Merchant  of  Venice,  I  have  given 
this  list,  as  it  serves  so  far  to  ascertain  the  date  of  these 
plays  ;  and  also,  as  it  contains  a  notice  of  a  comedy  of 
Shakespeare,  the  Love's  Labour  Won,  not  included  in  any 
collection  of  his  works  ;  nor,  as  far  as  I  know,  attributed 
to  him  by  any  other  authority.  If  there  should  be  a  play 
in  being  with  that  title,  though  without  Shakespeare's 
name,  I  should  be  glad  to  see  it ;  and  I  think  the  editor 
would  be  sure  of  the  public  thanks,  even  if  it  should  prove 
no  better  than  the  Lovers  Labour^s  Lost,        Tyrwhitt. 

The  work  of  criticism  on  the  plays  of  our  author,  is,  1 
believe,  generally  found  to  extend  or  contract  itself  in 
proportion  to  the  value  of  the  piece  under  consideration  ; 
and  we  shall  always  do  little  where  we  desire  but  little 
should  be  done.  1  know  not  that  this  piece  stands  in  need 
of  much  emendation  ;  though  it  might  be  treated  as  con- 
demned criminals  are  in  some  countries, — any  experiments 
might  be  justifiably  made  on  it. 

The  author,  whoever  he  was,  might  have  borrowed  the 
story,  the  names,  the  characters,  &c.  from,  an  old  ballad^ 
Vol.  V.  30 
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«rhich  18  entered  in  the  books  of  the  Stationers*  Compaoj 
immediately  afler  the  play  on  the  same  subject.  <'  Jolm 
Danter]  Feb.  6,  1593.  A  book  entitled  A  Noble  RamM 
Hiitorie  of  Titus  Andromcus,^^ 

**  Entered  unto  him  also  the  ballad  thereof." 

Entered  again  April  19,  1602,  by  Tho.  Pavyer. 

The  reader  will  find  it  in  Dr.  Percy's  Reliques  of  Aur 
cietU  English  Poetry,  Vol.  I.  Dr.  Percy  adds,  that  "  there 
18  reason  to  conclude  that  this  play  was  rather  improred 
by  Shakespeare  with  a  few  fine  touches  of  his  pen,  than 
originally  writ  by  him ;  for  not  to  mention  that  the  style  is 
less  figurative  than  his  others  generally  are,  this  tra^edj 
is  mentioned  with  discredit  in  the  induction  to  Ben  Jon- 
son's  Bartholomew  Fair  in  1614,  as  one  that  had  then  been 
exhibited  *  five-and-twenty  or  thirty  years  :'  which,  if  we 
take  the  lowest  number,  throws  it  back  to  the  year  1589, 
at  which  time  Shakespeare  was  but  25  :  an  earliei*  date 
than  can  be  found  for  any  other  of  his  pieces,  and  if  it  does 
not  clear  him  entirely  of  it,  shows  at  least  it  was  a  first 
attempt" 

Though  we  are  obliged  to  Dr.  Percy  for  his  attempt  to 
dear  our  great  dramatick  writer  from  the  imputation  of 
having  produced  this  sanguinary  performance,  yet  I  cannot 
admit  that  the  circumstance  of  its  being  discreditably  men- 
tioned by  Ben  Jonson,  ought  to  have  any  weight ;  rorBen 
has  not  very  sparingly  censured  The  Tempest^  and  other 
pieces  which  are  undoubtedly  among  the  most  finished 
works  of  Shakespeare.  The  whole  of  Ben's  Prologue  to 
Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  is  a  malicious  sneer  on  him. 

Painter,  in  his  Palace  of  Pleasure,  Tom.  II.  speaks  of 
the  story  of  Tiius  as  well  known,  and  particularly  mentions 
the  cruelty  of  Tamora  :  And,  in  A  Knach  to  kturw  a  E[haue, 
1594,  is  the  following  allusion  to  it: 

as  welcome  shall  you  be 


**  To  me,  my  daughters,  and  my  son  In  law, 

**  As  T*ittu  was  uoto  the  Roman  senators, 

**  When  he  had  made  a  conquest  on  the  Qotks.* 

Whatever  were  the  motives  of  Heming  and  Cond^  for 
admitting  this  tragedy  among  those  of  Shakespeare,  all  it 
has  gained  by  their  favour  is,  to  be  delivered  down  to 
posterity  with  repeated  remarks  of  contempt, — a  Theraites 
babbling  among  heroes,  and  introduced  only  to  be  derided* 

STEEy£N& 
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{(        On  what  principle  the  editors  of  the  first  complete  edi-. 

lion  of  our  poet's  plays  adxoitted  this  into  their  yolnme, 

i:    cannot  now  be  ascertained.     The  most  probable  reason 

that  can  be  assigned,  is,  that  he  wrote  a  few  lines  in  it, 

or  gave  some  assistance  to  the  author,  in  revising  it,  or  in 

r     some  other  way  aided  him  in  bringing  it  forward  on  the 

!i     sti^e.     The  tradition  mentioned  by  Ravenscrofl  in  the 

-     time  of  King  James  II.  warrants  us  in  making  one  or  other 

f     of  these  suppositions.     "  I  have  been  told,"  (says  he  in 

his  preface  to  an  alteration  of  this  play  published  in  1687,) 

**  by  some  anciently  conversant  with  the  stage,  that  it  wm 

not  originally  his,  but  brought  by  a  private  author  to  be 

acted,  and  he  only  gave  some  master  touches  to  one  or 

two  of  the  principal  parts  or  characters." 

**  A  booke  entitled  A  noble  Roman  Historie  of  Titus  An^ 
dronkus^"  was  entered  at  Stationers'-Hall,  Feb.  6,  1593-4. 
This  was  undoubtedly  the  play,  as  it  was  printed  in  that 
year  (according  to  Langbaine,  who  alone  appears  to  have 
seen  me  first  edition,)  and  acted  by  the  servants  of  the 
Earls  of  Pembroke,  Derby,  and  Sussex.  It  is  observable 
that  jn  the  entry  no  author's  name  is  mentioned,  and  that 
the  play  was  orginally  performed  by  the  same  company  of 
comedians  who  exhibited  the  old  drama,  entitled  The  Con- 
UtUion  of  the  Houses  of  Yorke  and  Lancaster j  The  old  7»- 
mdng  of  a  Shrew,  and  Marlowe's  King  Edward  U.  by  whom 
not  one  of  Shakespeare's  plays  is  said  to  have  been  per- 
formed. 

From  Ben  Jonson's  Induction  to  Bartholomew  Fair, 
J  614,  we  learn  that  Andronicus  had  been  exhibited  twenty- 
fiye  or  thirty  years  before ;  that  is,  according  to  the  low- 
est computation  in  1589  ;  or  taking  a  middle  period,  which 
18  perhaps  more  just,  in  1587. 

To  enter  into  a  long  disquisition  to  prove  this  piece  not 
to  have  been  written  by  Shakespeare,  would  be  an  idle 
waste  of  time.  To  those  who  are  not  conversant  with  his 
writings,  if  particular  passages  were  examined,  more  words 
would  be  necessary  than  the  subject  is  worth  ;  those  who 
are  well  acquainted  with  his  works,  cannot  entertain  a 
donbt  on  the  question. — I  will  however  mention  one  mode 
•by  which  it  may  be  easily  ascertained.  Let  the  reader 
only  peruse  a  few  lines  of  Appius  and  Virginia,  Tancred 
ana  Gismmd,  The  BaUle  oj  Alcazar,  Jeronimo,  SelimMi 
Ev^eror  cf  the  Turks,  The  Wounds  of   Civil  War,  I%s 
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Wars  of  Cyna,  Locrtne,  Arden  of  FeverWUnn,  King  Ed' 
ward  L  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  Solyman  and  Persedoy  Em§ 
Leir^  the  old  King  John,  or  any  other  of  the  pieces  that 
were  exhibited  before  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  and  he 
will  at  once  perceive  that  TiUis  Andronicus  was  coined  ib 
the  same  mint. 

The  testimony  of  Meres,  mentioned  in  a  preceding  note, 
alone  remains  to  be  considered.     His   enumerxUtng  this 
among  Shakespeare's  plays  may  be  accounted  for  in  the 
same  way  in  which  we  may  account  for  its  being  priniei 
by  his  fellow-comedians  in  the  first  folio  edition  of  his 
works.     Meres  was  in  1598,  when  his  book  appeared,  in- 
timately  connected  with  Drayton,  and  |7ro6a6/^' acquainted 
with  some  of  the  dramatic  poets  of  the  time,  from  some  or 
other  of  whom  he  might  have  heard  that  Shakespeare 
interested  himself  about  this  tragedy,  or  had  written  a  few 
lines  for  the  author.     The  internal  evidence  furnished  by 
the  piece  itself,  and  proving  it  not  to  have  been  the  pro- 
duction of  Shakespeare,  greatly  outweighs  any  single  tes- 
timony on  the  other  side.     Meres  might  have  been  mis- 
informed, or  inconsiderately  have  given  credit  to  the  ra 
mour  of  the  day.     For  six  of  the  plays  which  he  has  men- 
tioned, (exclusive  of  the  evidence  which  the  representa- 
tion of  the  pieces  themselves  might  have  furnished,)  he 
had  perhaps  no  better  authority  than  the  whisper  of  the 
theatre  ;  for  they  were  not  then  printed.     He  could  not 
have  been  deceived  by  a  title-page,  as  Dr.  Johnson  sup- 
poses ;  for  Shakespeare's  name  is  not  in  the  title-page  of 
the  edition  printed  in  quarto  in  1611,  and  therefore  we 
may  conclude,  was  not  in  the  title-page  of  that  in  1594,  of 
which  the  other  was  undoubtedly  a  re-impression.  '  Had 
this  mean  performance  been  the  work  of  Shakespeare, 
can  it  be  supposed  that  the  booksellers  would  not  have 
endeavoured  to  procure  a  sale  for  it  by  stamping  his  name 
upon  it  ? 

In  short,  the  high  antiquity  of  the  piece,  its  entry  on  the 
Stationers'  books,  and  being  afterwards  printed  without  the 
name  of  our  author,  its  being  performed  by  the  servants 
of  Lord  Pembroke,  &c.  the  stately  march  of  the  versifica- 
tion, the  whole  colour  of  the  composition,  its  resemblance 
to  several  of  our  most  ancient  dramas,  the  dissimilitude  of 
the  style  from  our  author's  undoubted  compositions,  and  the 
tradition  mentioned  by  Ravenscrofl,  when  some  of  his  con* 
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temporaries  had  not  been  long  dead,  (for  Lowin  and  Tay« 
a,i  lor,  two  of  his  fellow-comedians,  were  alive  a  few  years 
M  before  the  Restoration,  and  Sir  William  D'Avenant,  who 
ija  bad  himself  written  for  the  stage  in  1629,  did  not  die  till 
EKi  April  1668;)  all  these  circumstances  combined,  prove 
m  with  iniesistible  force  that  the  play  of  Titus  Andronicus  has 

been  erroneously  ascribed  to  Shakespeare.       Malone. 

"  Kyd — probably  original  author  of  .^nc^ronicw*,  Locrine^ 
and  play  in  ffowi/c^.^-Marloe,  of  H.  6. 

"Ben  Jonson,  Barthol,  Fair — ranks  together /fteronymo 
and  Andronicus,  [time  and  stile] — first  exposed  him  to  the 
criticks — shelterM  afterwards  under  another's  name. 

"  Sporting  Kyd  [perhaps  wrote  comedy]  and  Marloe's 
mighty  ]uif^---Jonson.  [might  assist  Lily.]  Perhaps  Shake- 
speare's additions  outshone. 

"  Tamburlaine  mention'd  with  praise  by  Heywood.  as 
Marloe's  might  be  different  from  the  bombast  one — and 
•thai  written  by  Kyd." 

From  a  loose  scrap  of  paper,  in  the  hand  writing  of 
Dr.  Farmer.  Steevens. 

In  the  library  of  the  Duke  of  Bridgewater,  at  Ashbridge, 
is  a  Yolume  6f  old  quarto  plays,  numbered  R.  1.  7 ;  ip 
which  the  first  is  Titus  Andronicus.         *  Todd. 

80* 


PERSOJSrS  REPRESENTED. 

Saturninus,  son  to  the  late  emperor  of  Rome^  and  after* 

wards  declared  emperor  himself, 
Bassianus,  brother  to  Satuminus ;  in  love  rmth  Lavinia, 
Titus  Andronicus,  a  noble  Roman^  general  against  tkt 

Goths, 
Marcus  Andronicus,  tribune  of  the  people  ;  atid  brother  to 

Titus. 
Lucius,     ^ 

S  *   >  sons  to  Titus  Andronicus. 

MUTIUS,      J 

Yotufig  Lucius,  a  boy,  son  to  Laicius. 
PuBLius,  son  to  Marcus  the  tribune, 
j£milius,  a  noble  Roman* 


Alarbus,     ^ 
Chiron,       >  sons  to 
Demetrius,  ) 


Tamora, 


Aaron,  a  Moor,  beloroed  by  Tamora, 

A  Captain,  Tribune,  Messenger,  and  Clown  ;  Romans, 

Croths  and  Romans. 

Tamora,^  queen  of  the  Goths. 
Layinia,  daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
A  Kurse,  and  a  Black  Child. 

Kinsmen  of  T^us,  Senators,  Tribunes,  Officers,  Soldiers^  and 

Attendants. 

SCEJfE — Rome ;  and  the  country  near  iL 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS, 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Rome.  Before  the  Capitol  l^e  Tomb  of  the 
Andronici  appearing  ;  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  alofty  as 
in  the  Senate,  Enter^  below,  Saturninus  and  his  Fol' 
lowers,  on  one  side  ;  and  Bassianus  and  his  Followers, 
on  the  other  ;  with  drum  and  colours, 

Saturninus, 

Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms  ; 
And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  successive  title*  with  your  swords  : 
I  am  his  first-born  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  ware  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome  ; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity, 

Bas,  Romans, — ^friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  right , 
— If  ever  Bassianus,  Cassar's  son, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  suflfer  not  dishonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate. 
To  justice,  continence,  and  nobility  : 
But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine  ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  aloft,  with  the  crown. 

Mar,  Princes — that  strive  by  factions,  and  by  friendnty 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empery, — 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  stand 
A  special  party,  have,  by  conunon  voice. 
In  election  for  the  Roman  empery. 
Chosen  Andronicus,  surnamed  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome  ; 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 
Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls : 
He  by  the  senate  is  accited  home, 

[1]  BIy  title  to  tbe  saeeesiioii.  MALONE 
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From  wearj  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths  ; 
That,  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 
Hath  yokM  a  natioo  strong,  trainM  up  in  zrwB, 
Ten  years  are  spent,  since  first  he  undertook 
This  cause  of  Rome,  and  chastised  with  arms 
Our  enemies'  pride  :  Five  times  he  hath  returned 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 
In  cofi&ns  from  the  field  ; 
And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils, 
Returns  the  good  Andronieus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arm». 
Let  us  intreat,-*-By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  succeed. 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  strength  ; 
Dismiss  your  followers,  and,  as  suit(^rs  should. 
Plead  your  deserts  ia  peace  and  humblea^ess* 

Sat,  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my  thou^its ! 

Bas,  Marcus  Andronieus,  so  I  do  afify 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity. 
And  so  1  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  nobler  brother  Titus,  and  his  sons, 
And  her,  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament. 
That  1  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends  ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  weight. 

[Exeunt  the  Folloiseers  o/Ba^simsvs, 

Sett,  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  mj  ly^ 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myself,  my  person,  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  the  Followert  of  Satvrkisvs. 
Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  me, 
As  1  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Bas,  Tribunes  !  and  me^  a  poor  competitor. 

[Sat.  and  Bas.  go  into  the  Capitdf  ^md  exewU  wi^ 

SeruUer$9  Mail,  ^c 

SCENE  II.— T^e  same.     Eider  a  C^iptain,  cmd  othere. 

Cap,  Romans,  mak«  way  ;  The  good  AadronieiK^ 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion. 
Successful  in  the  foatSes  tM  he  4gh]b?» 
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With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  returned, 

From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword. 

And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Flourish  of  trumpets^  4*c.  Enter  Mdtius  and  Martius  : 
after  ihem,  two  Men  hearing  a  coffin  covered  Tvith  black  ; 
&en  QpiNTUs  and  Lucius.  After  them^  Titus  Androni- 
cus  ;  and  then  Tauora,  imih  Alarbus,  Chiron,  Deme- 
trius, Aaron,  and  other  Goths,  prisoners  ;  Soldiers  and 
People,  following.  7%e  Bearers  set  down  the  coffin,  and 
Titus  speaks. 
Tit.  Haul,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds  I 

Lo,  as  the  bark,  that  hath  discharg'd  her  fraught. 

Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 

From  whence  at  first  she  welgh'd  her  anchorage, 

Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 

To  re-salute  his  country  with  his  tears  ; 

Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 

Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol,' 

Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend ! — 

Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  sons, 

Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had, 

Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead ! 

These,  that  survive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  ; 

These,  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home, 

With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors  : 

Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheathe  my  sword 

Titus,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own, 

Why  suffer'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet, 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx  ? — 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren.  [The  tomb  is  opened. 

There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 

And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  country's  wars  ! 

O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  joys, 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 

How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store. 

That  thou  writ  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Jjuc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 

That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile. 

Ad  manes  fratrum  sacrifice  his  flesh. 

Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bones  ; 

That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unappeas'd. 

Nor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth.* 

[2]  Jupiter,  to  whom  the  Oapitol  was  sacred.  JOHNSON. 

[Sj  It  was  supposed  by  the  ancients,  that  the  ghosts  of  unburied  people  apptarei 
to  their  fictenda,  to  soUclt  the  rites  of  Amend.  STEEVENS. 
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Tit,  I  gtve  hoD  700  ;  the  noblest  that  snrfiTes, 
The  eldest  son  of  thii  Stressed  queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Ronan  brethren ;— Gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rae  the  tears  I  khed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  peision  for  her  son  : 
And,  if  thy  sons  were  erer  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughtered  in  the  'streets. 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  T 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood  : 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  my  first-bom  son. 

Tit.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheM 
Alive,  and  dead ;  and  for  their  brethren  slain. 
Religiously  diey  ask  a  sacrifice  : 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd  ;  and  die  he  must. 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc,  Away  with  him  I  and  make  a  fire  straight ; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they  be  clean  consnmM. 

[Exe.  Luc.  QuiN.  Mart,  and  Mut.  wth  Alakb.  ■ 

Tom,  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety  ! 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Godis, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen,) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 
Re-enter  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,    and  Mutivs,  wifc 

their  swords  bloody, 

Lm.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  pex&nn'd 
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Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd. 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doUi  perfume  the  sky* 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren, 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  tbem  to  Rome. 

TYiT.  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicus  , 

Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Trumpets  sounded ^  and  the  coffins  laid  in  ihi  iowJK 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  jou  here,  my  sons  ; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here. 
Secure 'from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps  i 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges  ;  here,  are  no  stonns» 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep  : 

Enter  Lavhtia. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ! 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  lire  lord  Titus  long : 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  Uve  in  ^une  ! 
Lo !  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies  ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  Uie  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome  : 
O,  bless  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand. 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thus  lovingly  reserv'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart ! — 
Lavinia,  Uve  ;  out-live  thy  father's  days. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  !* 
Enter  M.\j!i.  Andronicus,  Saturninus,  Bassianus,  andotltert. 

Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 
Gracious  trifimpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  successful  wars, 
You  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  ahke  in  all, 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords  : 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  aspir'd  to  Solon's  happiness,* 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  friend  in  justice  thou  hast  ever  been, 

[4]  To  outliye  an  eternal  date,  is,  though  not  philosophical,  jet  poetical  sense.  B« 
wishes  that  her  life  may  btf  longer  than  his,  and  her  praise  longer  than  fame.  JOHN. 

[S\  The  maxim  of  Solon  is.  that  no  man  can  tie  pronoanced  hapj^  before  his  death. 
IfALONE. 
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Send  thee,  by  me,  their  tribane,  and  their  tnut« 
This  palliament  of  white  and  spotless  hue  ; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire, 
With  these  oar  late-deceased  emperor's  sons : 
Be  candidatut  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome^ 

Tit,  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits, 
Than  his,  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness  : 
MThat  i  should  I  don  this  robe,^  and  trouble  you  ? 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-day  ; 
To-morrow,  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life. 
And  set  abroad  new  business  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  soldier  forty  years, 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  Taliant  sons. 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country  : 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world  : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  shalt  obtain  and  ask  the  empery* 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou  tell  1-^ 

Tit  Patience,  prince  Saturnine. 

jSo^.  Romans,  do  me  right ; — 
Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheath  them  not 
Till  Satuminus  be  Rome's  emperor  : — 
Andronicus,  'would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  heU, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  peofde's  hearts. 

Lmc,  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  gaod 
The  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! 

Tit,  Content  thee,  prince  ;  1  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themselves. 

Bos,  AndronicuS)  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die  ; 
My  faction  if  thou  strengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  most  thankful  be  :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit  -  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices,  and  your  suffrages  ; 
Will  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

TVib,  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you  :  and  this  suit  I  make, 

E«|  Le.  Do  on  this  robe,  put  it  OB.  STEEVEN& 
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That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldest  son, 
Lord  Saturnine  ;  whose  virtues  will,  1  hope. 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  common-weal : 
Then  rf  you  will  elect  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him,  and  say, — Long  live  our  emperor  ! 

Mar,  With  voices  and  applause  of  every  sort. 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
LfOrd  Satorninus,  Rome's  great  emperor ; 
And  say, — Lang  live  our  emperor  Saturnine!  [A  longjlourith 

Sat,  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness  : 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  £miily, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  emperess, 
Rome's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart, 
And  in  the  sacred  Pantheon  her  espouse  : 
TeU  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  please  thee  ? 

Tit,  It  doth,  my  noble  lord  ;  and,  in  this  match, 
1  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace  : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  common- weal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners  ; 
Presents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe. 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life  I 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  shall  record  ;  and,  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  Now,  maulam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an  emperor  ; 

[To  Tamora. 

To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  state, 
Will  use  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me  ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance  ; 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 
Thou  com'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome  : 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Vol.  V.  31 
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Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  yoar  hopes  ;  madam,  he  comforts  joa, 
Can  make  you  greater  than  tlie  queen  of  Goths.— - 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  displeas'd  with  this  ? 

Lav,  Not  I,  my  lord  ;  sith  true  nohility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  sweet  Lavinia. — Romans,  let  us  go : 
Ransomeless  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free  : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

B€L8.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Lavivii- 

Tit.  How,  sir  ?  are  you  in  earnest  then,  my  lord? 

Bob.  Ay,  noble  ^^itus  ;  and  resolv'd  withal, 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  right. 

[The  Emperor  courts  Ta5iora  in  dumb  dum» 

Mar,  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  justice  : 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc,  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit,  Traitors,  avaunt !  Where  is  the  emperor's  guard ! 
>— Treason,  my  lord  ;  Lavinia  is  surpriz'd. 

Sat,  Surpriz'd  !  By  whom  ? 

Bas,  By  him  that  justly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exe,  MxRCVS*  and  Bassianus,  zanth  Lavihia. 

Mut,  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  sword  I'll  keep  this  door  safe. 

[Exe,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Tit,  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mvi,  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

Tit.  What,  viUain  boy  ! 
Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [Titus  kills  Mym»» 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust ;  and,  more  than  so. 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 

THt.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine  : 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me  : 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.  [Exit* 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no  ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not, 
Not  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  stock  : 
I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons. 
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Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
''  Waa  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  stale  of, 
^  But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
That  saidst,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands 

7\V.  O  monstrous  !  what  reproachful  words  are  these  ? 

Sat,  But  go  thy  ways  ;  go,  give  that  changing-piece' 
To  him  that  flourished  for  her  with  his  sword  : 
A  valiant  86n«in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy  ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

TiU  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart 

Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamoni,  queen  of  Goths,-— 
That,  like  the  stately  Phoebe  'mongst  her  nymphs. 
Dost  overshine  the  gallant'st  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  sudden  choice. 
Behold,  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  emperess  of  Rome. 
Speak,  ^ueen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice  ? 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, — 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near, 
And  tapers  bum  so  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readiness  for  Hymeneus  stand, — 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn,  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  1  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat,  Ascend,  fair  queen,  Pantheon  : — Lords,  accompany 
,<Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
There  shall  we  c6nsummate  our  spousal  rites. 

[Exeunt  Saturninus,    and  his   Followers:  Tamora, 

and  her  Sons ;  Aaron  and  Gothi, 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride  ; — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Dishonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

Re-enter  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 


\7]  Spoken  of  Lavinia.    Piece,  was  then,  as  it  is  now,  used  personaUy  as  a  word  of 
cantemiit.  JOHNSON. 
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Mar,  O,  TituB,  see,  O,  see,  what  thou  hast  dour  - 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  yirtuous  son. 

TiU  No,  foolish  tribune,  no  ;  no  son  of  mine^— 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dishonoured  all  our  family  ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons  I 

Lmc,  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes  ; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit,  Traitors,  away !  he  rests  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood. 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified  ; 
Here  none  but  soldiers,  and  Rome's  servitors. 
Repose  in  fame  ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls  : — 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar,  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Qutfi.  Mar,  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

Tit,  And  shall  ?  What  villain  was  it  spoke  that  word  ? 

Qutn.  He  that  would  vouch  't  in  any  place  but  here. 

Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  despite  ? 

Mar,  No,  noble  Titus  ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit,  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest, 
And,  with  these  boys^  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded : 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one  ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart,  He  is  not  with  himself,  let  us  withdraw. 

Qmn.  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  Sons  of  Titus  kneii 

Mar,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

Qtftn.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  speak. 

Tit,  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 

Mar,  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul,- 

Lmc,  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all,- 

Mar,  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax 
That  slew  himself  ;  and  wise  Laertes'  son 
Did  gitaciously  plead  for  his  funerals  :' 


[8]  This  passage  alone  would  sufficiently  convince  roe,  that  the  play  befora  oHM 
the  work  of  one  who  was  conversant  with  the  Greek  tragedies  In  their  ori^nal  iMh 
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Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

7%.  Rise,  Marcus,  rise  : — 
The  dismalPst  day  is  this,  that  e'er  I  saw, 
To  be  dishonour'd  by  my  sons  in  Rome ! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[Mutius  is  put  into  the  tomb* 

Lac.  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,with  thy  friend?, 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb ! — 

All,  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius  ; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  causej 

Mar,  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreary  dumps, — 
How  comes  it,  that  the  subtle  queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus  ;  but,  I  know,  it  is ; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell  : 
Is  she  not  &en  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far  ? 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 
Flourish,  Re-enter ^  at  one  side,  Saturninus,  attended ;  Ta- 

MORA,  Chiron,   Demetrius,  and  Aaron  :  Jit  the  other^ 

Bassianus,  Lavinia,  and  others. 

Sat,  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize  ; 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Bas,  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord  :  1  say  no  more. 
Nor  wish  no  less  ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat,  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power. 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Bas,  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own, 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  possessed  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat,  *Tis  good,  sir  :  You  are  very  short  with  us , 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  sharp  with  you. 

Bas,  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I  may, 
Answer  1  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd  ; 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Liaviuia, 


nuge.  We  have  lierea.plaiD  alloston  to  the  Ajax  of  Sophocles,  of  which  no  tru% 
Ction  was  extant  in  th^  time  of  Shakespeare.  In  that  piece  AgamemnoD  ccnsenlt; 
at  last  to  allow  AJax  the  rites  of  sepulture,  and  Ulysses  is  the  pleader,  whose  ar^i^ 
nents  preTail  in  Onroor  of  his  remains.  STEEVKKS. 
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With  bis  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  son. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  controPd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour.  Saturnine  ; 
That  hath  expressed  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

TU.  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds  ; 
•Tis  thou,  and  those,  that  have  dishonoured  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine  ! 

Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  s^eak  indifferently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat.  What  I  madam !  be  dishonoured  openly, 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  so,  my  lord  ;  the  gods  of  Rome  forefend, 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you  ! 
Bnt,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all. 
Whose  fury,  not  dissembled,  speaks  his  griefs  : 
Then,  at  my  suit,  looks  graciously  on  him  ; 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  suppose. 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afiOict  his  gentle  heart. — 
My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  last. 
Dissemble  all  your  grie6  and  discontents  : 
You  ai'e  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne ; 
Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 
Upon  a  just  survey,  take  Titus*  part, 
And  so  supplant  us  for  igratitude, 
(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin,)  la  'Ja 

Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  : 
ril  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all. 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorous  sons. 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life  ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel  in  the  streets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain, 
"i— Come,  come,  sweet  emperor,— -come,  Andronicus, — 
TaJ^eup  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rise,  Titus,  rise  ;  my  empress  hath  prevail'd. 

Tit.  I  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord  : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  nei^  U.fe  in  me 
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Tarn,  Titua,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  iulopted  happily, 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; — 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  friends  and  you. — 
For  you,  prince  Bassianus,  I  have  passM 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia  ; — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees, 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

Jjuc,  We  do  ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highness, 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend'ring  our  sister's  honour,  and  our  own. 

Mar,  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest. 

Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

Tarn,  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  friends  : 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace  ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.     Sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat,  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brothers 's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  thesfe  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  lefl  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend  ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides, 
You  are  my  guest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  : 
This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty, 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  bon-jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  [ExewU, 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  L — The  same.    Before  the  Palace,    Enter  Aaror. 

Aar.  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top. 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot ;  and  sits  alofl, 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning's  flash  ;        .,^ 
-'— Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threat'ning  reach.  '  '^ 
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As  when  the  ^Idon  sun  salutes  the  mom. 

And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  heams. 

Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach. 

And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills  ; 

So  Tamora. — 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 

And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown; 

Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 

To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 

And  mount  her  pitch  ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 

Hast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  ; 

And  faster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes, 

Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 

Away  with  slavish  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts  ! 

I  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 

To  wait  upon  this  new-made  emperess. 

To  wait,  said  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen, 

This  goddess,  this  Semiramis  ; — this  queen. 

This  syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 

And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  commonweal's. 

Holla  I  what  storm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  braving, 

Dem,  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd  ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 

Chi,  Demetrius,  thou  dost  oVer-ween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate  : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou  ; 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace  ; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve, 
And  plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aar,  Clubs,  clubs  !^  These  lovers  will  not  keep  the 
peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvis'd 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  side. 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  ;  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  sheath. 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi,  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have. 
Full  well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave  ?  [^-^'^y  dram* 

£3]  This  was  the  usual  cry  for  assitance,  when  aoy  riot  happened.     Sl'KEVEKS 
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Aar.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
FuU  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge  ; 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns  : 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  so  dishonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I ;  till  I  have  sheath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bosom,  and,  withal, 
Thrust  these  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat, 
That  he  hath  breathM  in  my  dishonour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  resoly'd,- 
Foul-spoken  coward  !  that  thunder'st  with  thy  tongue, 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  say. — 
Now  by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 
Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Layinia  then  become  so  loose. 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate. 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd, 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge  ? 
Young  lords,  beware ! — an  should  the  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world  ; 
I  love  Layinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some  meaner  choice. 
Layinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be,         ^ 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  loye  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  deyise. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 
Would  I  propose,  to  achieve  her  whom  I  love. 

Aar.  To  achieve  her  ! — How  ? 

Dem.  Why  mak'st  thou  it  so  strange  ?    . 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  ; 
She  is  Layinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
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Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,  we  know  : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor's  brother^ 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may.  [MiU 

Dem.    Then  why  should  he  despair,  that  knows  to 
court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  hast  thou  not  full  often  struck  a  doe» 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose  ? 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch  or  «o 
Would  serve  your  turns.  i 

Chi.  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  serv'd.  ! 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too  ; 
Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — And  are  you  such  fools* 
To  square  U)r  this  ?*  Would  it  ofTeod  you  then 
That  both  should  speed  ? 

Chi.  I'faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me, 
So  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  shame,  be  friends  ;  and  join  for  that  yon  jaK 
'Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve  ; 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve. 
You  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  banishment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand  ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 
The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious  ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  kind*  for  rape  and  villany  : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe,  . 
And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  wit. 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate. 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend  ; 

[11  To  square—to  quarreL  STEEVENS. 

[2]  That  is,  by  nnticre,  which  b  tiie  old  tirnificatira  of  hind.       JGBSXBOH. 
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And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  adTice/ 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselyet. 
But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  fame, 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears  : 
The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull ; 
There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  taitui. 
There  serve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven's  ey«, 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

Ou.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem,  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  till  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits, 
Per  Styga,  per  manes  vehor.  [J^xeiiftf. 

SCENE  II.* 

A  Forest  near  Rome.  A  Lodge  seen  a4  a  distance.  Horns, 
and  cry  of  Hounds,  Enter  Titus  Audrok icvs^rvitli  Hun'- 
tersy  fyc,  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Maktius. 

Tit,  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  grey,* 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green  : 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  rouse  the  prince  ;  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal, 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. — 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  emperor's  person  carefully  ; 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night, 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspired. 
Horns  wind  a  peal :  Enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Bassia- 

Nus,  Lavinia,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  Attendants, 

Tit,  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty  ; — 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good ! — 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat,  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lords. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Bas,  Lavinia,  how  say  you  ? 

Lav,  I  say,  no  ; 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

[S]  Remove  all  impediments  from  our  designs  by  advice.  Tlie  allusion  Is  to  the 
•Deration  of  the  file,  whi<^  by  conferring  smoothness,  fadlimtes  the  motion  of  Cbe 
f^eels  which  compose  an  engine  or  piece  of  machineiy.       STEEVENS. 

[4]  The  division  of  this  play  into  acts,  which  was  first  made  by  the  etlitors  In  1825, 
if  improper.  There  is  here  an  interval  of  action,  and  here  the  second  act  ought  to 
hare  begun.  JOHNSON. 

[5]  Drieht,  and  yet  not  red.  which  was  a  sign  of  storms  and  r.tin,  but  grey,  which 
foretold  lahr  weather.  WARBURTON.      * 
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Sat.  Come  on  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  us  hare, 
And  to  our  sport : — ^Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Onr  Roman  hunting.  [To  Taxoea. 

Mar.  I  haye  dogs,  my  lord. 
Will  ronse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase, 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem,  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  with  horse  nor  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

A  de$eri  Pari  of  the  Foreit.     Enter  AARONy  with  a  bag  of 

gold. 

Aar.  He,  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly^ 
Know,  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem  ; 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  yery  exceUent  piece  of  yillany : 
And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest,' 

[Hides  ike  gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress-  chest^ 

Enter  Tamora. 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look^st  thou  sad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun  ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  checquered  shadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And — ^whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds. 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  sit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noise  :• 
And — after  conflict,  such  as  was  supposed    ' 
The  wandering  prince  of  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 
When  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  surpriz'd, 
And  curtain'd  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave, — 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 

UnreH,  for  disquiet,  is  a  word  frequently  used  by  the  old  writers.    STEEV. 
This  is  obscure.    It  seems  to  mean  only,  that  they  who  are  to  come  «t  tUi 
of  the  empress  are  to  suffer  by  i«  JOHNSON. 
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Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber  ; 
Whiles  hoands,  and  horns,  and  syyeet  melodious  birds. 
Be  unto  us,  ns  is  a  nurse's  song 
Of  lullaby,*  to  bring  her  babe  asleep.^ 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  desires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  :' 
What  signifies  my  deadly-standing  eye, 
My  silence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy  ? 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs  ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora, — ^the  empress  of  my  soul. 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in  thee,-*— 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus  ; 
His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day : 
Thy  sons  make  pillage  of  her  chastity, 
And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassianus'  blood. 
Seest  (hou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up  I  pray  thee. 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scroll : — 
Now  question  me  no  more,  we  are  espied  ; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction. 

Tarn.  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than  life  . 

Aar.  No  more,  great  empress,  Bassianus  comes  : 
Be  cross  with  him.;  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  sous 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Lavinia. 

Bas.  Who  have  we  here  ?  Rome's  royiil  emperess 
Unfumish'd  of  her  well-beseeming  troop  ? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  hke  her  ; 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 

[81  Dr.  Johnson  in  his  Dictionary,  savsi  *  it  is  obsenrabie  that  nurses  cail  sleep  Im 
hjf :  JuUahy  is  therefor^  lull  to  sleep.'  But  to  lull  originally  signified  to  «2«».  T% 
compote  to  aUep  6y  a  pletuing  $ound  is  a  secondary  sense  retained  after  its  pnaltiT<t 
import  became  obsolete.  The  verbs  to  loll  and  lollop  evidently  spring  from  the  sam« 
root.  And  hy  meant  Aotiae ;  go  to  6y,  is  go  to  house  or  cradle.  The  comi^ment  at 
partinr,  good  by,  is  good  house  ;  may  your  Aotue  prosper ;  and  Sel6y,  the  arcbbifhop 
of  Ton's  palace,  is  great  house.  So  that  luttahy  implies  literally  sleep  in  AomMjjL  tt. 
themicUe.^  WHITE. 

[0]  There  is  much  poetical  beauty  in  this  speech  of  Tamora.  It  appears  to  me  Co 
be  the  only  one  in  the  play  that  is  in  the  style  of  Shakespeare.  MASON. 

[1]  The  meaning  of  this  may  be  illustrated  bv  the  astronomical  descriptkm  of  S«p 
tmti,  br  Greene,  1585:  **  The  star  of  Saturn  is  especially  cooling,  and  somewhat 
drier  «e.    Again,  in  the  Sea  Voyaee,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher : 

** the  sullen  Saturn  had  predomimince 

At  your  nativity,  a  maUgnant  planet !"  COLLIXS. 
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To  see  the  general  hunting  in  this  forest  ? 

Tarn,  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  steps  1 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  some  say,  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
With  horns,  as  was  Acteon's  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Lav,  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperess, 
*Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning  ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  experiments  : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to-daj ! 
'Tis  pity,  they  should  tike  him  for  a  stag. 

jBcw.  Beheve  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cimmerian* 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue. 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  sequestered  from  all  your  train  ? 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed. 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav.  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sport, 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness. — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  'joy  her  raven-colour'd  love  ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  well. 

Bos.  The  king,  my  brother,  shall  have  note  of  this. 

Lav,  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long : 
Good  king !  to  be  so  mightily  abus'd  ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem,  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and  our  gracious  mother, 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan  ? 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
These  two  have  'tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see,  it  is  : 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
O'ercome  with  moss,  and  baleful  mistletoe. 
Here  never  shines  the  sun  ;  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unless  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And,  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 

{X\  Swartk  is  black.    The  Moor  is  called  Cimraerian,  from  Ute  affinity  of 
todarloicts.  JOHNSON. 
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They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  nighty 
A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes, 
Ten  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchins. 
Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries. 
As  any  mortal  hody,  hearing  it, 
Should  straight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly/ 
No  sooner  had  they  told  this  helUsh  tale, 
But  straight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  me  here 
Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew  ; 
And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death. 
And  then  they  call'd  me,  foul  adulteress, 
Lascivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterest  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect. 
And,  l&d  you  not  by  wpndrous  fortune  come, 
^  This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Dem.  This  is  a  witness  that  1  am  thy  son.     [Stabs  Bas. 

Oii.  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show  my  strength. 

[Stahbing  him  l%kewii$. 

Lav,  Ay  come,  Semiramis, — ^nay,  barbarous  Tamoral 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own  ! 

Tarn.  Give  me  thy  poniard  ;  you  shall  know,  my  boys. 
Tour  mother's  hand  shall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Denu  Stay,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her  ; 
First,  thrash  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  straw  : 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightiness  ;* 
And  shall  she  carry  thi^  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust. 

Tam.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  desire, 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 

Chi,  I  warrant  you,  madam  ;  we  will  make  that  sure.— 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Lav,  O  Tamora !  thou  bear'st  a  woman's  face,— 

Tam,  I  will  not  hear  her  speak  ;  away  with  her. 

[4]  ThU  if  said  in  fabuloos  physiology,  of  those  that  bear  the  groan  of  the  maa- 
drake  tors  ap.  JOHNSON. 

[5]  Pwktitfi  hope  is  only  spedoos  liope,  or  ground  of  confidence  more  pbaslUe 
tteasolld.  JOHNSON. 
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Laeo.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  "word* 

Dtm,  Listen,  fair  madam  :  Let  it  be  jour  glory 
To  see  her  tears  ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them. 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lam,  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam  ? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath  ;  she  taught  it  thee  : 
The  milk,  thou  suck'st  from  her,  did  turn  to  marble  ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike  ; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pity.        [7b  Chtroji. 

Chi.  What!    wouldst  thou  have  me   prove   mjselfa 
bastard  ? 

Lav.  'Tis  true  ;  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark 
Yet  I  have  heard,  (O  could  1  find  it  now  !) 
The  lion  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
The  whilst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests  : 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  sake. 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain  thee. 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Had  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
£ven  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless  : — 
Remember,  boys,  1  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vaio. 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice  ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not,  relent : 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  yaa  will ; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen, 
Ahd  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  : 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  so  loi^  ; 
Poor  I  was  slain,  when  Bassianus  died. 

Taim.  What  begg'st  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Lav.  'Tis  present  death  1  beg ;  and  one  thing  more, 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust. 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit ; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body  : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  mujrderer. 

7hm.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  so'ns  of  theit  feif'; 
No,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 
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Dem,  Away,  for  thou  hast  staid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace  ?  no  womanhood  ?  Ah,  heastly  creature  ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name  ! 
Confusion  fall 

Chd.  Nay,  then  I'll  stop  your  mouth  : — Bring  thou  her 

husband;  [Dragging  ^  IaAVihia. 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.     [Exeunt, 

Tarn.  Farewell,  my  sons  :  see,  that  you  make  her  sure: 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed*, 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  deflour.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 
T%e  same.     Enter  Aaron,  rmth  Quini  us  and  Martius. 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords  ;  the  better  foot  before  : 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit. 
Where  I  espy'd  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Quin.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 

Mart.  And  mine,  I  promise  you  ;  wer^t  not  for  shame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  a  while. 

[Martivs  falls  into  the  pit, 

Qwin,  What  art  thou  fallen  ?  What  subtle  hole  is  this, 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude-growing  briars  ; 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  bloody 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me  : — 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mart.  O,  brother,  with  the  dismallest  object 
That  ever  eye,  with  sight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar,  [Asi,]  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them  here  ; 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess, 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother.    [Exii 

Mart.  Why  dost  not  comfort  .me,  and  help  me  out 
Frcma  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-stained  hole  ? 

Qutn.  I  am  surprized  with  an  uncouth  fear  : 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints  ; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  see. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Qiitn.  Aaron  is  gone  ;  and  my  compassionate  heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 

32* 
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The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  sunnioe  : 
O,  tcU  me  how  it  is  ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart,  Lord  Bassianus  lies  imbrued  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  lik^  to  a  slaughter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit« 

Qutn.  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  kaow  'tis  he  ? 

MirU  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole»^ 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks. 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit : 
So  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 
If  fear  haUi  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, — 
Out  of  this  fell  derouring  receptacle. 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 

Qum.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  oat; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  ipuch  good, 

1  maybe  pluck'd  into  the  swaUowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 

I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink 
^Mart.  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 
Qutn.  Thy  hand  once  more  ;  I  will  not  loose  again, 
Till  thou  art  here  alofl,  or  I  below  : 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.        [FalU  tj». 

ErUer  Saturninus  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me  : — I'll  see  what  hole  is  here» 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mart,  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus  ; 
Brought  hither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour. 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat,  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know,  thou  dost  but  jest : 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chace  ; 
*Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  lefl  him  there. 

Mart,  We  know  not  where  you  lefl  him  all  aliye, 
But,  out  alas  !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

[6]  Tli«i«  it  gappowd  to  be  a  gpem  called  a  carbuncle,  which  emtttnot  reiecMil  M 
aative  light    Mr.  Boyle  belieyes  the  reality  of  its  e^isteuce.  JOHNSON 


ACT  II.  TITUS  ANDROfflCUS.  379 

Enter  Tamora,  with  AUendanti ;  Titus ^  Akdronicus^  (Okd 

Lucius. 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  lord  the  king  ? 

Sat,  Here    Tamora ;  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  ? 

Sai.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost-  thou  search  my  wound  ; 
Poor  Bassianus  here  hes  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
The  complot  of  this  timeless  tragedy  :        \Givin^  a  letter. 
And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

Sat.   [reads.]  An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  handsomely ^ — 
Sweet  huntsmany  Bassianus  Uisy  we  mean, — 
Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him; 
TTiou  know^st  our  meaning :  Look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder-tree. 
Which  oroershades  the  mouth  of  that  sam/e  pit. 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  BcLssianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friends. 
— O,  Tamora !  yrsa  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree  : 
Look,  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out. 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

[Showing  it. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life  :         [To  Titus 
— Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison  ; 
There  let  them  'bide,  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  (O  wondrous  thing ! 
'^How  easily  murder  is  discovered  !) 
.^     Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
1  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons, 
Accursed,  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them,— 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd  !  you  see,  it  is  apparent-— 
Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Tit.  I  did,  my  lord  :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  shall  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will. 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them  ;  see,  thou  follow  me. 
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Some  bring  the  marder'd  body,  some  the  murderers : 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Tarn,  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king  ; 
Fear  not  thy  sons,  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come  ;  stay  not  to  talk  with  them 

\^lh:eunt  severaUn. 
SCENE  V. 

T%e  same.     Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  zmth  LAViirii, 
ravished ;  her  hands  cvX  qff^  and  her  tangtte  cut  out. 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  speak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravish'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  so  ; 
And,  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  scribe. 

Dem.  See,  how  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can  scowl. 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy  hands. 

Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wash ; 
And  so  let's  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  case,  I  should  go  hang  myself. 

Dem.  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exe.  Dem.  and  Chi. 
En^er  Marcus. 

Afar.  Who's  this, — my  niece,  that  flies  away  so  fast  ? 
Cousin,  a  word  ;  Where  is  your  husband  ? — 
If  I  do  dream,  'would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me !' 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep  ! — 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  stern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches  ?  those  sweet  ornaments, 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to  sleep  in  ; 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness. 
As  half  thy  love  ?  Why  dost  not  speak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind, 
Doth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But,  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee  ; 
And,  lest  thou  shou'dst  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue* 
Ah,  now  thou  tum'st  away  thy  face  for  shame  ! 

(71  If  tlxis  be  a  dream,  I  would  give  all  my  possessions  to  be  delivered  firom  It  by 
wakinr.  JOHNSON. 

[81  Tereus  bavin?  ravished  Philomela,  his  wife^s  sister,  cut  out  her  tODfue  tapra- 
rent  a  discovery.  *      MALONE.  ^         ^ 
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And,  notwithstanding  atl  thia  loss  of  blood,— 
^     As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  lace. 
Blushing  to  be  eacounter'd  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee  ?  shall  1  saj,  'tis  so  ? 
O,  that  1  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast, 
That  I  might  rait  at  him  to  ease  my  mind ! 
/borrow  conceai'd,  like  an  oven  stopp'd,     \ 
Vpoth  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is^ 
^air  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue, 
And  ia  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind  : 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  ; 
A  craftier  Te reus  hast  thou  met  withal. 
And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  Gogers  off, 
That  could  have  better  sew'd  than  Philomel. 
O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 
/    Tremble,  Uke  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute,        ' 
Aod  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them  ; 
He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life  : 
Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony. 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made. 
He  would  have  dropp  d  bis  knife,  aad  fell  asleep,. 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet." 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  : 
For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye  : 
One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads  ; 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee  ; 
O,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery  !  [Exeu 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  l.—Roi7U!.     A  Street.     Enter  Senators,  TVifrunM, 
and   Offkert   of  Justice,    unth    Martios  and  Quintvs, 
bound,  poising  on  to  the  Place  of  Execvlion ;  Titus  gO' 
ing  iefore,  pleading. 
Tit.  Heir  me,  grave  fathers  !  noble  tribunes,  stay  I 

For  pity  of  miae  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 

In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept ; 

For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed  ; 

For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd ; 

And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  see 
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Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks  ; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons, 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought ! 
For  two  and  twenty  sons  I  never  wept, 
Because  they  died  in  honour's  lofly  bed. 
For  these,  tiiese  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write 

[ThroTmng  himself  on  the  ground. 
My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  soul's  sad  tears. 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite  ; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  shame  and  blush. 

iExe.  Senators,  Tribunes,  ^c.  with  the  Prisoners, 
will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers  : 
In  summer's  drought,  I'll  drop  upon  thee  still  ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears' I'll  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  his  sword  drazam. 

O,  reyerend  tribunes !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death  ; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before, 
My  tears  are  now  prevaiUng  orators. 

Luc,  O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain  ; 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

7%.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  : 
—Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

Luc.  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  speak. 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man  :  if  they  did  hear. 
They  would  not  mark  me  ;  or,  if  they  did  mark. 
All  bootless  to  them,  they'd  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones  ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress. 
Yet  in  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes. 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  : 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me  ; 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than  stones ; 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  offendeth  not ; 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 
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But  wherefore  stand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  t 
Luc.  To  Fescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death : 

For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 

My  eyerlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 

Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive, 

That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  Tigers  ? 

Tigers  must  prey  ;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey, 

But  me  and  mine  :  How  happy  art  thou  then, 

From  these  devourers  to  be  banished  ? 

But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Mdrcus  here  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep  ; 
Or,  if  not  so^  thy  noble  heart  to  break  ; 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  consume  me  ?  let  me  see  it  then. 

Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 

Laic.  Ah  me  !  this  object  kills  me  ! 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon  her : — 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sight  ?* 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'st, 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  di&daineth  bounds.*-^- — 
Give  me  a  sword,  I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too  ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  \ 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  serv'd  me  to  effectless  use  i 
Now,  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other.-— 
'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands  ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Laic.  Speak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 

Mar.[0^  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blab'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence, 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage  ; 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchantid^  every  ear  ! 


[1]  We  should  read,  spite.  WARBURTON. 
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Imc.  0»  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  dead  t 

Afar.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herself ;  as  doth  the  deer, 
That  hath  receir'd  some  unrecuring  wound. 

TU»  It  was  my  deer  ;*  and  he,  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Enyiron'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea  ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  waye, 
Elxpecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  lus  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone  ; 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banish'd  man  ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes  ; 
But  that,  which  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spum. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. — 
Had  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 
It  would  have  madded  me  ;  What  shall  I  do 
Now  I  behold  thy  lovely  body  so  ? 
Thou  has(  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 
Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  : 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead  ;  and,^  for  his  death. 
Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this  :-— 
Look,  Marcus  !  ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  her ! 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks  ;  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Upon  a  gathered  lily  almost  wither'd. 

Mar.  Perchance,  she  weeps  because  they  kill'd  her 
husband ; 
Perchance,  because  she  knows  them  innocent. 

TiU  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful. 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed  ; 
Witness  the  sorrow,  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips  ; 
Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease  : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  sit  round  about  some  fountain  ; 
Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain'd  ;  like  meadpws,  yet  not  dry 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  w€  gaze  so  long, 

[S]  The  pby  upon  dter  and  dtar  has  been  used  by  Waller,  who  calls  a  ladj^  fir* 
die. The  pale  that  held  my  lovely  deer.  JOHNSON. 
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£    Till  the  fresh  taste  he  taken  from  that  clearness^ 
And  made  a  hrine^pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  shall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
What  shall  we  do  ?^  let  us^  that  have  our  tongties, 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery, 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  <^ome. 

Lalc.  Sweet  father,  cease  your  tears  ;  for,  at  Jrour  gnef^ 
See,  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece  : — good  Titus,  dry  thine  eyes. 

Tit  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus  !  brother,  well  I  wot, 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  man,  has  drown'd  it  with  thine  OWn. 

Lmc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  1  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

TiU  Mark,  Marcus,  mark !  1  undei;«tand  her  signt : 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee  ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks^ 
Oy  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this  ? 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  bliss  !' 

Enier  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — ^That,  if  thou  love  thy  sons. 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  send  it  to  t^e  king  :  he  for  the  same. 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive  ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransome  for  their  &ult. 

TiU  O,  gracious  emperor !  O  gentle  Aaron ! 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  Uke  a  lark, 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  Pll  send  the  emperor 
My  hand  ; 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off  ? 

Luc.  Stay,  father  ;  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn  e 

My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you  5 

"  ■ 

[SI  The  lAvOnu  patnmy  as  It  was  called,  is  a  place  that  the  schoolmen  sum)osed  10 
be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  hell,  where  the  souls  of  the  patriarchs  Were  detained, 
and  dioee jrood  roei^  who  died  before  oar  Saviour's  resurrettion.  MUton  {fives  the 
name  of  JUm&o  to  hia  paradise  of  fools  KEElX 
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And  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers*  liTes. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rone* 
And  rearM  alofl  the  bloody  battle-axe, 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  ? 
O,  none  of  both  bnt  are  of  high  desert : 
My  hand  hath  been  bnt  idle  ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransome  my  two  nephews  from  their  death  ; 
Then  haye  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

j9ar.  Nay,  come  agree,  whose  hand  shall  go  along. 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come 

Afar.  My  hand  shaU  go. 

Luc.  By  heayen,  it  shall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sirs,  strive  no  more  ;  such  wither'd  herbs  as  these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  aoa, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother's  care. 
Now  let  me  show  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

TU.  Agree  between  you  ;  I  will  spare  say  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar.  But  I  will  use  the  axe.         \Exe.  Luo.  and  Mas. 

TU.  Come  hither,  Aaron  ;  I'll  deciYS  them  both  ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest. 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so  ^-^ 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort. 
And  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pass.        [MA^ 

[He  cvt»  ^TiTirs's  hm^ 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tit.   Now,   stay  your  strife ;   what  shall  be,    is  del* 
patch'd. — 
Good  Aaron,  ^ve  his  majesty  my  hand : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it ; 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  say,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  easy  price  ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  owa 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus  :  and  for  thy  haad. 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  sons  with  thee  i-*— 
Their  heads,  I  mean. — O,  how  this  villany  [AiUi. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 


\ 
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Aaron  will  haye  his  soul  black  Uke  im  fafse.  f  JSkft. 

Tit.  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  : 
If  any  power  pities  wretched  tears, 
To  that  I  call :— What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ?  [7b  LaV. 
Do  then,  dear  heart ;  for  heaven  shadl  hear  onr  prayers  ; 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds. 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Mar,  O  !  brother,  speak  with  possibilities, 
\nd  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

Tit.  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  t 
Then  be  my  passions  bottomless  with  them. 

Mar.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament. 

Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries. 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes  : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  overflow  t 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad, 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  his  big-swol'n  £ice  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  sea  ;  hark,  how  her  sighs  do  blow  ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs  ; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why  ?  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger ^  with  two  Heads  and  a  Hand. 

Mes.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons  ; 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back ; 
Thy  grie&  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mocked  ; 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  [Exit 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  £tna  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne  ! 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal. 
But  sorrow  flouted  at  his  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wounds 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat ! 
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That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breadie  I 

[Lavinia  ki$$€$  kinL 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless. 
As  frozen  water  to  a  staoryed  snake. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end  f 

Afar.  Now,  farewell,  flattery  :  Die,  Andronicus  ; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber  :  see,  thy  two  sons'  heads. 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here  ; 
Thy  other  banish'd  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless  ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  hke  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  !  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs  : 
Rend  off  thy  silver  hair,  thy  other  band 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth  ;  and  be  this  dismal  sight 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes ! 
Now  is  a  time  to  storm  ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
~  Mar.  Why  dost  though  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 

Tit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed  : 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy. 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears  ; 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me  ;    ' 
And  threat  me,  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss. 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  return'd  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them* 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  1  have  to  do. — 
Tou  heavy  people,  circle  me  about ; 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head  ; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear  : 
*— Lavinia,  thou  shalt  be  employed  in  these  things  ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teethe 
-v-As  for  thee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay  : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there : 
An^,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do. 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do, 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Marcus,  and  LAVimA* 
Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father  ; 
Thou  woeful'st  man  that  ever  Uv'd  in  Rome ! 
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Farewell,  prond  Rome  !  till  Lucius  come  again. 

He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 

Farewell,  Larinia,  my  noble  sister  ; 

O,  'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  hast  been ! 

But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives, 

But  in  obUvion,  and  hateful  griefs. 

If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs  ; 

And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  empress 

Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 

Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  [Exit 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Titus's  House.     A  Banqwt  set  out.     Enter  Ti* 
Tus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  young  Lucius,  a  Boy, 

Tit,  So,  so  ;  now  sit :  and  look,  you  eat  no  m^e 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  u» 
As  will  revenge  these  bitter  woes  of  ours.  ^^ 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot  V 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  handi 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  lefl  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 

Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  signs  t     [To  Lav. 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beatmg. 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans ; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth, 
And  just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole  ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall, 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 

Mar,  Fye,  brother,  fye  !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  ber  tender  lif^. 

Tit,  How  now  I  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  already  t 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life  ! 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ;-— 
To  bid  ^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable  ? 

83* 
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O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands  ; 

Lest  we  remember  still,  that  we  have  none. — 

Fje,  fye,  how  frantickly  I  square  my  talk ! 

As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands. 

If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands ! — 

Come,  let's  fall  to  ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this  : — 

Here  is  no  drink !  Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  says  ; — 

i  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  signs  ; — 

She  says,  she  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  sorrows,  mesh'd  upon  her  cheeks  : — 

Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect. 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers  : 

Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven. 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign. 

But  I,  of  these,  will  wrest  an  alphabet, 

And,  by  still  practice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning/ 

Boy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  laments 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Jlfar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  mov'd. 
Doth  weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  heaviness. 

TiU  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  Siy  life  away. — 

[Marcus  striken  the  dish  with  a  knif(. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar,  At  that  that  I  have  killM,  my  lord  ;  a  fly. 

7^.  Out  on  thee,  murderer  !  thou  kilPst  my  heart ; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent. 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother  :  Get  thee  gone  ; 
I  see,  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 

Tit,  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
Poor  harmless  fly ! 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ;  and  thou  hast  killM  him. 

Mar,  Pardon  me,  sir  ;  'twas  a  black  ill-favour'd  fly, 
Like  to  the  empress'  Moor  ;  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

Tit.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  deed. 

(41  Qjr  eoMtent  or  oontinaKl  practioew  JOHNSONS 
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Give  jne  thj  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hiUier  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
There's  for  thyself,  and  that's  for  Tamonu— -« 
Ah,  sirrah! — 

Yet  I  do  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low, 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  on  him> 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances. 

TO,  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me  : 
I'll  to  thy  closet ;  and  go  read  with  5iee 
Sad  stories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me  ;  thy  sight  is  young. 
And  thou  shalt  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT  ly. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.  Before  Titus's  House.  Enter 
Titus  and  Marcus.  Then  enter  young  Lucius,  Lati- 
NiA  running  after  him. 

Boy.  Help,  grandsire,  help  !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why  :— 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swifl  she  comes  !~^ 
Alas,  sweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean.  / 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius  ;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

TO.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  kj^  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  she  did. 

Mar.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  these  signs  ? 

Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius  :  Somewhat  doth  she  mean  ; 
See,  Lucius,  see,  how  much  she  makes  of  thee  : 
Somewhither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  sons,  than  she  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  Orator. 
Canst  thou  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee  thus  f 

Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guess. 
Unless  some  fit  or  flrenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  1  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad  ; 
And  1  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ban  mad  through  sorrow  :  That  made  me  to  fear  ; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
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Loyes  me  as  dear  at  e'er  mj  motber  did^ 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  yoatb : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly ; 
Causeless,  perhaps  : — ^But  pardon  me,  tweet  aunt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  wiU.  [Lavinia  twrna  erver  the  booh 

xaikith  luVcTU9  has  letJaU 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia  ? — Marcos,  what  means  this  ? 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see  : — 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these  ?— Open  them,  boy. — 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skiU'd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  hearens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed.-^ 
Why  lifls  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus  ? 

Mar,  I  thi  A,  she  means,  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact ; — Ay,  more  there  was  : — 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

7Ht.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so  ? 

Boy.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphosis  : 
My  mother  gave't  me. 

Mar,  For  love  of  her  that's  gone. 
Perhaps  she  cull'd  it  from  among  the  rest. 

Tit,  Soil !  see,  how  busily  she  turns  the  leaves  i 
Help  her : 

What  would  she  find  ? — ^Lavinia,  shall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason,  and  his  rape  ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar,  See,  brother,  see  ;  note,  how  she  queries  the  leaves.^ 

Tit,  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  surpriz'd>  sweet  girl, 
Ravish'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods  ? — 

See, see ! 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt^ 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  I) 
Pattern'd  by  that  the  poet  here  describes^ 
By  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 

Mar,  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  deo. 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  t 

m  To  9H«f«  is  to  ofaienrc.  STKEVENS. 
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Tit,    Give  signs,    sweet  girl, — for  here  are  none  fmt 
friends, — 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed : 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst, 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  hed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece  ; — ^brother,  sit  down  by  me. 
— ^Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  nnd ! — 
My  lord,  look  here  ; — ^Look  here,  Lavinia  : 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thou  canst, 
This  afler  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

[He  writes  his  name  Tmik  his  Staffs,  and  guides  it 
TSfi^  his  Feet  and  Mouih. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  forc'd  us  to  this  sbifl ! — 
Write  thou,  good  niece  ;  and  here  display,  at  last. 
What  God  will  have  discover'd  for  revenge  : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 

[She  takes  the  Staff  in  her  Mouthy  and  guides  it  with 
her  Stumps  and  writes. 

Tit,  O,  do  you  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ  ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,  what ! — ^the  lustful  sons  of  Tamora 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Mdgne  Dominator  poliy 
Tam  lentus  avdis  scelera  ?  tam  lentus  vides  ? 

Mar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord !  although,  I  know. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth, 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildest  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me  ;— Lavinia,  kneel  f 
— And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope  ; 
And  swear  with  me, — as  with  the  woful  feere,* 
And  father,  of  that  chaste  dishonour'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape, — 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how, 


[SI  FMTff— «igniSe«  a  companion,  and  here  metaphorically  a  husband.  The  pro- 
«ee<UDff  of  Brutus,  which  is  alluded  to.  is  described  at  length,  in  our  authoV  Rapt 
mf  Luereoe.  as  putting  an  end  to  the  lamentations  of  Collatinus  and  Lucretius,  th« 
talMiMl  and  father  of  Lucratla.  TYRWHITT. 
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Bnt  if  yoQ  hurt  these  bear-whelps,  tbcA  bewttre :   . 
The  dam  will  wake  \  and,  if  she  wiod  you  eote, 
8he*8  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  bock. 
And,  when  he  sleeps,  wUl  she  do  what  she  list 
You're  a  young  huntsman,  Marcus ;  let  it  alone  ; 

iAnd,  come,  -l  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brass. 
And  with  a  gad  of  steel  will  write  these  worda, 
And  lay  it  by  :  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  these  sands,  like  Sybil's  leaves,  abroad, 
And  where*s  your  lesson  then  ? — Boy,  what  say  you  t 

Boy.  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad-bondmcn  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  !  thy  father  hath  fuU  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 

Boy,  And,  uncle,  so  will  1,  an  if  I  lire. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury  ; 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee  ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
Presents,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both  : 
Come,  come  ;  thou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not  1 

Boy.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grandsire. 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  so  ;  I'll  teach  thee  another  course. 
— Lavinia,  come  ; — Marcus,  look  to  my  bouse  ; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  sir  ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  and  Boi/> 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstacy  ; 
That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  in  his  heart, 
Than  foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield  : 
But  yet  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge  : — 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus  !*  [JBvd. 

SCENE  II. 

7%e  same.  A  Room  in  the  Palace.  Enter  Aabon,  ChieoVi 
and  Demetrius,  at  one  doorf  at  another  door,  yomg 
Lucius,  and  an  Attendant ^  xvith  a  bundle  of  weapcm 
and  verses  writ  upon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lucius  ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  to  us. 

£3]  It  ihould  be,    Revenge,  ye  heftvens  I JOHNSON.  ' 
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Aar.  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad  graadftther* 

Boy.  Mj^ords,  with  all  Uie  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Androoicus  ;— ^ 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  vou  Voth.        [MdMm 

Dem.  Gramercy,^  lovely  Lucius  :  What's  the  aews  ? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  decypher'd,  that's  the  news. 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.  [4$i.}  May  it  please  yen, 
My  grandsire,  well-advis'd^  hath  sent  by  me 
The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  arm<7ury> 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth, 
The  hope  of  Rome  ;  for  so  he  bade  me  say  ; 
And  so  I  do,  an4  with  his  gifb  present 
Your  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
Toa  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  I  leave  you  both,  [Andel  ^^  bloody  villains. 

[Ex.  Boy  and  AUendaM^ 

Dem.  What's  here  ^  A  scroll ;  and  written  rouod  about  ? 
Let's  see ; 

^Ueger  inke^  scelerisque  purusj 
Non  eget  Mauri  jactdis,  nee  acru. 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace  ;  I  know  it  well  r 
I  read  it  in  the  gramomar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  just ! — a  verse  in  Horace  ;-^right,  you  have  k. 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  ass ! 
Here's  no  sound  jest !  the  old  man  bath  found 

their  guilt ; 
And  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about  with  lines,  i  ^^^ 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot. 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and,  more  than  so. 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace-gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  gifls. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reason,  lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would,  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish,  and  full  of  love. 

[4]  Ortmmcy  ;  L  e.  grand  merd  ;  great  Uianks.  STEEVENS. 
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Aar.  Here  racks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  amen. 

C^t.  And  that  would  she  for  tweaty  thousand  more. 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils  ;  the  gods  have  given  us  o'er. 

[Aside,     Flouruh, 

Dem,  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish  thus? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem,  Sofl ;  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  a  Nurse^  with  a  Black-a-Moor  Child  in  her  armL 

Nur,  Good  morrow,  lords  : 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor  ?  • 

Aar,  Well,  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is  ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nur,  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  ! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Aar,  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  thou  keep? 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nur,  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye. 
Our  empress'  shame,  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace  ; — 
She  is  deliver'd,  lords,  she  is  deliverd. 

Aar.  To  whom  ? 

Nur,  I  mean,  she's  brought  to  bed. 

Aar.  Well,  God 
Give  her  good  rest !  What  hath  he  sent  her  ? 

Nur,  A  devil. 

Aar.  Why,  then  she  is  the  devil's  dam  ;  a  joyful  issue. 

Nur.  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful  issue 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal. 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  with  thy  da^er's  point. 

Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore  !  is  black  so  base  a  hue  %^ 
Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 

Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Aar,  Done  !  that  which  thou 
Canst  not  undo. 

Chi,  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar,  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem,  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  ondone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice  ! 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend ! 

C%t.  It  shall  not  live. 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 
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JViir,  Aaron,  it  must :  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

j9ar.  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  then  let  no  man,  but  I^ 
Do  execution  on  mj  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point,' 
Nnrse,  give  it  me  ;  my  sword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

j9ar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 

[Takes  the  Child  from  die  JVurse^  and  drami 
Stay,  murderous  yillains  !  will  you  kill  your  brother  t 
Now,  by  the  bumii^  tapers  of  the  sky, 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got. 
He  dies  npon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point, 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threat'ning  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war,  ^ 

Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
What,  what ;  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys ! 
Te  white-lim'd  walls  !  ye  alehouse  painted  signs  ! 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  legs  to  white. 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  emperess  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own  ;  excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus  ? 

j9ar.  My  mistress  is  my  mistress  ;  this,  myself; 
The  vigour,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  safe. 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  forever  sham'd. 

Chi.  Rome  will  despise  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

Attr.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Oii.  I  blush  to  think  upon  this  ignomy.^ 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears  : 
Fye,  treacherous  hue !  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer  : 
Look,  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father ; 
Ab  who  should  say.  Old  lady  I  am  mine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords  ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you  ;  ,  • 

SA  teoMh  is  «  spit    FU  rait  the  tadpole.  JOHNSOIC. 
JlkNOTvlbrlciioaiingr.  XALONB. 
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And,  firom  that  womb,  where  you  imprisonM  frere. 
He  is  enfranchised,  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

JWir.  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empreas  f 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  adyice  ; 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe. 

Aar,  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult. 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there  :  Now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 

[They  sit  on  the  ground, 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  hia  ? 

Aar,  Why  so,  brave  lords  ;  When  we  all  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb  ;  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
But,  say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  ? 

Ai<r.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myself, 
And  no  one  else,  but  the  delivered  empress. 

Aar,  The  emperess,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  when  the  third's  away  : 
Go  to  the  empress  ;  tell  her,  this  I  said  :       [Stabbing  hit, 
— Weke,  weke  ! — so  cries  a  pig,  prepar'd  to  the  spit 

Dem,  What  meanest  thou,  Aaxon  ?  Wherefore  didst  thou 
this? 

Aar,  O,  lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  babbling  gossip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed  ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
Go  pack  with  him,^  and  give  the  mother  gold. 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced. 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords.:  ye  see,  that  I  have  given  her  phjrie, 
[Pointing  to  the  JJvm 

fT]  Pack,  bere  seems  to  have  the  meaning  of— make  a  bargain.    Or  it  IMU  M0i 
It  In  the  phrase  oi  modem  nunesterst  to  act  colhisiveiy.  _ 

«  And  mighty  duces  padt  knwM  ior  half  a  faown.*  SOBJL 
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And  jou  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 

The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms  : 

This  done,  see  that  jou  take  no  longer  days. 

But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 

The  midwife,  and  the  nurse,  well  made  away, 

Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  plejise. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  see,  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herself,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.  bearing  ^the  Atirtii 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swifl  as  swallow  flies  ; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms. 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-b'ppM  slave.  Til  bear  you  hence ; 
For  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  our  shifls  : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [fseif. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same,  A  Public  Place  Enter  Titus,  bearing  arrows^ 
with  letters  at  the  ends  of  them  ;  with  him  Marcus,  jfouitg 
Lucius,  and  other  Gentlemen^  with  bows. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come  ; — ^Kinsmen,  this  is  the  waj; 
—Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  archery  ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight : 
Terras  Astrcea  reliquit : 

fie  you  remembered,  Marcus,  she's  gone,  she's  fled. 
— Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools. — ^Tou,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets  ; 
Happily,  you  may  find  her  in  the  sea  ; 
Tet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land  : — 
No ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do  it ; 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock,  and  with  spade» 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth  ; 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition  : 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice,  and  for  aid  ; 
And  that  it  comes  firom  old  Andronicus, 
.Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome.-~ 
Ah,  Rome ! — ^Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miserable. 
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What  time  I  threw  the  people's  s^iffrages 

On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. — 

Go,  get  you  gone  ;  and  pray  be  careful  all, 

And  leave  you  nota  man  of  war  unsearchM  ; 

This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her  hence. 

And,  kinsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  justice. 

Afar.  O,  Pubhus,  is  not  this  a  heavy  case, 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract  ? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully  ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may. 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  masters  ?  What, 
Have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  but  Pluto  sends  you  word 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  shall : 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employ'd, 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else, 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

TU.  He  doth  me  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels.— 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we  ; 
No  big-bon'd  men,  firam'd  of  the  Cyclops'  size  : 
But  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back  ; 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs  can  bear.* 
And,  sith  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell. 
We  will  soUcit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods. 
To  send  down  justice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs  : 
Come,  to  this  gear.     You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcos. 

[He  gives  them  t/ie  amwt. 
AdJoroem^  that's  for  you  : — ^Here,  ad  ApoUinem. — 
Ad  Martemy  that's  for  myself ; — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas  : — Here,  to  Mercury  : — 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine, — 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. — 
To  it,  boy. — ^Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 

[8]  To  wrioff  a  hone  is  to  press  or  strain  his  tack.  JOHNSOJL 
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Mar.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafb  into  the  court : 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

TiU    Now,    masters,    draw.     [They  $hoi)iJ\     O,  weB 
said,  Lucius  ! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap  ;  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar*  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
Four  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

TiU  Ha !  Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done ! 
See,  see,  thou  hast  shot  off  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar,  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord  :  when  Publius  shot» 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  court ; 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  should  not  choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 

TiU  Why,  there  it  goes  :  God  give  your  lordship  joy* 

Enter  a  doTvn^  with  a  basket  and  two  pigeons. 

News,  news  from  heaven  1  Marcus,  the  post  is  come. 
— Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  justice  ?  what  says  Jupiter  ? 

do.  Ho !  Uie  gibbet-maker  ?  he  says,  that  he  hath  ta- 
ken them  down  again,  for  the  man  must  not  be  hanged 
till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  ? 

do.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter  ;  I  never  drank  with 
him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

do.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  sir  ;  nothing  else. 

Tit.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

do.  From  heaven  ?  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there  :  God 
forbid,  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven  in  my  young 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
plebs,*  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  micle  and 
one  of  the  emperial's  men. 

Mar.  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  serve  for 
your  oration ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  th^ 
emperor  from  you. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  en^ 
peror  with  a  grace  ? 

do.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  never  say  grace  in  aU 
my  life. 

[9]  I  tappote  the  elo^n  metaiM  to  say,  ptebeian  trOmne,  trlbane  of  the  people;  Ptg 
ne  eonla  fill  thif  office  but  luch  u  were  descended  form  v/ekion  anceetors. 

STEEVEN& 
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Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  make  no  more  ado. 
Bat  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  shalt  ha^e  justice  at  his  hands, 
riold,  hold ;  mean  while,  hei'e's  money  for  thy  charges. 
—Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  supplication  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  sir. 

Tit  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  you.  And  when 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach,  you  must  kneel : 
then  kiss  his  foot ;  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons ;  and 
then  look  for  your  reward,  I'll  he  at  hand,  sir  ;  see  yoa 
do  it  hravely. 

do.  I  warrant  you,  sir ;  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let  me  see  it 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration  ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humhle  suppliant : — 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Clo.  God  be  with  you,  sir  ;  I  will. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let's  go  : — ^Publius,  follow  me. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  $ame.  Before  the  Palace.  Eater  Saturninus,  Tamo- 
AA,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  Lords,  and  others;  Satitrhi- 
irus  Ttiih  the  arrows  in  his  hand,  that  Titus  shot. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these  ?  Was  ever  seen 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus  ;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  legal  justice,  us'd  in  such  contempt  ? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  th&  mightful  gods, 
However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
Bnzzr  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  pass'd. 
But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an  if 
His  sorrows  have  so  overwhelm'd  his  wits. 
Shall  we  be  thus  a£9icted  in  his  wreaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress  : 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 
This  to  Apollo  ;  this  to  the  god  of  war  : 
Sweet  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome ! 
What's  this,  but  libelling  against  the  senate. 
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And  blazoning  our  injustice  every  where  ? 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 

As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 

But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecstasies 

Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages : 

But  he  and^his  shall  know,  that  justice  lives 

In  Saturninus'  health  ;  whom,  if  she  sleep, 

He'll  so  awake,  as  she  in  fury  shall 

Cut  off  the  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn,  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons. 
Whose  loss  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  scarr'd  his  heart ; 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight, 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best, 
For  these  contempts. — Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  with  all :  [Asidt* 

But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life-blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wise. 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 

Enter  Clorsm. 

How  now,  good  fellow  ?  wouldst  thou  speak  with  us  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  imperial. 

Tam,  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 

Clo,  'Tis  he. — God,  and  saint  Stephen,  give  you  good 
den  :  I  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons 
here.  [Saturninus  reads  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 

Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have  ? 

Tarn,  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 

Clo,  Hang'd  !  By'r  lady,  then  I  ^ave  brought  up  a  neck 
to  a  fair  end.  [Sxit^  guarded. 

Sat,  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs  ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds  ? 
May  this  be  borne  ? — ^as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully. — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair ; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  shall  shape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll  be  thy  slaughter-man  ; 
Sly  frantic  wretch,  that  holp'st  to  make  me  great, 
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In  hope  thyself  should  goyem  Rome  and  me»  S 

Enter  Mmhws.  | 

—What  Dews  with  thee,  iBmilius  ? 


JEm.  Arm,  arm,  my  lords  ;  Rome  neyer  had  more  caosel 
The  Goths  have  gathered  head  ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  Uie  spoO, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  condfict 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus  ; 
Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  reyenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  eyer  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat»  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths  ? 
These  tidings  nip  me  ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  widi  storms ; 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach  : 
'Tis  he  the  common  people  love  so  much ; 
Myself  have  oflen    overheard  them  say, 

Shen  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
at  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wish'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tarn,  Why  should  you  fear  ?  is  not  your  ci^  strong  t 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succour  him. 

Tarn,  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  name 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  suflers  Uttle  birds  to  sing. 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby , 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wing8« 
He  can  at  pleasure  stint  their  melody : 
Even  so  may'st  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rooae. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit  :  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  encbant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous^ 
Than  baits  to  flsh,  or  honey-stalks  to  sheep  ;* 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sai.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  us. 

Tam,  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will : 
For  I  can  smooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises  ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf« 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. — 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  embassador  :  [To  Mujl 

[1]  Honey-ftalks  are  clover  flowerc,  which  contein  a  sweet  ioiee.    It  is  ( 
fiMT  eattie  to  overcharge  theraseWes  with  cioTer,  and  die.  JOUNSON. 
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Saj)  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting, 
'Even  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat,  iBmilius,  do  this  message  honourahly  : 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  hest 

MmiL  Your  hidding  shall  I  do  effectually.  [Exti. 

Tarn,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus  ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  haye, 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  he  hlithe  again. 
And  hury  aU  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat,  Then  go  successfully,  and  plead  to  him.        [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L — ^P^ift5  near  Rome,    Enter  Lucius,  and  OathSf 

with  drum  and  Colours, 

Luc,  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify,  what  hate  they  hear  their  emperor. 
And  how  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  he,  as  your  titles  witness, 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs  ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath. 
Let  him  make  trehle  satisfaction. 

1  Goth,  Brave  slip,  sprung  from  the  great  Andromcus, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort ; 
Whose  high  exploits,  and  honourahle  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 

Be  hold  in  us  :  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'st,— 
Like  stinging  hees  in  hottest  summer's  day. 
Led  hy  &eir  master  to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  he  aveng'd  on  cursed  Tamora. 

Goths,  And,  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  with  him* 
Luc,  I  humhly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  aU 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth  ? 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron,  Ttnih  his  OiUd  in  his  arms,  ' 

2  Chth,  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  stray'd, 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monastery  ; 
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And  88  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 

Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 

I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 

I  made  unto  the  noise  ;  when  soon  I  heard 

The  crying  babe  controlled  with  this  discoarse  : 

PeacBy  tawny  slave ;  half  me,  and  half  thy  damt  I 

Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  Uiou  ari^ 

Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother^s  look. 

Villain^  thou  nUght^st  have  been  an  emperor  : 

But  where  the  Ml  and  cow  are  both  mUk-TiMte^ 

TTkey  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 

Peace,  villain,  peace  /—even  thus  he  rates  the  bsbe^«> 

For  I  must  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Ooth  ; 

Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  emperess*  babe. 

Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  sake. 

With  this  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him, 

SurprizM  him  suddenly  ;  and  brought  him  hitiier. 

To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Lmc.  O  worthy  Goth  !  this  is  the  incarnate  deY9» 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  empress'  eye  ;• 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  slave,  whither  wouldst  Qiou  conyey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  dost  not  speak  ?  What !  deaf?  No  ;  not  a  word  ! 
A  halter,  soldiers  ;  hang  him  on  this  tree, 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Lmc.  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  being  good.— 
First,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl ; 
A  sight  to  vex  the  fafber's  soul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

[A  ladder  brought,  which  Aaron  is  obliged  to  ascend* 

Aar.  Lucius,  save  the  child  ; 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emperess. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wond'rous  things. 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  speak  no  more  ;  But  vengeance  rot  you  all !    , 

Luc.  Say  on  ;  and,  if  it  please  me  which  thoa  speak'st. 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourish'd. 

Aar  An  if  it  please  thee  ?  why,  assure  thee»  LnciaB, 

fS]  AHnding  to  ibe  prarerb,  "  A  Mack  man  b  apcarl  iaa  frir  woiiMui*t  m.* 
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'Twill  yex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak  $ 
For  I  mast  tdk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  massacrefl. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason  ;  viUanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  performed: 
And  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me,  my  child  shall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind  ;  I  say,  thy  child  shall  lire. 

j9ar.  Swear,  that  he  shaJl,  and  then  I  will  beg^n. 

Luc.  Who  should  I  swear  by  ?  thou  beliey'st  no  god  ; 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

JSiar.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Yet, — ^for  I  know  thou  art  religious, 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee,  called  conscience  ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe,-— 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  ; — ^For  that,  I  know, 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god, 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  Uiat  god  he  swears ; 
To  that  I'll  urge  him : — Therefore,  thou  shalt  vow 
By  that  same  god,  what  god  soe'er  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  else  I  will  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  god,  I  swear  to  thee,  I  will. 

Aar.  First,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  empress. 

Luc.  O  most  insatiate,  luxurious  woman  ! 

Aar,  Tut,  Lucius  !  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity. 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder'd  Bassianus  : 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish'd  her. 
And  cut  her  hands  ;  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  saw'st* 

Luc.  O,  detestable  villain !  call'st  thou  that  trimming  T 

Aar.  Wliy,  she  was  wash'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd;  and  'twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Luc.  O,  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself! 

Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct  them ; 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother. 
As  sure  a  cau^  as  ever  won  the  set ; 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  leam'd  of  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head.' 

[3]  An  allusion  to  baU-do«,  whose  generosity  and  courage  are  alwajt  shown  by 
M&ac  tha  bnU  ia  fimit  and  seizing  kb  nose.  JOHNSON. 
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— Wdl,  let  mj  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 

I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole» 

Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay  ; 

I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 

And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentioned. 

Confederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  sons  ; 

And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  cause  to  rue. 

Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it  ? 

I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand  ; 

And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 

And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter : 

Ipry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 

When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons'  heads  ; 

Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily, 

That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his  ; 

And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport, 

She  swounded  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 

And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kisses 

Goth.  What !  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  never  blu^? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is.' 

Lmc.  Art  thou  not  sorry  for  these  heinous  deeds  ? 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day,  (and  yet,  1  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compass  of  my  curse,) 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill  : 
As  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death  ; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself: 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks  ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-stacks  in  the  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears 
Ofl  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves, 
And  set  them  upright  ^  theii  dear  friends'  doors^ 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot ; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters. 
Let  not  your  sorrow  die^  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things. 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly  ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 


(S]  To  Vmk  likt  a  hlaek  dog^  appeui  from  Rity,  to  baTO  been  prorefUal.    BEEl^ 
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Imc.  Bring  down  the  devil  ;^  for  he  muil  not  die 

So  sweet  a  death,  as  hanging  presently. 

'     Aar,  If  there  be  devils,  'would  I  were  a  devH^ 

,To  live  and  burn  in  everlastiog  fire ; 
«8o  I  mi^^t  have  your  company  in  hell, 
^^Itet  to  torment  yon  with  my  bitter  tongue  S 
r-      Imc*  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no  nwta 

EnUr  a  Goth. 
€hikw  My  lord,  tKere  is  a  messenger  from  Rome, 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Imc.  Let  him  come  near. — 

.  *  Enter  jEmzlivs 

Welcome,  ^milius,  what's  the  news  from  Rome  T 

JEmU.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths, 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  : 
And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  house. 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages, 
And  they  shall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

1  Goth.  What  says  our  general  ? 

Laic,  ^miHus,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come. — March  away.  [BictmtL 

SCENE  H. 

Rome,    Before  Titus's  House,    Enter  Tamori,  Crirov, 

and  Demetrius,  disguised. 

Tarn,  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment^ 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus  ; 
And  say,  I  am  Reven^,  sent  from  below. 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  study,  where,  they  say,  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge  ; 
Tell  him,  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies*  [Theif  kmdL 

Enter  Titus  above. 
Tit.  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation  f 
Is  it  your  trick,  to  make  me  ope  the  door  ; 
That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  ny  away, 

I  .1 II        I  ■ 

[4]  It  appears  firom  theae  words,  diat  the  audienee  were  entartaiiied  with  pait^ 
the  apparatua  of  an  execatioii,  ana  that  Aaron  was  nuHaHtd  on  aMdar^  aftrwdi^la 
to  tomad  off  BTEEVENS. 
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And  all  mj  stady  be  to  no  effect  ? 
Tou  are  deceivM :  for  what  I  mean  to  do. 
See  here,  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down  ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tit.  No  ;  not  a  word :  How  can  I  grace  mj  talk. 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ? 
Thou  lutBt  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn,  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldat  talk  with  Bfr 

THU  I  am  not  mad  ;  I  know  thee  well  enough  : 
Witness  this  wretched  stump,  these  crimson  lines  ; 
Witness  these  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care  ;  , 

Witness  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night ; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tarn.  Know  thou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora  ; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  1  thy  fnend  : 
I  am  Revenge  ;  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light; 
ConfeJ*  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  or  lurking-place. 
No  vast  obscurity,  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detested  rape. 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  ofiender  quake* 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  nM. 

Tit.  Do  me  some  service,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape,  and  Murder,  stand ; 
Now  give  some  'surance  that  thou  art  Reveoffe^ 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  then  I'll  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  proper  palfries,  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away. 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves : 
And,  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long ; 
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Even  from  Hyperion's  rising  m  the  east. 
Until  bis  yer J  downfall  in  the  sea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there.' 

Tam*  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me. 

TY^.  Are  they  thy  ministers  ?  what  are  they  call'd  ? 

Tom.  Rapine,  and  Murder ;  therefore  called  so, 
'Cause  they  take  vengeance  of  such  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons  they  are ! 
And  you,  the  empress !  But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee  : 
And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

[Exit  Titus,  from  aboroe^ 
Tarn,  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy  : 
Whate'er  I  forge,  to  feed  his  brain-sick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold  and  m&intain  in  your  speeches. 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius,  his  son  ; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure, 
PU  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme* 

Enter  Titi  s. 

Ttt,  Long  have  I  been  forlorn    and  all  for  thee : 
.Welcome,  dread  fiiry,  to  my  woful  house  ; — 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  :— 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  : — 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you^such  a  devil  ? — 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  empress  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor  ; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.     What  shall  we  do  ! 
Tarn.  What  wouldst  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicos  f 
Dem.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

«  II  .1  I  .1       ■       I.        .  ■      .  I      ■! 

m  Ido  notlpMm  of  my  instance  that  can  be  brouefat  to  prove  thai  rmpe  and  rw 
mim  were  erer  uied  ai  srnonymous  termi.  The  word  rapine  ham  atwayi  been  em* 
Blogrsd  §ornU$$  fatal  kimd  of  blwidtr,  ami  means  the  violent  K^of  jdepriTatioa  off 
ttirsood,  the  bMKMK  ben  aUiided  to  being  always  excepted.       8T££V£NI?. 
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Chi.  Show  me  a  ^iUaiii,  tibat  kas  done  a  Tape* 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reyeng'd  on  him. 

Tarn.  Show  me  a  thousand,  di«t  haih  done  tliee  noil 
And  I  will  be  rerenged  on  them  all.  I  yj! 

Tit,  Look  round  about  the  wicked  stireets  «f  Roat; 
And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that's  like  tfajaelf, 
Good  Murder,  stab  him  ;  he's  a  jBurderer.— * 
Go  thou  with  him  ;  and  when  it  is  ihj  hap. 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him  ;  he  is  a  raTisJier..r— 
Go  thou  with  them  ;  and  in  die  emperor's  OMurt 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Meor  ; 
Well  may'st  thou  know  her  bj  thy  owb  propoi<iQn» 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemUe  diee ; 
I  pnj  diee,  do  oo  them  some  violent  death. 
They  have  been  riolent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  hast  thou  iesson'd  us  ;  this  thaM  ive  do. 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Androniews, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  raliant  son. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  wacMke  Cnotbs» 
And  bid  him  come  aikd  banquet  at  thy  hiMuie  : 
When  he  is  here»  even  at  thy  solemn  least* 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  her  sons. 
The  emperor  himsejlf,  and  all  tky  fi>es  ; 
And  at  &y  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel* 
And  on  theai  skalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  ibeart 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother ! — 'ds  sad  Titus  calls. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucios  ; 
Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  z 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  brii^  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  .ot  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are  i 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  empress  loo 
Feast  at  my  house :  and  he  shall  feast  with  tbeau 
This  do  thou  for  my  love  ;  and  so  let  him* 
As  he  regards  his  s^ped  father's  life. 
Mar^  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again.  [JEM 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business. 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  sitay  wkk 
Or  ebe  TU  call  my  brother  back  agaift. 
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cleate  to  no  rerenge  but  Lucius^ 
.^^^irVim.  What  say  yoo,  boys  ?  will  you  abide  with  hun, 
'^^liiies  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor, 
Sp'^r  1  have  govem'd  our  determin'd  jest  ? 
Y^eld  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  feir,     [JhUU^ 
"^^^  tarry  with  him,  till  I  come  again. 

iHt,  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me  mad ; 
-^tid  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
-^  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.  \Jbid^ 

Dem,  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure,  leave  us  here* 
Tam,  Farewell,  Andronicus  ;  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.  [Exit  Tak. 

k^^*^      Tit.  I  know,  thou  dost ;  and,  sweet  Revenge^  farewelL 
Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  employed  ? 
Titm  Tat,  I  have  ivork  enough  for  you  to  do.-— 
Pablius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine  i 

Enter  Publius,  and  Others. 

Pub.  What's  your  will  ? 

Tit.  Know  you  these  two  ? 

Pub,  Th'  empress'  sons, 
I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fye,  Publius,  fye !  thou  art  too  much  deceiT'd  ; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name : 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius  ; 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them : 
Oil  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour. 
And  now  I  find  it ;  therefore  bind  them  sure  ; 
And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[£artV  Titus. Publius,  ^c.  lay  hold  om 

Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear  ;  we  are  the  empress'  sons. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. — 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word : 
Is  he  sure  bound  }  look,  that  you  bind  Uiem  &st  . 

JU-tnUr  Titus  Andronicus,  rooUh  Lavinia  ;  she  bearing  a 

Basiuy  and  he  a  Knife. 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia ;  look,  thy  foes  are  bound ; 
— Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me  ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  L  utter. — 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  have  stain'd  with  mud  | 
This  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 

36* 
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Too  kin*d  her  husband  ;  and,  for  tfa«t  wikt  finlt. 

Two  of  hor  brothers  were  condemned  to  denth  : 

My  hand  cut  ofif,  and  made  a  merry  jest  c 

Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongne,  and  tbat»  more  dor 

Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  spotless  chastUy, 

Inhuman  traitors,  yon  constrain'd  and  fi>rc'<L 

What  would  you  say,  if  I  should  let  yon  speak  t 

Villains,  for  shame  yon  could  not  beg  for  g;race. 

Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  yon. 

This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats  ; 

Whilst  that  Layinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth  hold 

The  basin  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 

Tou  know  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  tDe^ 

And  calls  herself.  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  imdy— - 

Hark,  villains  ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dust. 

And  with  your  blood  and  it.  Til  make  a  pasta  $ 

And  of  the  paste  a  coffin  1  will  rear,' 

And. make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads  ; 

And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallowM  dam, 

Like  to  the  earth,  swsdlow  her  own  increase. 

This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 

And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on ; ' 

For  worse  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter. 

And  worse  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd  : 

And  now  prepare  your  throats. — ^Lavinia,  come, 

iHe  cuts  (heir  ti^rotti 
ley  are  doad. 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  small. 
And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it : 
And  in  tfiat  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bakM. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet ;  which  I  wish  may  nrova 
More  stem  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs*  reaat. 
So,  BOW  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook, 
And  see  them  ready  Against  their  mother  comes* 

[Exeunt^  bearir^  the  dead  hodm^ 

SCENE  III. 

Vie  same.    A  Pavilion^  mth  Tables^  ^^.     Unter  Lucius, 
Marcus,  and  Goths^  with  Aaroit,  Prisoner^ 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  'tis  my  father's  miikd. 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content* 
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1  Goih. .  And  oara,  with  thine,  befall  wimt  feitane  niH. 

Luc.  Good  ancle,  take  yon  in  this  barbaroni  Moor» 
This  vavenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him, 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  i^e, 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings  : 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong  : 
I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  as. 

Aar,  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart ! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog !  unhallow'd  slave  I— - 
SiTB,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. 

[Exeunt  Goths^  with  Aaroh.     Fldurith. 
The  trumpets  show,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Enter  Saturninus  and  Tamora,  with  TrihuneSf  Senatan, 

and  others. 

Sai.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  suns  than  one  ? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee,  to  call  thyself  a  sun  ? 

Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle ;' 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome : 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places, . 

Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 

[Hautboyt  sound.     The  Company  sit  down  at  TaUe 

Enter  Titus,  dressed  like  a  Ck>ok^  Lavinia  veiled^  ywmg 
Lucius,  and  others.  Titus  places  the  dishes  on  Im 
Table. 

Tit.   Welcome,    my  gracious  lord ; — ^welcome,  dread 
queen ; — 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths  ; — ^welcome,  Lucius  ;— 
And  welcome,  aU  :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  stomachs  ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 

Tit.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highness,  and  your  empress. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

THt.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 

IT]  L  eb  Begia  tbe  pirley.    WeTetmy,  *thebreakf  btaiBiiKL"      JOHNSOX. 
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—4^7  lord  the  ttnperor,  resolve  me  this  ; 

Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius, 

To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand,  » 

Because  she  was  enforc'd,  stain'd,  and  deflour'd  f 

Sat,  It  was,  Andronicus. 

TiU  Your  reason,  mighty  lord ! 

Sat.  Because  the  girl  should  not-surviye  her  shame. 
And  hy  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

Tit.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me,  most  wretched  to  perform  the  like  :— - 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee  ; 

[He  kills  LAViinA. 
And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father's  sorrow  die  ! 

Sat.  What  hast  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  ankiiid  ? 

Tit.  KliUM  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  hlind. 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginius  was  : 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  Jo  this  outrage  ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  she  ravish'd  ?  tell,  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Wiirt  please  you  eat  ?  will't  please  your  hig^ess 
feed  ? 

Tarn.  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter  thus  f 

Tit.  Not  I ;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  : 
They  ravishM  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat,  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  hoth,  haked  in  that  pye ; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  hred. 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true  ;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point 

[KUling  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed. 

[KtUing  TiTUS. 

Luc.  Can  the  son's  eye  hehold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Kills  Saturninus.  A  great  tumult.  T7te  FtojAt  mi 
confusion  disperse,  Marcus,  Lucius,  and  their  J^arU* 
zans  ascend  the  steps  before  Titus's  house. 

Mar,  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  sever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusts, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  com  into  one  mutusd  sheaf^ 
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These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Sen.  Lest  Rome  herself  be  bane  unto  herself; 
And  she»  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'sj  to,    • 
Like  a  ^iom  and  desperate  cast-away. 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  w<c»rds, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend ;  [Te  Lucius.]  as  eat  4Mir 

cestor, 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse. 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear, 
The  story  of  that  baleful  burnii^  night, 
When  subtle  Greeks  surprizM  king  Priam'«  Troj^ 
Tell  us,  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fetal  engine  in. 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound^^ 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint,  nor  steel ; 
Kor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory. 
And  break  my  very  uttersuice  ;  even  i'the  tioie 
When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  jmost. 
Lending  your  kind  commiseralion  z 
Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale  ; 
Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak 

Lmc,  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you« 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother ; 
And  they  it  were,  that  ravished  our  sister  : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothc^rs  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  despis'd  ;  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banished. 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  tum'd  weeping  ovC, 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies  ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  fnendt 
And  I  am  the  tum'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood ; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  advent*rous  body. 
Alas  !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  althou^  they  are. 
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That  my  report  is  just,  and  full  of  truth. 

Bat,  soft ;  methinks,  I  do  digress  too  much, 

Citing  my  worthless  praise  :  O,  pardon  me  ; 

For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themselyes. 

Mar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak  ;  Bfehold  this  child, 

[PoitUing  to  the  Child  in  the  arms  of  an  AttendaiHL 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes  ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  judge,  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you,  Romaoif 
Have  we  done  aught  amiss  ?  Show  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now,' 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  down. 
And  on  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  brains. 
And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 
Speak,  Romans,  speak  ;  and,  if  you  say,  we  shall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

JEmil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor ;  for,  well  I  know. 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  shall  be  so. 

Rom.  [Several  speoib.]  Lucius,  all  hail ;  Rome's  royd 
emperor ! 

Lucius,  ^c.  descend. 
Mar.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  sorrowful  house  , 

[To  an  Attended 
And  hither  hale  th^t  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  some  direful  slaughtering  death. 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

Kom.  [Several  speak.]  Lucius,  all  hail ;    Rome's  gra- 
cious governor ! 
Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans  ;  May  I  govern  so, 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe  t 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task  ; — 
Stand  all  aloof; — ^but,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  shed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk :— - 
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O9  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-stain'd  Act, 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son  * 

Mar.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kissy 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips  : 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  1  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  1  pay  Uiem ! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy  ;  come,  come,  and  leant  of  us 
To  melt  in  showers.     Thy  grandsire  loy'd  thee  well : 
Many  a  time  he  dancM  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow  ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy  ; 
In  that  respect  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  thy  tender  spnog. 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so  : 
Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  woe  : 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 
Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy,  O  grandsire,  grandsire  !  even  with  all  my  heart 
'Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! 

0  lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping  ; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Etiier  Attendants,  with  Aaron. 

1  Rom.  You  sad  Androuici,  have  done  with  woes  ; 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Lmc,  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  famish  him ; 
There  let  him  stand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him. 
For  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom  : 
Some  stay,  to  see  him  fasten'd  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb? 

1  9m  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  base  prayers, 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done  ; 
Ten  thousand,  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will ; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  soul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  mends  convey  the  emperor  hence^ 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave  : 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument 
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As  for  that  heinoas  tiger,  Tunora, 

Mo  funeral  ntef  nor  man  in  mounful  weeds. 

No  mounfiil  bell  sliaU  ring  her  harnJ ; 

But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts,  and  birds  of  prrf : 

Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pify ; 

And,  being  so,  shaU  have  like  want  of  pitj. 

See  justice  done  to  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 

By  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning 

Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state  ; 

That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  rninate.  [^ExmmL* 

t  Thif  is  one  of  those  plays  which  I  have  always  thouc^t  wttt  Uie  HtCler  Jatel. 

liakespeare^  gcnoine  plaots.    An 


ooifriit  not  to  be  acknowledged  in  tlie  list  of  Si 

fffft^lM,  I  may  gire  a  proof  to  strengthen  tliis  MMnion,  that  may  put  ihe  matter  flit 
of  qpesdoD.  Ben  Jonson,  in  the  Introduction  to  nis  Btarthohmtw  Wmir^  ¥dii<A  aadt 
llfl  first  ai^pearanoe  in  the  year  1614,  couples  Jennymf  and  .dmdrmmiem§  togtsthsr  k 
reputation,  and  speaks  of  them  as  plays  tlien  twen^-flve  or  thirty  jemn  tlutSa^* 
Cooieaiiently  Anaroniaa  must  have  been  on  the  stage  beibra  OmlMnpanre  toll  IMf  * 
wlduhire  to  come  and  reside  in  London ;  and  1  never  lieard  it  so  much  as  iotfaaalid) 
that  he  had  turned  Ids  genins  to  stuge-writing  before  lie  aaaoclated  with  (he  ph^en^ 
and  became  one  of  their  body.    However,  that  he  afterwards  intwiJaced  it 


the  stage,  with  the  addition  at  his  own  masterly  touches,  Is  iDGonteittit4e,  aw*  tkcae% 
I  presume,  grew  his  title  to  it.  The  diction  in  general,  where  bn  baa  not  tsksn  At 
pains  to  raise  it,  is  even  beneath  that  of  tlie  Three  Farts  of  Henry  ¥L  The  tinqr 
we  are  to  suppose  merely  fictitious.  Androniojs  is  «  sm^name  of  pure  Gredt  dol«» 
tfon.  T^mora  is  neitlier  mentioned  by  Ammianus  MnroellimNt  nor  any  lietly  slw 
tiiat  I  can  find.  Nor  had  Rome,  in  the  time  of  her  eraperorB,any  war  wiu  theOolfes 
that  I  know  of:  not  till  after  the  translation  of  the  empire,  I  mean  to  B!ramlia& 
And  yet  the  scene  of  our  play  is  laid  at  Rome,  and  Satemimw  ki  dacted  to  the  sm* 
pira  at  the  GapiloL  TUEOBAIIX 

All  die  editors  and  critics  arree  widi  Mr.  Theobald  ifrsoppoaingtiiis  ptagp^arkMi. 
I  see  no  reason  for  difiTering  from  them ;  for  the  colour  of  the  stile  ia  wluUy  diAr- 
ant  fhrai  that  of  the  other  plavs,  and  there  is  an  attempt  at  rc;gular  ver^ficadoauaad 
ardfidal  doses,  not  alwavs  inelegant,  yet  seldom  lueaaing.  The  barbaric  of  tbt 
spectacles,  and  the  general  massacre,  wldeh  are  here  exhibited,  can  acareely  beeoa* 
eeived  tolorable  to  any  audience  *,  yet  we  are  told  by  Jonson,  that  they  were  aaToalr 
borne  but  praised.  Tliat  Shakespeare  wrote  any  part,  thoi^  T'ttwukl  dsriarWr  f 
imeomtestAUf  I  see  no  reason  for  believing. 

The  testimony,  by  whidi  it  is  ascribed  to  Sfariceqpeaic,  tebv  m  meaaH  a^fsiritoths 
aigiunent  against  its  authenticity,  arising  from  the  total  dineienee  of  coodae^  ha* 
naga,  and  sendments,  by  iniiich  it  stands  apart  fVom  all  the  rest;  Meres  had  vretaa* 
b^  no  other  evidence  dwn  that  of  a  tide-page,  n^iich,  tbough  in  oar  time  ifr  hen^ 
ftdent,  was  then  of  no  great  authority  *,  for  all  the  plavs  which  were  r^ieded  bf  da 
first  collectors  of  Shakespeare-s  works,  and  admitted  in  later  aditiooe,  smd  ^jafa  » 
JedecL  by  the  critical  editors,  had  Shakespeare^  name  on  die  dde,  aa  wa  mast  nf 
poGe,  by  Uie  fraudulence  of  the  printers,  who,  while  there  were  yet  no  gaienes,  aoi 
advettisements,  nor  ai^  means  of  dnculating  literary  hateWgeanB,  omihl  anBf  ti 
ptoasure  any  celebrated  name.  Nor  had  ShiMiesneare  any  Interest  in  deleediv  thi 
Impostara,  as  none  of  Ids  fame  or  jprofit  was  produced  hr  the  presa 

Ravenscroft,  who  in  the  reign  or  James  IL  revised  this  play,  and  aaatocad  it  la  da 
•cage,  tells  us,  in  his  pre&ce,  from  a  theatrical  tradition,  I  sinmose,  wUiA  ia  lA 
time  might  be  of  sufficient  author!^,  that  diis  play  was  loaehBCl  in  diflfesaaftinrtl  If 

Shakespeare,  but  written  by  some  other  poet    I  do  not  fiiMl  "•--»- '—-* *— 

veiy  discernible.  JOHNSON. 

I  asree  with  such  of  the  commentators  ai  tUnk  that  SI 
diis  abominable  tragedy  j  and  consider  the  correctness  with  whCcli  it  ia  psiattd^saa 
kind  of  collateral  proof  that  he  had  not  The  genuine  works  of  Shakespeare  laie 
been  handed  down  to  us  in  a  more  depraved  state  than  thoae  of  «^  atlMr  aaotiaip^ 
rary  writer ;  whkh  was  parUy  owing  to  the  obscudbr  of  his  hand  writing,  wldchsj^ 
pears  to  have  been  scaroefy  leeible,  and  pardy  to  Us  tola!  neglacC  of  UasHi  whea 
committed  to  the  preM.  And  it  is  not  to  be  supposed,  thatne  shaald  bavelakii 
more  pains  about  the  publication  of  this  liorrid  perfomaaee^  Ihan  he  did  la.  Ifealflf 
Us  noblest  nroducdons.  M.  MASON. 


TROILUS  AND  CRESSBDA. 

OBI^ERVATIONS. 

Tboilvs  aud  Cbxssida.I  Befobx  this  play  of  Troihuimd  Creiriia, 
printed  in  1609,  is  a  bookseUei^s  preface,  shewing  that  first  improsslon 
to  have  been  before  the  play  had  been  acted,  and  that  it  was  published 
without  Shakespeare's  knowledge,  from  a  copy  that  had  fallen  into  the 
bookseller's  hands.  Mr.  Dryden  thinks  this  one  of  the  first  of  our  au- 
thor's plays :  but,  on  the  contrary,  it  is  to  be  ju<U;ed,  from  the  fore- 
mentionea  preface,  that  it  was  one  of  his  last:  and  the  great  numbw 
of  obsenrations,  both  moral  and  politic  (with  which  this  piece  is  cgrowd- 
ed  more  than  any  other  of  his)  seems  to  confirm  my  o|nnion.    Pops. 

Shakespeare  received  the  greatest  part  of  his  materials  for  the  stmo- 
tnre  of  tfais  play  from  the  Troy*:  Soke  of  Lvdgate.  Lydgate  was  not 
much  more  than  a  translator  of  Guido  of  (>>lnmpna,  who  was  of 
Messina  in  Sicily,  and  wrote  his  Hittory  of  Troy  in  Latin,  after  Die- 
tys  Cretensis,  and  Dares  Phrygius,  in  1287,  On  these,  as  Mr.  Warton 
observes,  he  engrafted  many  new  romantic  inventions,  which  tlijB 
taste  of  his  a|ge  dictated,  and  which  the  connexion  between  Grecian 
and  Gothic  fiction  easily  admitted ;  at  the  same  time  comprehending 
in  his  plan  the  Theban  and  Argonautic  stories  from  Ovid,  S^tius,  ana 
Valerius  Flaccus.  It  appears  to  have  been  translated  by  Raoul  le 
Fenre,  at  Cologne,  into  French,  from  whom  Caston  rendered  it  into 
English  in  1471. 

Chaucer  had  made  the  loves  of  Troilus  and  Cressida  famous,  which 
very  probably  might  have  been  Shakespeare's  inducement  to  tiy  their 
fortune  on  the  stage.  Stekvkhs. 

The  TVioye  Boke  was  somewhat  modernized,  and  reduced  into  rt* 
gnlar  stanzas,  about  the  beginning  of  the  last  century,  under  the  name 
of  The  Life  mnd  Death  of  Hector—Vfho  fought  a  Hundred  mayne  Battm^ 
U»  in  open  Field  againit  the  Qreeiant;  wherein  there  were  dam  en 
bath  tides  Fourteene  Hundred  and  Sixe  Thousand,  Fourscore  and 
Sixe  Men.  Farmer. 

Thu  play  is  more  correctly  written  than  most  of  Shakespeare's 
compositions,  but  it  b  not  one  of  those  in  which  either  the  extent  of 
lut  views  or  elevation  of  his  fancy  is  fulhjr  displayed.  As  the  story 
abounded  with  materials,  he  has  exerted  little  invention  ;  but  he  has 
diversified  his  characters  with  great  variety,  and  preserved  them  with 
great  exactness.  His  vicious  characters  sometimes  disgust,  but  can. 
not  corrupt,  for  both  Cressida  and  Pandarus  are  detested  and  con- 
temned. The  comic  characters  seem  to  have  been  the  favourites  of 
the  writer;  they  are  of  the  superficial  kind,  and  exhibit  more  of  man- 
ners than  nature ;  but  they  are  copiously  filled,  and  powerfully  im- 
pressed. Shakespeare  has  in  his  story  followed,  for  the  greater  party 
the  old  book  of  Caxton,  which  was  then  very  popular ;  but  the  char- 
acter of  Thersites,  of  which  it  makes  no  mention,  is  a  proof  that  tiiif 
plaj  was  written  after  Chapman  had  published  his  version  of  Homer 
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PROLOGUE/ 

Xn  Trojy,  there  lies  the  scene.    Fr<Hn  isles  of  Greece 

The  princei  orgulous,*  their  high  blood  chaf 'd. 

Have  to  Uie  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships. 

Fraught  with  the  ministers  and  instruments 

Of  cruel  war  :  Sixty  and  nine,  that  wore 

Tlktir  crownets  regal,  from  the  Athemasi  baj 

Pot  forth  toward  Phrygia  :  and  their  row  is  made 

To  ransack  Troy  ;  within  whose  strong  immures 

The  rayish'd  Helen,  Menelaus'  queen, 

With  wanton  Paris  sleeps  ;  And  that's  the  quarreL 

To  Tenedos  they  come  ; 

And  the  deep-drawing  harks  do  there  disgorge 

Their  warlike  fraughtage  :  Now  on  Dar£ai  plains 

The  fresh  and  yet  unbruised  Greeks  do  pitch 

Their  brave  payilions.    Priam's  six-^ted  citj 

Oardan,  and  Tymbria,  Ilias,  Chetas,  Trojan, 

And  Antenorides,  with  massy  staples. 

And  Gorresponsire  and  fulfilling  bolts,' 

Sperre*  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 

ifow  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits, 

On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Gredc, 

Sets  aD  on  hazard  : — ^And  hither  am  I  come 

A  prologue  arm'd,' — ^but  not  in  confidence 

Of  autl^r's  pen,  or  actor's  voice  ;  but  suited 

Itt  like  conditions  as  our  argument,--^ 

To  tell  you,  fiur  beholders,  that  our  play 

lieaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  firstlings  of  those  broib,* 

*6inning  in  Vie  middle  ;  starting  thence  away 

To  what  may  be  digested  in  a  play. 

like,  or  find  ^ult ;  do  as  your  pleasures  are  ; 

Now  good,  or  bad,  'tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 

{!]  I  ooBoeive  tfiltPndogue  to  have  beca  wrUtea,  mhI  the  dMogac,  in  man  ikiB 
MtplMt,  iQterpotated  by  loiBe  Kyd  or  Mttrhwa  of  the  time)  who  mmj  htim  been 
pftid  for  altering  and  aminding  one  of  Shakespeare^  fdeji ,  a  ▼cry  exInMMrdbMiy  in- 
■tance  of  oar  aathor^  negligence,  and  the  manajrers'  taste !  RITOON. 

m  OrgulomB^  that  b,  prmid,  dItdalnfuL    OrgueiUtmm,  Fr.  STKKVXNS. 

[S]  TbyW{^ia  this  pSace,  means  to  fiUtUlthflve  be  DO  room  £»«•!«. 

^-v-M  i— -,  STE5VEH8. 

To  be  ^JyJJUUd  with  grace  and  beue^etloii"  is  still  die  laagnage  of  our  Btarrf 

BLACKSTOMt 
M  To  qMtrre,  or  spar,  from  the  old  Teutonic  word  «perea,iigiilSiis  tosht^yd*- 

(5]  I  tone  here  to  speak  the  prologue^  aodcome  inannow}  no^  deQdBS  theavw- 
«Bce,  in  confidence  of  either  tlie  author^  or  actor^  ahllttleflk  b«e  meretar  hi  •  chafi«' 
IViDiMdtotbesabiect,iaa«rvssofwar,belbreaw«rlk»pkqr.  JOHMSOL 

m  TtmvtmguardL  called,  in  oar  author's  time,tMmNt-gimrd.  FERCT 
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PERSONS  REPRESEfTTED. 


Priam,  king  of  Troy. 

Hector, 

Troilus, 

Paris,  ^hds  $ont. 

Deiphobus, 

Hblenus, 

T!??^*         i  Trojan  commanders, 
Artbhor,-    \       '' 

Calcbas,  a  Trojan  prints  taking  part  imA  tAe  Orteb. 

Pavdarus,  uncle  to  Creaida, 

Maroarelon,  a  bastard  son  of  Priam. 

Agamemnon,  the  Grecian  general  * 
Menelaus,  his  brother. 
acbiiles, 
Ajaz, 

Nm*^*^'         ►  Oredan  commanders. 

DiOMEDES, 

Patroclus,  j 

Tbersites,  a  deformed^  and  seurrUous  Oreciaim* 

AZ.BZANDER,  scToant  to  Cressida. 

Servant  to  Troilus;  Servant  to  Paris;  Servant  to  DiomediS, 

Helen,  wife  to  Menelaus. 

Andromache^  Ttife  to  Hector. 

Cassandra,  daughter  to  Priam;  a  prophetess. 

Cressida,  dau^ter  to  Ckdchas. 

Trqfan  and  Greek  Soldiers^  and  Mendaeite 

SCENE,  Troy,  and  the  Grecian  Camp  before  si. 


TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. — Troy.  Before  Priam's  Palace.  Enter  TaoiLVS 

armed^  and  Pandarus. 
Troilus. 

OALL  here  my  varlet,'  I'll  unarm  again  : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  master  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field  ;  Troilus,  alas  1  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  gear  ne'er  be  mended  ? 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong,  and  skilful  to  their  strength, 
Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fierceness  valiant ; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  ;* 
Less  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night. 
And  skill-less  as  unpi^actis'd  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  for  my 

Eart,  I'll  not  meddle  nor  make  no  furdier.     He,  that  will 
ave  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  must  tarry  the  grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding  ;  but  you  must  tarry  the  bolting 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan    Ay,  the  bolting ;  but  you  must  tarry  the  leavening: 

Tro.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening :  but  here's  yet  in  the 
word — ^hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake^ 
the  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  ;  nay,  you  must 
stay  the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  bum  your  lips* 

Tro.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  ere  she  be, 
Doth  lesser  blench  at  sufferance  than  I  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  sit ; 
And  when  fair  Cressid  comes  into  my  thoughts,-— 
So,  trditor ! — when  she  comes  ! — When  is  she  thence  t 

Pan.  Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than  ever 
saw  her  look,  or  any  woman  else.^ 

[11  Thto  word  anciently  tlfBlied  a  Mrviini  or  ibotmui  to  a  knight  or  varriotb 
8TSEV£li&  [2J  More  weak,  or  foolkh.  MALOKK. 
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Tro.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee, — ^When  my  heart. 
As  wedged  with  a  sigh,  would  ri?e  in  twain  ; 
Lest  Hector  or  my  father  should  perceiye  me, 
I  have  (as  when  &e  sun  doth  light  a  storm,) 
Bury'd  this  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile  : 
Bat  sorrow,  Uiat  is  couchM  in  seeming  gladness. 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  sudden  sadness. 

Pan,  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker  than  He- 
len'8»  (well,  go  to,)  there  were  no  more  comparison  be- 
tween the  women, — But,  for  my  part,  she  is  my  kinswo* 
man  ;  I  would  not,  as  they  term  it,  praise  her, — Bat  I 
would  somebody  had  heard  her  talk  yesterday,  as  I  did.  I 
will  not  dispraise  your  sister  Cassandra's  wit ;  but 

Tro,  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus, — 
When  I  do  tell  thee.  There  my  hopes  lie  drown'd. 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love  :  Thou  answer'st.  She  is  fair ; 
Pour'st'in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  Toice  ; 
Handiest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand. 
In  whope  comparison  all  whites  are  ink, 
Writing  their  own  reproach  ;  To  whose  soil  seizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman !'  This  thou  tell'st  me, 
As  true  thou  tell'st  me,  when  I  say — I  love  her ; 
But,'  saying  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm, 
Tl^ou  lay'st  in  eyeiy  gash  that  love  hath  giyen  me 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 

Tro,  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

Pan,  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  she  is : 
if  she  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her  ;  an  she  be  not,  she 
has  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tro,  Good  Pandarus  !  How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan,  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel ;  ill-thou^t 
on  of  her,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you  :  gone  between  and 
between,  but  small  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Tro,  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  ?  what,  with  me  f 

Pan,  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore,  she's  not 

so  fair  as  Helen  :  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me,  she  would 

-  -  *  -  — ^— »— — ^.^^ ^-^j— — — ^^^■j^^j^^.^i^^ 

[3]  In  comparison  with  Cressida's  hand,  says  he,  the  spirit  of  sente,  the  iitmostd»« 
pree,  the  most  exquisite  power  of  sensibility,  which  implies  a  soft  Inind,  staee  llM 
seiiM  of  toudiine,  as  Scaliger  says  in  his  ExertUatimM,  resides  cUeflyin  tlie  ftsfcn^ 
m  hard  as  Che  callous  and  insensible  palm  of  tlie  plougtiroan.  STEEV ENS. 

(4)  She  may  mend  her  complexiOQ  by  the  assistance  of  cosmeticfc    JOiUaS0& 
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be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  Bat  what 
care  I  ?  I  care  not,  an  she  were  a  black-a-moor  ;  'tis  all 
one  to  me. 

Tro.  Say  I,  she  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a 
£>ol  to  stay  behind  her  father  ;  let  her  to  the  Greeks  ; 
and  so  I'll  tell  her  the  next  time  I  see  her  :  For  my  part, 
I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the  matter. 

Tro,  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro. '  Sweet  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Ttbj  you,  s^eak  no  more  to  me  ;  I  will  leave  all 
as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end.  [Exit  Pardarus. 

[An  alarum. 

Tro.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours '  peace,  rude  sounds! 
Fools  on  both  sides  !  Helen  must  needs  be  fair. 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument ; 
It  is  too  stary'd  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus — ^O  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me  I 
I  cannot  oome  to  Cressid,  but  by  Pandar ; 
And  he's  as  tetchy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo. 
As  she  is  stubborn-chaste  against  all  suit 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  ? 
Her  bed  is  India  ;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  she  resides. 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood  ; 
Ourself,  the  merchant ;  and  this  sailing  Pandar, 
Our  doubtful  iiope,  our  convojr,  and  our  bark. 

Alarum.     Enter  iElREAS 

JEne.  How  now,  prince  Troilus  ?  wherefore  not  afield  ? 

Tro.    Because  not  there  ;  This  woman's  answer  sorts/ 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  firom  thence. 
What  news,  iBneas,  from  the  field  to-day  ? 

JEne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt 

Tro.  By  whom,  JEneas  ? 

JEne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

Tro.  Let  Paris  bleed :  'tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn  ; 
Pans  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus'  horn.  [Alarum* 

JEne.  Hark !  what  good  sport  is  out  of  town  to-day ! 

Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  would  I  mighty  were  fiwty.— * 

£5]    That  is,  fits.  MdtSyiscoacnioiis.  STEEVENa. 
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But,  to  the  8port  abroad  ; — ^Are  you  bound  tbither  ! 
JEne.  In  all  swift  haste. 
TVo.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  [EacemL 

SCENE  II. 
71u  iame.    A  Street.    ErUer  Crkssida  and  At.ktjwiimi, 

Cres.  Who  were  those  went  by  ? 

Alex.  Queen  Hecuba,  and  Helen. 

Cres.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Alex.  Up  to  the  eastern  tower, 
VFhose  height  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale, 
To  see  the  battle.     Hector,  whose  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  fix'd,^  to-day  was  mov'd  : 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  struck  his  armourer ; 
And,  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  war,^ 
Befoce  the  sun  rose,  he  was  hamess'd  light,* 
And  to  the  field  goes  he ;  where  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  foresaw 
In  Hector's  wrath. 

Cres.  What  was  his  cause  of  anger  ? 

Alex.  The  noise  goes,  this  :  There  is  among  the  Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hector  ; 
They  call  him,  Ajax. 

Cres.  Good  ;  and  what  of  him  ? 

AUx.  They  say  he  is  a  very  man  per  #e. 
And  stands  alone. 

Cres.  So  do  all  men ;  unless  they  are  dronk,  sicky  or 
have  no  legs. 

Alex.  T^s  man,  lady,  hath  robbed  many  beasts  of  their 
particular  additions  ;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lion,  churlish 
as  the  bear,  slow  as  the  elephant ;  a  man  into  whom  na- 
ture uath  so  crowded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  crashed 

[6]  Hector's  patience  was,  as  a  ▼irtne,  not  ▼ariable  and  acddental,  tml  fixed  asd 
constant  JOHNSON. 

[7]  Hmhtmdry  means  economical  prodence.  TroUiu  aUudea  to  Hector^  CH^ri- 
ting.  MACONE. 

[8]  It  b  to  be  remembered,  that  the  ancient  heroes  never  fiMigbt  on  honeback  )Mr 
does  their  manner  of  fighting  in  chariots  seem  to  require  less  activity  than  on  fiat 
JOHNSON. It  is  true, that  tlie  heroes  of  Homer  never  fou|^tao  hondMidU 


yet  such  of  them  as  maiie  a  second  appearance  in  tlie  JEneid,  apPMU*  to 
airy  among  tlieai,  as  well  as  their  antagonists  the  Ratnlians.  Little  can  be  l»finn«4 
from  the  maaner  in  which  Aseanlos  and  the  voung  nobility  of  TroT  are  iaHmdmtk 
at  the  conclusion  of  tiie  funereal  games,  as  Virgil  very  probably  at  the  expence  ofeM 
anadironism,  meant  to  pay  a  compliment  to  the  military  eierdaee  fauNiteled  bf 
Julius  Csenr,  andjmproved  by  Augustus.    It  appears  from  several  tmumgtt  hi  tUi 

SiMHild 


play,  that  Hector  fights  on  horseback ;  and  It  UKHild  be  remembered,  taat  Shak^ 
speare  was  indebted  for  many  of  his  materials  to  a  book  which  prouuuacee  both  tbt 
prophet  Esdras  and  Pythagoras  to  have  been  bastard  chfldrea  of  UMgPrienMft 

8T£KVSli8. 
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into  folly,'  his  follj  sauced  with  discretion  :  there  is  no 
man  hath  a  yirttie,  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpse  of;  nor  any 
man  an  attaint,  hut  he  carries  some  stain  of  it :  he  is  me* 
lancholy  without  cause,  and  merry  against  -  the  hair :  He 
hath  the  joints  of  eveiy  thing ;  but  eveiy  thing  so  out  of 
joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands  and  no  use  ; 
or  purblind  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  sight. 

Cresa,  But  how  should  this  man,  that  makes  me  smile, 
make  Hector  angry? 

Alex  They  say,  he  yesterday  coped  Hector  in  the  bat- 
tle, and  struck  hun  down  ;  the  disdain  and  shame  where- 
of hath  ever  since  kept  Hector  fasting  and  waking. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cres.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Alex,  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Ores,  Hector's  a  gallant  man. 

Alex.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Poll.  What's  that  ?  what's  that  ? 

Cres.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid  :  What  do  yoa  talk 
of? — Good  morrow,  Alexander. — How  do  you,  cousin  t 
When  were  you  at  Ilium  ?* 

Cres.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ? 
Was  Hector  armed,  and  gone,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium  ? 
Helen  was  not  up,  was  she  ? 

Cres.  Hector  was  gone  ;  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

Pan.  E'en  so  ;  Hector  was  stirring  early.  ' 

Cres.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 

Cres.  So  he  says  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  so  ;  I  know  the  cause  too  ;  hf^'U  la^ 
about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that :  and  there  is  Proi* 
his  will  not  come  far  behind  him  ;  let  them  take  heed  of 
Troilus  ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cres,  What,  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  ?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  o'flie  two. 

Cres.  O,  Jupiter  1  there's  no  comparison. 

Pan.  WTiat,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector  ?  Do  you 
know  a  man  if  you  see  him  ? 

rn  To  be  erwhed  Into  folly,  !•  to  be  confused  and  mingled  with  follj,  so  ai  that 

Vmktt  OM  aMM  tMjMher.  JOHNSON. 

1]  ttkm  or  //<M,  (for  it  to  spelt  both  wajrsO  was,  according  to  Lydgate,  the  naiM 
"^iMa^  paleoei  which  to  said  by  these  writers  to  have  been  bnilt  anon  a  high  ndu 
a  Bola  la  Act  IV.  ic.  ?.  oa  the  worda— «  Yon  towers,"  kc  BIALOMS. 
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Ores.  At ;  if  erer  I  law  him  before,  and  knew  fain. 

PcM.  Well,  I  amy,  Troilui  is  Troilus.  (HecM 

CJm.  Then  joa  amy  at  I  say ;  for,  I  am  sore,  he  iiMl 

Pan.  No,  Dor  Hector  is  not  Troilas,  in  some  d^teeit 

Oat.  'Tis  just  to  each  of  them ;  he  it  hioMfilll 

Poll.  Himself?  Alas,  poor  Troilas !  I  would,  he  weier' 

Cres.  So  he  is. 

Pan,  — 'Condition,  I  had  gone  hare-foot  to  India. 

Cres.  He  is  not  Hector. 

Pan.  Himself?  no,  he's  not  himself.—' Would  'a  were 
himself!  Well,  the  gods  are  abore ;  Time  must  friend,  or 
end  :  Well,  Troilus,  well^— I  wonld,  my  heart  were  in 
her  body ! — ^No,  Hector  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilas. 

Cres.  Excuse  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cres    Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan  The  other's  not  come  to't ;  you  shall  tmH  me  an- 
other tale,  when  the  other's  come  to't  Hector  ahatt  not 
have  his  wit  this  year. 

CWf  •  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  ha?e  his  own. 

Am.  Nor  his  qualities  ; — 

Cres.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cres.  'T would  not  become  him  ;  his  own*i  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  niece :  Helen  heiself 
•wore  the  other  day,  that  Troilns,  for  a  brown  £ifair« 
(for  so  'tis,  I  must  confess,)— Not  brown  neithor* 

Cres.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  Inrown  and  not  brown. 

Cres.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  aboTe  Paris. 

Cres.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.  So  he  hap. 

Crss.  Then,  Troilus  should  haye  too  mnch :  if  she 

E raised  him  above,  his  complexion  is  hi^ier  than  his ;  he 
aying  colour  enough,  and  die  other  higher,  is  too  flamog 
a  praise  for  a  good  complexion.      I  had  as  lief^  Helen's 
golden  tongue  had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nose^ 
Pan.  I  swear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him  better  tibso 
Cres.  Then  she's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed.  fFsiis. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.  She  came  to  hmi  tibe 
other  day  into  a  compassed  window,' — and,  yoa  know,  hs 
has  not  pest  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

tl]  AoM^pflMHlwiadoirkaoJroiilarbofrwiadoir.  8TXSVXVB. 
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€k^e$*  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  maj  soon  hring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young :  and  yet  wUl  he,  within 
pennd,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Hector. 

CVet.  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  lifter  ?* 

Am*  Bat,,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him  ;'*'-shA 
iy  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  clun,-*- 

Crft.  Judo  have  mercy  i — ^How  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan,  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled  :  I  think,  his  sitt* 
lii]^  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all  Phirygia. 

Cre$.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 

Pan,  Does  he  not  ? 

dre^.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan.  Why,  go  to  then  : ^But  to  prove  to  you  that 

Helen  loves  Troilus, 

Crts.  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus  ?  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more  than  I  es- 
teem an  addle  egg. 

Ores.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you  love  an 
idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'the  shell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think  how  she  tick* 
led  his  chin  ; — Indeed,  she  has  a  marvellous  white  hand« 
I  must  needs  confess. 

CVsi.  Without  tibe  rack. 
, :  Pan.  Aad  she  takes  upon '  her  to  spy  a  white  hsir  oa 
his  chin« 

Ores.  Alas,  poor  chin  1  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
"  Pan.  But,  there  was  such  laughing  ;-*-Q^een  Hecuba 
laughed,  that  her  ejes  ran  o'er. 

eyes.  With  mill-stones. 

Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 

Cres.  But  there  was  a  more  temperate  fire  under  the 
pot  of  her  eyes  ; — Did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Cres    At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  spied  on  Trol- 
los^chin. 

Cres.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  have 
lauded  too. 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair,  as  at  has 
pretty  answer. 

Cres.  What  was  bis  answer  ?  

"ftf  tM  mud  K/hr  fa  med  for  «  tMef,  by  Greene  in  Ml  Art  •fCtimmattM^ 
wko  yfandmihoiii,  a  thip-^Uf.  STEEVENS. 
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Pan.  Qjioth  she,  Here*9  InU  one  and  fifty  hairs  on  your 
dbtn,  and  one  of  them  is  white. 

Crei.  This  is  her  question. 

Pan.  That's  true  ;  make  no  question  of  that.  One  mi 
fifty  haire^  qnoth  he,  and  one  white  :  JTuU  white  hair  iiWf 
father  J  and  all  the  reel  are  hie  eons.  Jupiter  I  quoth  she, 
which  of  these  hain  is  Paris  my  husband  }  The  forked  me, 
quoth  he  ;  ipiutk  it  out^  and  give  it  him.  But,  there  wai 
such  laughing !  and  Helen  so  olushed,  and  Paris  so  chafed, 
and  all  the  rest  so  laughed,  that  it  passed. 

Cres.  So  let  it  now  ;  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  go. 
ing  by. 

Pan.  Well,  cousb,  I  told  you  a  thing  yesterday ;  think 
on't 

Cres.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  sworn,  'tis  true  ;  he  will  weep  you,  as 
'twere  a  man  bom  in  April. 

Cres.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere  a  netfle 
against  May.  [A  retreat  sounded. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field  :  shall  ws 
stand  up  here,  and  see  them,  as  they  pass  towards  Ilium! 
good  niece,  do  ;  sweet  niece  Cressida. 

Cres.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place  ;  here  we 
may  see  most  brayely :  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their 
names,  as  they  pass  by ;  but  mark  Troilus  aboye  the  rest 

£neas  passes  over  the  stage. 

Cres.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Pan.  That's  ^neas  ;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  T  he's  one 
of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  teU  you  ;  But  mark  Troi- 
lus ;  you  shall  see  anon. 

Cres.  Who's  that  ? 

Antenor  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor ;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I  can  teU 
you  ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  :  he's  one  o*  the  sound- 
est judgment  in  Troy,  whosoerer,  and  a  proper  man  of 
person  : — ^When  comes  Troilus  ? — I'll  show  you  Troihi 
anon  ;  if  he  see  me,  you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Cres.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 

Pan.  You  shall  see. 

Cres.  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more.' 

(S]  The  alhuloo  is  to  the  w mil Iifyi  nrhirh.  ■■  nmr.  ilirt  In  mir  ■nthnr'i  lliwl 

Mf  before,  Ogvlfy  m  filly  feUow,  and  mar,  by  its  etymologTi,  •icnlfir--4Ull  cf  Mlfc 
CrassidiBMmHtliitaiioadjslM&liayeiiMmi^  JO&NSON^ 
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Hector  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you,  that ;  There's 
^  fellow  I — Go  thy  way.  Hector  ; — ^There's  a  hraye  man, 
niece. — O  brave  Hector !  Look,  how  he  looks !  there's  a 
eountenance  :  Is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 
.    CW«.  O,  a  brave  man  1 

Pan,  Is  'a  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good — ^Look  you 
wiiat  hacks  are  on  his  helmet  ?  look  you  yonder,  do  you 
see  ?  look  you  there !  There's  no  jesting :  there's  laying 
on  ;  take't  off  who  will,  as  they  say  :  there  be  hacks  i 

Cres.  Be  those  with  swords  ? 

Paris  passes  over. 

Pan.  Swords  ?  any  thing,  he  cares  not :  an  the  devil 
come  to  him,  it's  all  one  :  By  god's  lid,  it  does  one's  heart 
good : — Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris  :  look 
ye  yonder,  niece  ;  Is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not  ?— ~ 
Why,  this  is  brave  now. — ^Who  said,  he  came  hurt  home 
to-day  ?  he's  not  hurt :  why,  this  will  do  Helen's  heari 
good  now.  Ha !  'would  I  could  see  Troilus  now  1 — you 
shall  see  Troilus  anon. 

Cres.  Who's  that  ? 

Helenus  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus, — I  marvel,  where  Troilus  it : — 
That's  Helenus  ; — I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day  :— 
That's  Helenus. 

Cres.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helenus  ?  no  ; — ^yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well : 
-—I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is  ! — ^Hark  ;  do  you  not  hear 
the  people  cry,  Troilus  ? — ^Helenus  is  a  priest. 

Cres.  What  sneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Troilus  passes  over. 

Pan.  Where  ?  yonder  ?  that's  Deiphobus  :  'Tis  Troi- 
lus !  there's  a  man,  niece ! — ^Hem ! — ^Brave  Troilus  1  the 
prince  of  chivalry ! 

Cres.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace  ! 

Pan.  Mark  him  ;  note  him  ; — O  brave  Troilus  ! — look 
wen  upon  him,  niece  ;  look  you,  how  his  sword  is  bloodied, 
and  his  helm  more  hack'd  than  Hector's ;  And  how  he  looks, 
how  he  goes ! — O  admirable  youth  !  he  ne'er  saw  three  and 
twenty.  Go  thy  way  Troilus,  go  thy  way  ;  had  I  a  sister 
were  a  grace,  or  a  daughter  a  goddess,  he  should  take  his 
choice.  O  admirable  man !  Paris  ? — Paris  is  dirt  to  him ; 
modf  I  warrant  Helen,  to  change,  would  give  an  eye  to  boot. 
Vol.  T.  87 
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Forces  pan  ever  ike  ttage. 

Cre$.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Asses,  fools,  dolts !  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and  bnal 
porridge  after  meat !  I  could  Jiye  and  die  i'the  eyes  ft 
Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look ;  the  eagles  are  goM; 
crows  andjlaws,  crows  and  daws !  I  had  rather  be  sucka 
man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Cres.  There  is  amoi^  the  Greeks,  Achillea ;  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Pan,  Achilles  ?  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  very  cameL 

Cres.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well ^Why,  have  you  any  discretion! 
haye  you  any  eyes  ?(po  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  Is  not 
birth,  beauty,  good  shape,  discourse,  manhood,  leamii^ 
gentleness,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  such  like,  the 
ipice  and  salt  that  season  a  man  O 

Crei.  Ay,  a  minced  man  :  and  then  to  be  baked  with  bo 
date  in  the  pye, — ^for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Pan.  You  are  such  a  woman !  one  knows  not  at  wkd 
ward  you  lie.* 

Cres.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly  ;  upon  my  wit, 
to  defend  my  wiles  ;  upon  my  secrecy,  to  defend  mine 
honesty  ;  my  mask,  to  defend  my  beauty  ;  and  you,  to  de- 
fend  ail  these  :  and  at  aM  these  wuds  I  lie,  «i  a  thousand 
watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cres.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that ;  and  that*8  one  ol 
the  chiefest  of  them  too  :  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  woaU 
not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  3roo  for  telMng  how  I  took  the 
blow ;  unless  it  swell  past  hiding,  and  then  it  is  pasl 
watching. 

Pan.  You  are  such  another ! 

Enter  Troilus'  B&y. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with  yoiL 

Pan.  Where  ? 

Boy.  At  your  own  house  ;  there  he  vnarms  Mbl 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  :  [iSzt^  J3oy.]«— Idoabt. 
he  be  hurt. — ^Fare  ye  weU,  good  niece. 

Cres.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  Ill  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by* 

Cres.  To  bring,  uncle, 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilna*  ■ 

Cres.  By  tiie  spjne  token — ^you  are  a  bawd*     [fik*  Fsv* 

l€\  A  itephor  from  th»  art  of  defcact.  ttiULVAUL 
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^-Words,  Yows,  griefs,  tears,  said  loye's  full  flacrificet 
He  offers  in  another's  enlerprize  : 
_  But  more  in  Troilus  thousand  fold  I  see 
r'  Than  in- the  glass  of  Pahdar's  praise  may  he  ; 
^  Yet  hold  I  off.  vJVomen  afe  angels,  wooing  i^ 


f    Things  won  are  done,  joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing : 
That  she^  helov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows  not 
lien  prize  the  thing  ungainM  more  than  it  is  : 
That  she  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got  so  sweet,  as  when  desire  did  sue  : 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach, — 
Achievement  is  command  ;  ungain'd,  heseech  : 
Then  though  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear,  * 
Nothing  of  that  shall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [Exit 

SCENE  111. 
T%e  Grecian  Camp.     Before  Agakemnon's  tent.     JSruwipeU, 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Nestor,  Ulysses,  Menelaus,  and  omrt. 

Agam.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  set  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  f 
The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  makes 
In  ail  designs  begun  on  earth  below. 
Fails  in  the  promised  largeness  :  checks  and  disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd  ; 
As  knots,  by  the  confl(ix  of  meeting  sup. 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain ' 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us. 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far. 
That,  after  seven  years'  siege,  yet  Troy  walls  stand  j 
Sith  every  action  tiiat  hath  gone  before, 
Whereof  we  have  record',  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim, 
fknd  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
\That  gave't  surmised  shaped  Why  then,  you  princes. 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abash'd  behold  our  works  ; 
And  think  them  shames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  else 
But  the  protructive  trials  of  great  Jove, 
To  find  persistive  constancy  in  men  ? 
The  fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love  :  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward, 
.  The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread, 
•  The  hard  and  soft,  seem  all  affin'd^  and  kin  : 
But  in  the  wind  and  telnpest  of  her  frown, 

fin  TJMrtihg    ■»»  that  woman.  JOHNSON. 

M  TlM  wogfOmnmBtttrnj  haart.        (71  Joined l^afinl^.     WtEKWZn* 
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/DistinctioD,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fim, 

(Pufiing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away-p" 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  itself 
Lies,  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

J^fest.  With  due  observance  of  thy  g^like  seat,* 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 
Thy  latest  words  .•Mn  thereproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  menT^he  sea  being  smooth, 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 
Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk  ? 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon,  behold 
The  strong-ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountains  cut. 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse  :  Where's  then  the  saucy  boat. 
Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled. 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.     Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide. 
In  storms  of  fortune  :  For,  in  her  ray  and  brightness. 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize,* 
Than  by  the  tiger  :  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  get  under  shade.  Why,  then,  the  thing  of  coura^ 
As  rous'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathize. 
And  with  an  accent  tum'd  in  self-same  key. 
Returns  to  chiding  fortune.* 

Ulyss.  Agamemnon, — 
Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  only  spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up, — ^hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which, — most  mighty  for  thy  place  and  sway, — 

[To  AoAKEIfKOH 

And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch'd-out  life, — 

[7b  Nbstoe 
I  give  to  both  your  speeches, — which  were  such. 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass  ;  lind  such  again, 

JJ  The  throne  in  which  thou  gittest, «  Uke  •  deneoded  god.*  MASMXE,  ' 

,8    Nestor  oppJtM  the  words  to  another  instance..        JOHNSON. 
1    The  6me  i»  Vm  gad  or  horse-fly.  STEEVENS. 

^g|Itlsseidortheti|nr,thatInstonnandbicfawhMlshe  mgmwatd 
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As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch'd  in  silrer, 

Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (strong  as  the  axletree 

On  which  heaven  rides,)  knit  all  the  Greekish  eara 

To  his  eiperienc'd  tongue,* — yet  let  it  please  both,— 

Thou  great, — and  wise, — to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 

'        ^gam.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca ;  and  be't  of  less  ex- 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden,  fpect* 

Divide  thy  lips  ;  than  we  are  confident, 

'.^JWhen  rank  Thersitei  opes  his  mastiff  Jaws, 
yWe  shall  hear  music,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Ulysa.  Troy,  yet  upon  his  basis,  had  been  down, 
And  the  great  Hector's  sword  had  lack'd  a  master, 
But  for  these  instances. 
The  specialty  of  rule  hath  been  neglected  :*, 
And,  look,  bow  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain  so  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  tbe  general  is  not  like  the  hive. 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expected  f  Degree  being  vizarded. 
The  uDWortbiest  shows  as  &irty  in  the  mask. 
The  heavens  themselves,  the  planets,  and  this  centre,' 
Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Insisture,  course,  proportion,  season,  form. 
Office,  aod  custom,  in  all  line  of  order  ; 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
Id  noble  eminence  enthrou'd  and  spher'd 
Amidst  the  other ;  whose  med'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspfets  of  planets  evil. 
And  posts,  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad  :  But,  when  the  pkneta. 
In  evil  mixtnre,  to  disorder  wander,* 

|S]  DhH  befhii  bli  ontloB  wild  jiraliliiE  tbcw  wboliitdipoknbcfemUiisud 

<wt*.UM^  Thldibip  eTOMMi  br  Iba  dlSfcrrnt  mei^  on  »hM>  faBrHonanMhUdiviB 
ID  btninina&rllulfiiniHtfoiietpixUrllr.  TIh  ipHcli  oT  AguHmoM  y  lud^ 
thmt  li  nnehi  u>  be  eogrami  li  bran,  iml  Ih>  libkl  btM  ap  M  bin  on  Uk  «h  130% 
■ndGrHwnnUMixlvr.lailiowtlHuakiiiarilwIro^ioB.  And  Naur ««tn lata 
exbihiicil  In  diver.  iialth«aU  bliHdInKa  liioii*nilnd>9UiiiiftuKlt«£:  tiMw 
Sod.  Branli  ibe  comman  Hiblein  a(<tniigtli,aBil>ilvaf  of  Eeatlnau.  WeaB 
■  uflioln  mUnFr  •oka,iDd*  anwdTalonr««>i'i>«'laVi>e''-IiiiK*  md  M 
*iinil.:liekinilDraReca,btiiI  cUukika  uatlglit.~ToiMcltii*ittmorui  lot  m 
Ii>n1<:iilu-nieU»dDre°gn<vliif.    H<>ch>-,lanit,Fr.  JOHNSON. 

14]  Eipncl  [or  eipectaUno.   Tbul  Wib(Kinpec(nn->iin^clim,be.  °' 
[SI  nspinlcular  rlghuafiiipnaiemboTllT.  JOHNSON. 

|e|  TbonnaningihWheaibvgnHilIiiiotiotbFinnr  llkethehl 

llie  KpiHliiKT  ofiht  Koeliof  enry  In^ThlHt,  Uwt  to  whlcb  «cb  pMimlar  r 

wUh  wbiUTi-r  ba  bu  onllrclol  rncllicEHidoribewbDre,  wbilLonn  b  aiMcledf 
whMbqiaof^nnB[af  TbaitiBaiicr'aritbecipiTD'onlioanfnKd.    JOHNSOIL 

1004  b  lh>  CMIra  or  lbs  loUr  irnri 

[I]  n*  ■inaraul  Inrculu'  rnodoni  of  tbsplanell  WI 
■^— — — ■^^-'-'— '■  ■-' — '■■■-^IKI.U- ' 

S7* 


'y^taain'itfibt'KitMrijmmr'       WA^BURTON.        " "'" 

ioniaftbaplaneli  were  npiioan)  M  portend  toM 
planen  IhcmielTel  vat  DM  Iboafbt  forBeilj  IS 
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What  plagues,  and  what  portents  ?  what  mutiny  ? 
What  raging  of  the  sea  ?  shaking  of  earth  ? 
Conunotion  in  the  winds  ?  frights,  chpDges,  horrors, 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinatf^ 
The  unity  and  married  cahn  of  states 
Qjuite  from  their  fixture  ?  O,  when  degree  is  shak'd, 
Which  is  the  ladder  of  all  high  designs. 
The  enterprize  is  sick  !^  How  could  commit  nities, 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities,| 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  shores. 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  sceptres,  laurels. 
But  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string, . 
And,  hark,  what  discord  follows  !  each  thing  meets 
In  mere  oppugnancy  :  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lifl  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores. 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe  : 
Strength  should  be  lurd  of  imbecility, 
And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  father  dead  : 
Force  should  be  right ;  or,  rather,  right  and  wrong, 
(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides,) 
Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itself  in  power, 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite  ; 
And  appetite,  an  universal  wolf,  ^ 
80  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 
Must  make  perforce  an  universal  prey. 
And,  last,  eat  up  himself.     Great  Agamemnon, 
This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate. 
Follows  the  choking. 
And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is, 
'That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,*  with  a  purpose 
It  hath  to  Climb.*  The  general^s  disdain'd 
By  him  one  step  below  ;  he,  by  the  next ; 
That  next,  by  him  beneath  :  so  every  step, 
Exampled  by  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 
Of  his  superior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 

be  GonSned  in  any  fixed  orbits  of  thetr  own,  but  to  wander  about  ad  Ubtam,  af  tfM 
fltnnolocy  of  tbeir  '      ^*  "" 
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of  tbeir  names  demonstrates.  ANONYMOUS. 

force  up  by  the  roots.  STEEVENS. 

Perhaps  we  should  read^-then  euterprize  is  sick !  JOHNBOll^ 

Corporations,  companies,  confraternities.  JOHNSON. 

Tliat  goes  bacliward  step  by  step.  JOHNSON. 

With  a  design  in  each  man  to  aggrandise  him&elf,  bj  sltglMiiif  Us 


nverior.  JOHNSON. 
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Of  pale  and  bloodless  emulation  :* 
And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot. 
Not  ber  own  sinews.     To  end  a  tale  of  length, 
Troj  in  our  weakness  stands,  not  in  her  strengtib. 
J^est.  Most  wisely  halh  Ulysses  here  discovered 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  power  is  sick, 

Agam.  The  nature  of  the  sickness  found,  Ulysses^ 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Ulyss.  The  great  Achilles, — ^whom  opinion  crowns 
The  sinew  and  the  forehand  of  our  host, — 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs  :  With  him,  Patroclos, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  scurril  jests ; 
And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 
(Which,  slanderer,  he  imitation  calls,) 
He  pageants  us.     Sometime,  great  Agamemnon^ 
Thy  topless  deputation  he  puts  on  ;  ^ 
^"^nd,  like  a  strutting  player, — ^whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
'Twixt  his  stretch'd  footing  and  scafibldage,— - 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrested  seeming^ 
He  acts  thy  greatness  in  :  and  when  he  speaks, 
'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending  ;  with  terms  unsqnar'd/ 
\  Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropp'd, 
\  Would  seem  hyperboles.^  At  this  fusty  stuff, . 
{  The  large  Achilles,  on  his  press'd  bed  lolling, 
I  From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  applause  ; 
Cries — Excellent! — '<m  Agamemnon  just.— ^ 
J^tow  play  me  Nestor; — hem^  and  stroke  thy  heard, 
As  he,  being  ^drest  to  some  oration. 

That's  done  ; as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 

Of  parallels  f  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 

Yet  good  Achilles  still  cries.  Excellent ! 

^Tis Nestor  right!  Norm  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 

f5]Aneinulatk>nnotTiflporous  and  actWe,  but  inDlignant  and  ftlugffUh.  JOHNSON. 

[61  TopteM  U  that  which  bat  notliiDff  topfring  or  oTertoppIiu'  It)  tupreme,  sotr> 
cnin.  JOHNSON. 

{7}  Wmted  beyond  the  tnrth }  overcharged.  MALONE. A  wntt  was 

•n  instnunent  tar  tuning  a  harpi  bj  drawing  up  the  strings.  STEEVENS. 

fb]  He  who  has  beenin  the  tower  of  a  church  while  the  chimes  were  repairing, 
wlu  never  wish  a  second  time  to  be  present  at  so  dissonantly  noisy  an  operatloik--* 
Uiufmmr'd,  MMulapted  to  tfarir  sat^feet,  as  stones  are  unfitted  to  the  pofposes  o(  arclii- 
tBCCww,  while  thor  are  yet  unsquarM.  STEEVENS. 

ran  The  parallels  to  which  theallesion  seems  to  be  made,  are  the  paraDels  om  a 
«M|k   AffltoMcasttowett.  JOHNSON. 
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Arming  to  aruwer  in  a  night  alarm. 
And  then,  foreoolh,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth  ;  to  cough,  and  spit. 
And  with  a  palsy-fumbling  on  his  gorget. 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet : — and  at  this  sport. 
Sir  Valour  dies  ;  cries,  0/ — enough,  Patroclus; — 
Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel !  I  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  my  spleen.     And  in  this  fashion. 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact,' 
Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  truce 
Success,  or  loss,  what  is,  or  is  not,  serves 
As  stuff  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

J^est.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain 
(Whom,  as  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice,)  many  are  infect. 
Ajax  is  grown  self-willM  ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  rein,*  in  full  as  proud  a  place    • 
As  broad  Achilles  :  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  factious  feasts  ;  rails  on  our  state  of  war. 
Bold  as  an  oracle  :  and  sets  Thersites  i . 

-  {A  slave,  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint,*)T-^ 
To  match  us  in  compariaons  with  dirt ;  j 

To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure. 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger.^ 

Ulyss,  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice  | 
Count  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war ; 
Forestall  prescience,  and  esteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand  :  the  still  and  mental  parts,-^ 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shall  strike. 
When  fitness  calls  them  on  ;  and  know,  by  measure 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight, — 
Why,  this  hath,  not  a  finger's  dignity  : 
They  call  this — ^bed-work,  mappery,  closet-war : 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall,  . 

For  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  of  his  poize. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine  ; 
Or  tnose,  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

J^est.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  hone 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.  [Trumpet  sounds. 


J  Ail  our  good  grace  exact,  means  our  excellence  Irreprehensihte.    JOH980H. 
.^HoUsuphis  bead  M  haughtily.    W«stiUiajofa^l,shebridIet.  JOOmOH^ 
1  Af  &sta«amintcoiiiflmoiuy.  UAL.    [4]  Araak  weedUahigbwMd  lOBIt 
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j%o.  What  trumpet  ?  look,  Menelaus. 
-  Enter  Msuxs. 

Men.  From  Troy. 

^ga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

JEne.  Is  this 
Great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  ? 

Aga.  Even  this. 

^ne.  May  one,  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince, 
Do  a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.  With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles'  arm 
Tore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one  yoice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

JEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  security.     How  may 
A  stranger  to  those  most  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga,  How  ? 

JEne,  Ay  ;  I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reyerenc6f 
And  hid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus : 
Which  is  that  god  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Aga,  This  Trojan  scorns  us  ;  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

Mne,  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd, 
f    As  bending  angels  ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
[     But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  have  galls, 
\    Good  arms,  strong  joints,  true  swords  ;.and,  Jove^  accord, 
\  Nothing  so  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  ^neas, 
\  Peace,  Trojan  ;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  I 
The  worthiness  of  praise  distains  his  worth, 
If  that  the  prais'd  himself  bring  the  praise  forth  : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends,  [scends. 

That  breath  fame  follows ;  that  praise,  sole  pure,  tran- 

Aga,  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourself  ^neas  ? 

ASne.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Aga.  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon  ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Aga,  He  hears  nought  privately,  that  comes  from  Troy. 

Mne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper  him  : 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear  ; 
To  «et  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bent. 
And  then  to  speak. 
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Aga.  Speak  franklj  as  the  wind  ; 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hoar  : 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  airake. 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

Mne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud. 
Send  thy  brass  voice  through  all  these  lazj  tents  ; — 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  Troy  means  &irly,  shall  be  spoke  aloud. 

[Trun^et  Som 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  cdll'd  Hector,  (Priam  is  his  £dier,) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
Is  rusty  grown  ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 
And  to  this  purpose  speak.     Kings,  princes,  lords  1 
If  there  be  one,  among  the  ^r'st  of  Greece,- 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  ease  ; 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his  peril ; 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  his  fear  ; 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confession, 
rWith  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves,) 
And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth. 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challeng;e* 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 
He  hath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer. 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms  ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call. 
Mid-way  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love  : 
If  any  come,  Hector  shall  honour  him  ; 
If  none,  he'll  say  in  Troy,  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sun-burn'd,  and  not  worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.     Even  so  much. 

Aga.  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  ^neas ; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind. 
We  left  them  all  at  home  :  But  we  are  soldiers  ; 
And  may  that  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love  ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Hector ;  if  none  else,  I  am  he. 

J^est,  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grandsire  suck'd :  he  is  old  now  ; 
But,  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  host 
One  noble  man,  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire. 
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To  answer  tor  his  loye,  Tell  him  from  mey-— 
I'll  hide  my  silyer  beard  in  a  gold  heaver, 
>     And  in  mj  yantbrace*  put  this  wither'd  brawn  $ 
And,  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  That  my  ladjr 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  chaste 
Bi'    As  may  be  in  the  world  ;  His  youth  in  flood, 

V\l  proye  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood.  . 
1^         Mne.  Now  heayens  forbid  such  scarcity  of  youth  I 
f        Ulyss.  Amen. 

Aga.  Fair  lord  ^neas,  let  me  touch  your  hand  ; 
To  our  pavilion  shall  1  lead  you,  sir. 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  this  intent ; 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent ; 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  u^  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

[ExewfU^  aU  hut  Ultsses  and  Nestob. 

Ulyns,  Nestor, 

Nt$U  What  says  Ulysses  ? 

Ulyss.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  some  shape.* 

Kest.  What  is't  ? 

Ulyis.  This  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots  :  The  seeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  must  or  now  be  croppM, 
Or,  shedding,  breed  a  nursery  of  like  evil,* 
•  To  overbulk  us  all. 

KeiU  Well,  and  how  ? 

UlysB.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hector  sendf. 
However  it  is  spread  in  general  name. 
Relates  in  purpose  only  to  Achilles. 

NeH   The  purpose  is  perspicuoos  even  as  substance, 
Whose  grossness  little  characters  wim  up  i'* 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  strain,^ 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya,— though,  Apollo  knows, 
^Tn  dry  enough, — ^will  with  great  speed  of  judgment. 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Hector's  purpose 

[11  Fomlbroee— an  armour  for  the  arm,  avantbru.  POPE. 

rZj  Bayoa  to  my  pre«eiit  purpose  what  time  b  in  respect  of  all  other  icheme^ 
▼is.  a  ripener  and  biinger  of  them  to  roaturitj.  STEEV  ENS. 

[SI  AUndhir  to  a  planlation  calted  a  nursery.  J0HM80N. 

Nl  That  It,  the  ptupoee  is  as  plain  as  body  orsubstance;  and  ttutugh  I  hare  collee* 
ted  ttiiA  porpoie  from  many  minute  parUculars,  as  a  gnus  body  is  made  up  of  tfoa^ 
>le  parti,  yet  the  rssult  is  as  dear  a 


»te  parti,  yet  the  result  is  as dMr  and «ertaln  asa  body  thus  made  up  bpeipat 
Me  and  ▼WWe.  WARBtJRTON.  [S\  Nestor  goes  on  to  say.  nidto 

BO  dUBealty,  no  aonbl,  when  thb  doel^  oones  to  be  prodataned,  but  thai  Achll- 
lt%dnttatlMl8,wmdiieovertbedriftont  THEOBALD. 
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PointiDg  on  him* 

Ulys$.  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think  you  t 

^est.  Yes, 
It  is  most  meet ;  Whom  may  you  else  oppose. 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  those  honours  off. 
If  not  Achilles  ?  Though  't  be  a  sportful  combat. 
Yet  in  the  trial  much  opinion  dwells  ; 
For  here  the  Trojans  taste  our  dear'st  repute 
With  their  fin'st  palate  :  And  trust  to  me,  Ulysses, 
Our  imputation  shall  be  oddly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action  :  for  the  success, 
Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantling 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 
And  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks 
To  their  subsequent  volumes,^  there  is  seen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  suppos'd, 
He.  that  meets  Hector,  issues  from  our  choice  : 
And  choice,  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  souls. 
Makes  merit  her  election  ;  and  doth  boil. 
As  Hwere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  distill'd 
Out  of  our  virtues  ;  Who  miscarrying, 
What  heart  receives  from  hence  a  conquering  part. 
To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves  ? 
Which  entertained,  limbs  are  his  instruments. 
In  no  less  working,  than  are  swords  and  bows 
Directive  by  the  hmbs. 

Ulyss.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech  ; — 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  wares, 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  sell ;  if  not. 
The  lustre  of  the  better  shall  exceed. 
By  showing  the  worst  first.     Do  not  consent. 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this. 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  strange  followers. 

J^est,  1  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes  ;  what  are  they  ! 

Ulyss.  What  glory  our  Achilles  shares  from  Hector, 
Where  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with  him : 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Africk  sun. 
Than  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes, 

re]  Samiliiuf-'^  meerare,  proportion.    The  carpenter  cuts  his  wood  to  • 
•cantllnff.  JOHNSON. 

[7]  BmnU  pofam  oorapuvd  with  the  Tolunes.  J0HN60H. 


ACT  n.  TROIL178  AND  CRESSIDA.  449* 

Should  he  'scape  Hector  fair  :  If  he  were  foil'd. 

Why,  then  we  did  our  maio  opinion  cmsh 

In  taint  of  our  best  man.     No,  make  a  lottery ; 

And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 

The  sort  to  fight  with  Hector  :*  Among  onrselTes^ 

Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man, 

For  that  will  ph3rsic  the  great  Myrmidon, 

Who  broils  in  loud  applause  ;  and  make  him  fiO 

His  crest,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 

If  the  dull  brainless  Ajax  come  safe  off, 

We'll  dress  him  up  in  voices  :  If  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  still 

That  we  haf  e  better  men.     But,  hit  or  misSy 

Our  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes, — 

Ajax,  employ'd,  plucks  down  Achilles'  plumes 

Am^  Ulysses, 
Now  I  begin  to  relish  thy  advice  ; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon  :  go  we  to  him  straight 
Two  curs  shall  tame  each  other  ;  Pride  alone 
Must  tarre  the  mastLSs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.*      [JEJm* 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  Grecian  Camp.     EmUr 

Ajax  and  Thersites. 


Ajax,  Thersites,- 


Tker,  Agamemnon — how  if  he  had  boils  ?  full,  all  oyer, 
generally  ? 

Ajax.  Thersites,  ^ 

Ther.  And  those  boils  did  run  ? Say  so, — did  not  the 

general  run  then  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 

Ajax,  Dog, 

Ther,  Then  would  come  some  matter  from  him  ;  I  see 
none  now. 

^dimx.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  son,  canst  thou  not  hear  ? 
Fi^ei  then.  [Strikes  him. 

Titer,  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,*  thou  mongrel 
J^ef-witted  lord  !* 

Tbe  «or(— i.  e.  the  lot  8TEEVENS. 

Tarrt—Mt  old  English  word  lignify  ing  to  provoke  or  urge  on.  POPE, 

l]  AUuding  perhaps  to  the  plague  sent  by  Apollo  od  tbe  Gredao  ^nof, 

JOHIiSON. 
He  oaUs  Ajax  mungnl  on  aeoeuat  of  his  father*k  being  a  QmOm  aad  Hi 

"  ■  MAior- 


% 
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Ajax.  speak  then,  thou  unsalted  leayen,*  speak  :  I  wiD 
beat  thee  into  handsomeness. 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holiness  :  bat, 
1  think,  thy  horse  will  sooner  con  an  oration,  thain  thou 
learn  a  prayer  without  book.  Thou  canst  strike,  canst 
thou  ?  a  red  murrain  o'  thy  jade's  tricks  ! 

Ajax.  Toads-stool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Dost  thou  think,  I  have  no  sense,  thou  strikest 
me  thus  ? 

jS/ax.  The  proclamation, — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not ;  my  fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would,  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to  foot,  and  I 
had  the  scratching  of  thee  ;  1  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
somest  scab  in  Greece.  When  thou  art  forth  in  the  in* 
cursions,  thou  strikest  as  slow  as  another. 

Ajax.  I  say,  the  proclamation, '  ^ 

Ther.  Thou  grumblest  and  railest  every  hoar  on  A^a* 
les  ;  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatness,  aibVei* 
berus  is  at  Proserpina's  beauty,  ay,  that  thou  baxlqpat 
him. 

Ajax.  Mistress  Thersites! 

Ther.  Thou  shouldest  strike  him. 

Ajax.  Cobloaf!* 

Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  shivers  with  his  fist,'  as 
a  sailor  breaks  a  biscuit. 

Ajax.  You  whoreson  cur !  IBeaiing  him, 

Ther.  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  stool  for  a  witch  I^ 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  do  ;  thou  sodden-witted  lord  !  thou  hast 
no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows  ;  an  assinego 
may  tutor  thee  :^  Thou  scurvy  valiant  ass !  Thou  art 
here  put  to  thrash  Trojans  ;  and  thou  art  bought  and  sold 
among  those  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  slave.  If  thou 
use  to  beat  me,"  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what 
thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou ! 

Ajax.  You  dog ! 

^1  Urutdted  leaven  means  lour  withou  «a/(,  malignity  without  wit.    JOHNSON. 
I4l  A  crusty,  uneven,  eibbous  loaf,  is  in  some  counties  called  by  this  name.  SIXEV 
_>*  A  oob1oa(;»  says  Mlnshleu,  •  is  a  bnnne."  MALONE. 

[S\  Fun  is  in  the  midland  counties  the  Tulgar  and  collotpdai  word  for  p^ttmi. 

JOHNSON. 


(61  In  one  way  of  trying  a  tottcA,  they  used  to  place  her  *on  a  chair  or  stool,  wtth 
tr  legs  tied  across,  that  all  the  weight  of  her  body  might  rest  upon  her  seat ;  and  bv 
at  means,  after  some  time,  the  circulation  of  the  blood  would  be  mudi  stoppe% 
d  her  sitting  would  be  as  painful  as  the  wooden  horse.  GREY. 

171  An  oMtnego  is  a  he  ass.  RITSON.  

|8j  If  thou  continiie  to  beat  ne,  or  make  practice  of  baatfng  me.   8TKEVXN8> 
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Ther,  You  scurvy  lord ! 

^jax.  You  cur!  [BeoHng  Mm. 

Ther.  Mars  his  ideot !  do,  rudeness  ;  do,  camel ;  do,  do. 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil,  Why,  how  now,  Ajax  ?  Wherefore  do  you  thus  t 
—How  now,  Thersites  ?  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 

Ther,  You  see  him  there,  do  you  ? 

AchiL  Ay ;  what's  the  matter  ? 

T%er,  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

AchiL  So  I  do  ;  )Vhat's  the  matter  ? 

Ther,  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

Achtl,  Well,  why  I  do  so. 

^Dier,  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him :  for,  whoso* 
ever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Achil,    I  know  that,  fool. 

TTier,  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himself. 

Ajax,  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther,  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters  I 
bifl  evasions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobbed  his 
brain,  more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones  :  I  will  buy  nine 
sparrows  for  a  penny,  and  his  via  mater  is  not  worth  the 
ninth  part  of  a  sparrow.  This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax, — 
who  wears  his  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head,-*- 
I'll  tell  you  what  I  say  of  him. 

Achil.  What? 

7%er,  I  say,  this  Ajax 

AchU,  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

[Ajax  q^ers  to  strike  Aim,  Achilles  interposes. 

Ther,  Has  not  so  much  wit 

Achil,  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 

Uier,  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle,  for  whom 
he  comes  to  fight. 

Achil,  Peace,  fool ! 

Ther,  I  would  have  peace  and  quietness,  but  the  fool 
'  will  not :  he  there  ;  that  he  ;  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damned  cur  !  I  shall 

Achil,  Will  you  set  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 

Uier,  No,  I  warrant  you  ;  for  a  fool's  will  shame  it 

Pair,  Good  words,  Thersites. 

Achil,  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax,  1  bade  the  vile  owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenour  of 
the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

Tner,  I  serve  thee  not. 

Ajax,  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

2%er.  I  serve  here  voluntary. 
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AchU.  Toar  last  serrice  was  sufferance,  'twas  not  toI- 
imtary  ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  ;  Ajax  was  here  the 
Toluntary,  amd  you  as  under  an  impress. 

Titer,  Even  so  ? — a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in 
jour  sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars.  Hector  shall  have  a 
great  catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains ;  'a 
#ere  as  good  crack  a  fusty  nut  with  no  kernel. 

AchiL  What,  with  me  too,  Thersites  ? 

TTier.  There's  Ulysses,  and  old  Nestor, — whose  wit 
was  mouldy  ere  your  grandsires  had  nails  on  their  toes, 
—yoke  you  Uke  draught  oxen,  and  make  you  plou^  op 
the  wars. 

AckU.  What,  what  ?  • 

Ther.  Yes,  good  sooth;  To,  Achilles!  to,  Ajaxl  to! 

Ajax.  I  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther,  'Tis  no  matter ;  1  shall  speak  as  much  as  thou, 
afterwards. 

Patr.  No  more  words,  Thersites  ;  peace. 

Ther,  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  AchiUes'  brach  bids 
me,  shall  1 1? 

AckU.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

TTier.  I  will  see  you  hanged,  Hke  clotpoles,  ere  I  come 
any  more  to  your  tents  ;  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wil 
stirring,  and  leave  the  faction  of  fools.  [EM. 

Pcur.  A  good  riddance. 

AchiL  Marry,  this,  sir,  is  proclaimed  thro'  all  cor  host: 
That  Hector,  by  the  first  hour  of  the  sun, 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  some  knight  to  arms. 
That  hafh  a  stomach  ;  and  such  a  one,  that  dare 
Maintain — I  know  not  what ;  'tis  trash  :  Farewell. 

Ajax.  Farewell.     Who  shall  answer  him  ? 

AchiL  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery  ;  otherwise^ 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax,  O,  meaning  you  : — I'll  go  learn  more  of  it.  [£xc 

SCENE  II. 

Troy,     A  Room  in  Priam's  Palace,     Enter  Priam,  Hic- 
TOR,  TR0U.US,  Paris,  and  Helenus. 

Pri.  After  so  many  hours,  lives,  speeches  spent. 
Thus  once  again  says  Nestor  from  the  Greeks  ; 
Shliver  Helen^  and  all  damage  else — 
As  honour^  loss  of  time^  travel,  expence, 
Woundsy  Jfriendsy  and  what  else  dear  that  is  consunCd 


SI)  iirw4~ftdof.       STEEVENS Itoeiteinly  BMna  UML  mmI  aol  •  4« 
ch  reoden  tke  wqpretrioa  more  abugiv^ftad  9Smt%,         iklilSOK. 
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/n  hot  digestion  of  ihh  cormorant  war^ — 

Skall  be  struck  (jff: — ^Hector,  what  say  you  to't  ? 

Hect,  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  the  Greeks  than  I» 
As  far  as  toucheth  my  particular,  yet. 
Dread  Priam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  sofler  bowels, 
More  spungy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear. 
More  ready  to  cry  out — Who  hums  what  follows  t 
Than  Hector  is  :  The  wound  of  peace  is  surety. 
Surety  secure  ;  but  modest  doubt  is  callM 
The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.     Let  Helen  go  : 
Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this  questioD, 
Every  tithe  soul  'mongst  many  thousand  dismes. 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen  ;  I  mean,  of  ours : 
If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ours. 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours  ;  not  worth  to  us. 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reason,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro.  Fyci  iye^  my  brother  I 
Weigh  yoil  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king, 
Sa  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  scale 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  som 
The  past-proportion  of  his  infinite  ?* 
And  buckle-in  a  waist  most  fathomless, 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive  > 

As  fears  and  reasons  ?  fye,  for  godly  shame  \ 

Hel.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at  reasons. 
You  are  so  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons. 
Because  your  speech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  so  ? 

Tro.  Yon  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother  priest. 
You  for  your  gloves  with  reason.  Here  are  your  reasons : 

(  You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you  harm  ; 

.  You  know,  a  sword  employ'd  is  perilous, 

1  And  reason  flies  the  object  of  all  harm  : 

-  Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels  ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  star  dis-orb'd  ? — ^Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reason, 

--      ^      •  ■  ■  ,  1,1  !■■  ■  ■  ■  ■ 

[31  That  greatneat  to  which  no  measure  bean  aoj  proportkni*         ^JQSIKSOIL. 
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{'Let's  shut  our  gates,  and  sleep  :  Manhood  and  honour 
f  Should  haTe  tare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  tho^gUi 
'■  Wkh  this  cramm'd  reason  :  reason  and  respect 
Make  livers  pale,  and  luatihood  deject 

Hect.  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  dodi  cost 
The  holding. 

Tro.  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valued  ? 
Hect.  But  value  dwells  not  m  partiodar  will ; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer  :  'tis  mad  idolatry. 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god  ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  attributive 
To  what  infectiously  itself  affects, 
Without  soaae  image  of  the  affected  merit* 

Tro.  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears. 
Two  traded  pilots  'twizt  the  dangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  judgment :  How  may  I  avoid. 
Although  my  will  distaste  what  it  elected. 
The  wife  I  chose  ?  there  can  be  no  evasioa 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  hononr :     - 
i  We  turn  not  back  the  fdiks  upon  tibe  merdiant, 
N  When  we  have  soil'd  them ;  nor  the  remainder  viandi 
\  We  do  not  throw  in  unrespective  sieve,^ 
Because  we  now  are  full.     It  was  ^Mnig^t  meet, 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  die  Qreeks  : 
Tour  breath  with  full  consent  bellied  his  sails ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wran^ers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  service  :  he  touch'd  the  ports  desir'd  ; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  caspikftf 
•He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whose  youth  and  freahnes 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  pale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  she  worth  keeping  ?  why,  she  is  a  peaii. 
Whose  price  hath  lannch'd  above  a  thousand  ships. 
And  tum'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants. 
if  you'll  avouch,  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  mast  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd — Go,  go,) 

[91  The  wiR>aAtli as obleetfbrfoine suppoced merit, wUrli  Heotar  mat  ii<» 
tMnib|a.Mrie«1b»BefltMatbctedberca^thera.  JOHMBOK. 

J 41  ThM  it.  talt  •  eoauBoa  voider.  JOHNSON. 

m  Titaufi  riMr,|bitaMb  wkom  HemileL  beioc  enraced  at  Vrimni  loHk  if 
t^fw»l»TilMnli;iitoVlMrli«di5S^TUl3Mg>^ 
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If  you'll  confess,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 

f  As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  handf. 

And  cry'd — Inestimable  /)  why  do  you  now 

The  issue  of  your  proper  wisdoms  rate  ; 

And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 

Beggar  the  fHsdmation  which  you  priz'd    * 

Richer  than  sea  and  land  ?  O  theft  most  base ; 

That  we  hare  stolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep  t 

But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  sostolen. 

That  in  their  country  did  them  that  disgrace. 

We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place  I 

Cos.  [Within.]  Cry,  Trojans,,  cry  ! 

Pri.  What  Boise  ?  what  shriek  is  this  ? 

Tro,  'Tis  our  mad  sister,  i  do  know  her  roiee. 

Cos.  [Within.]  Cry,  Trojans! 

Heci.  It  is  Cassandra. 

Enter  Camahdra,  raving. 

Cos.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  1  lend  me  ten  thousand  eyet. 
And  I  will  liH  them  with  prophetic  tears. 

Hect.  Peace,  sister,  peace. 

Ca^.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  elders,* 
Soft  infancy,  that  noUung  canst  bat  cry, 
Add  to  my  damoun !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I  practise  your  eyes  with  tears ! 
Troy  must  not  be,  nor  gopdly  Ilion  stand  ; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,^  Pms,  bums  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  I  a  Hc^os,  and  a  woe  : 
Cry,  cry !  Troy  burns,  or  else  let  Helen  go.  [Ex%L 

Hect.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  these  higjh  strains 
Of  divination  in  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  of  remorse  ?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  discourse  of  reason. 
Nor  fear  of  1>ad  success  in  a  bad  cause, 
X)an  qualify  the  same  ? 

Troi.  Why,  brother  Hector, 
We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  min^,  * 
Because  Cassandra's  mad ;  her  braiiH8ick  raptures 

{61  So  the  qnarto.    FeUo—wriBUed  oUL  MAIONE^— There  cannot  b«  « 

m  Hccnbo,  when  pffcmntirtth  Paris,  drauBcA  Am  ibovUbtdeUvfre^ 

iK  torch:    t:r^/^rS^!^  ^^  «^.^v«l«  flTCicvffWR 
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Cannot  distaste  the  goodness  of  a  quarrel,* 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.     For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  sons  : 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  should  be  done  amongst  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain'! 

Par.  Else  might  the  world  convince  of  leyity 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counsels  : 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  your  full  consent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms  ? 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour. 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  Yet,  I  protest. 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  should  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit. 

Pri,  Paris,  you  speak 
Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights  : 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  &e  gall ; 
So  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praise  at  all. 

Par,  Sir,  I  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  such  a  beauty  brings  with  it ; 
But  1  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  the  ransack'd  queen. 
Disgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  shame  to  me. 
Now  to  deliver  her  possession  up, 
On  terms  of  base  compulsion  ?  Can  it  be, 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this. 
Should  once  set  footing  in  your  generous  bosoms  t 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party. 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  draw. 
When  Helen  is  defended  ;  nor  none  so  noble. 
Whose  life  were  ill  bestow'd,  or  death  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  subject :  then,  1  say, 
Well  may  we  fig^t  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well. 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 

HecU  Paris,  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  said  well ; 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  hand 

fS]  XTMarte^-corraptj  cfaan^  to  •  woiw  ftate.  JOfiNSOK 
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Have  gloz'd,-=-but  superficially  f  not  much 

Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thought 

Unfit  to  hear  moral  philosophy  :* 

The  reasons,  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
p,  To  the  hot  passion  of  distemper'd  blood, 
g   Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 

-f Twixt  right  and  wrong  ;(|;or  pleasure,  and  revenge, 
i  /Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
/Of  any  true  decision. ^  Nature  craves, 

All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners  ;  Now 

What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 

Than  wife  is  to  the  husband  ?  if  this  law 

Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection ; 

And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence* 

To  their  benumbed  wills,^  resist  the  same ; 

There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation. 

To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 

Most  disobedient  and  refractory.* 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king, — 

As  it  is  known  she  is, — these  moral  laws 

Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  speak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  retum'd  :  Thus  to  persist 

In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong. 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     Hector's  opinion 

Is  this,  in  way  of  truth  :*  yet,  nevertheless, 

My  spritely  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 

In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still ; 

For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 

Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro.  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  design 

Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 

Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens,' 

I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 

[91  To  ghze.  in  this  instance,  rowans  to  insinwde  :  but,  in  Shakespeare,  to  eonumidm 
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Spent  more  in  her  defence.     But,  worthy  Hector, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown  ; 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds  ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  heat  down  our  foes. 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us  : 
For,  I  presume,  hrave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage    of  a  promis'd  glory. 
As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action. 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Hect.  I  am  yours, 
You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus  :— 
I  have  a  roisting  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nohles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits  : 
I  was  adv^rtis'd,  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation  in  the  army  crept  ;^ 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.  [Exeml 

SCENE  III. 
The  Grecian  Camp,    Before  Achilles'  Tent.    Enter  Thbr- 

SITES. 

Ther.  How  now,  Thersites  ?  what,  lost  in  the  lahyrinth 
of  thy  fury  ?  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus  ?  he 
beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him :  O  worthy  satis&ctioa ! 
'would  it  were  otherwise  ;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whibt 
he  railed  at  me  :  'Sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  conjure  amd  raise 
devils,  but  I'll  see  some  issue  of  my  spiteful  execrations. 
Then  there's  Achilles, — a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be 
not  taken  till  these  two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  stand 
till  they  fall  of  themselves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter 
of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king  of  gods ; 
and,  Mercury,  lose  all  the  serpentine  craft  of  tfiy  Cwduce- 
us ;  if  ye  take  not  that  little,  little,  less  than  little  wit  from 
them  that  they  have  !  which  short-armed  ignorance  itself 
knows  is  so  abundant  scarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention 
deliver  a  fly  from  a  spider,  without  drawing  their  massy 
irons,  and  cutting  the  web.*  Afler  this  the  vengeance  oft 
the  whole  camp !  or,  rather,  the  bone-ache  \  for  tiiali 
methinks,  is  the  curse  dependent  on  those  that  war  for  a  / 
placket.     I  have  said  my  prayers  ;  and  devil,  envy,  Uf  \ 

Amen. — ^What,  ho !  my  lord  Achilles  !  / 

»  '  ,   ,         I— 

[7]  Emalation  is  Ldw  never  ttsed  in  an  ill  fences  but  Sliakespeare  ifie«nltBM|fl9 
It  00.  MALONE.       £mM/atJbn— Envy,  facthNM  contention.       JOHIfSOMr 
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Enter  Patroclus. 

Pair.  Who's  there  ?  Thersites  ?  Good  Therrites,  cone 
in  and  rail. 

Thet,  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  coanterfeity 
thou  wouldest  not  have  slipped  out  of  my  contemplation  : 
but  it  is  DO  matter ;  Thyself  upon  thyself!  The  common 
curse  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great 
revenue !  heaven  bless  thee  from  a  tutor,  and  discipline 
come  not  near  thee  !  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  till 
thy  death  !  then  if  she,  that  lays  thee  out,  says — thou  art 
a  feir  corse,  Pll  be  sworn  and  sworn  upon*t,  she  never 
shrouded  any  but  lazars.     Amen.     Where's  Achilles  ? 

PcUr.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  wast  thou  in  prayer  ? 

Ther,  Ay  ;  The  heavens  hear  me  ! 

Enter  Achilles. 

AehU.  Who's  there  ? 

PcUr.  Thersites,  my  lord. 

AchiL  Where,  where  ? — ^Art  thou  come  ?  Why,  my 
cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  served  thyself  in 
to  my  table  so  many  meals  ?  Come ;  what's  Agamenmon  ? 

Ther,  Thy  commander,  Achilles  ; — ^Then  tell  me,  Pa- 
troclus, what's  Achilles  ? 

Pair.  Thy  lord,  Thersites  ;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thyself  ? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus ;  Then  tell  me,  Patro- 
clus, what  art  thou  ? 

Patr.  Thou  mayest  tell  that  knowest. 

AchU.  O,  teU,  tell. 

ITur.  I'll  decline  the  whole  question.*  Agamemnon 
conmiands  Achilles ;  Achilles  is  my  lord  ;  I  am  Patroclus' 
knower  ;  and  Patroclus'  is  a  fool. 

PcUr.  You  rascal ! 

Ther.  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

AchU.  He  is  a  privileged  man. — Proceed,  Thersites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a  fool ;  Ther- 
sites is  a  fool  ;  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

AchU.  Derive  this  ;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  Achil- 
les ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon  ; 
Thersites  is  a  fool  to  serve  such  a  fool ;  and  Patroclus  is 
a  fool  positive.* 

Pair.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 


U 


Deduce  the  quettioii  from  the  fin t  case  to  the  but  JOHNSON. 

Tfte  poet  it  ftlll  thinking  of  his  grammar.  MALONE. 
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Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  proyer. — ^It  suffices  me, 
bou  art.     Look  you,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulysses,  Nbstor,  DioMEDEs,anJ  Ajax. 

AcML  Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobody  :— Come  in 
with  me,  Thersites.  [Exit, 

Ther.  Here  is  such  patchttj^  such  ju^ling,  and  sach 
knavery  !  All  the  argument  is,  a  cuckold,  and  a  whore  *, 
A  good  quarrel,  to  draw  emulous  factions,  and  bleed  to 
death  upon.  Now  the  dry  serpigo  on  the  subject !'  and 
war,  and  lechery,  confound  all !  [Exit 

Aga.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Pair,  Within  his  tent ;  but  ill-dispos'd,  my  lord. 

Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him,  that  we  are  here. 
He  shent  our  messengers  ;*  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appcrtainments,  visiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  so  ;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  place. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Pair,  I  shall  say  so  to  him.  [£rtf. 

Ulyn.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ; 
He  is  not  sick. 

Ajax,  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart :  youmaycsD 
it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man  ;  but,  by  my 
head,  'tis  pride.  But  why,  why  ?  let  him  show  us  a  cause, 
—A  word,  my  lord.  [Takes  Agak.  andi 

Nest,  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Ulyss,  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

Nest,  Who  ?  Thersites  ? 

Ulyss,  He. 

Nest,  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  haye  lost  his 
argument. 

Ulyss,  No,  you  see,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his  ar- 
gument ;  Achilles. 

Nest,  All  the  better ;  their  fraction  is  more  our  wish, 
than  their  faction  :  But  it  was  a  strong  composure,  a  fed 
could  disunite. 

Ulyss.  The  amity,  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folly  may  ea- 
sily untie.     Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Re-enter  Patroclus. 
Nest,  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyss,  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtesy: 
his  legs  are  legs  for  necessity,  not  for  flexure. 

£3]  The  serpigo  is  a  kind  of  tetter.    See  Mtaiunft  Muumni        S 
f^  Reboked,  rated.  WARBDRTOIT. 
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PcUr,  Achilles  bids  me  say — ^he  is  much  sorry, 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  greatness,  and  this  noble  state, 
To  call  upon  him  ;  he  hopes,  it  is  no  other. 
Bat,  for  your  health  and  your  digestion  sake. 
An  after-dinner's  breath.' 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus  ; — 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answers  : 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn. 
Cannot  out-fly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath  ;  and  much  the  reason 
.Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him  :  yet  all  his  virtues, — 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  part  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lose  their  gloss  ; 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholesome  dish. 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.     Go  and  tell  him. 
We  come  to  speak  with  him  :  And  you  shall  not  sin. 
If  you  do  say — ^we  think  him  over-proud. 
And  under-honest ;  in  self-assumption  greater, 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  than  himself 
Here  tend  the  savage  strangeness  he  puts  on ; 
Disguise  the  holy  strength  of  their  command. 
And  under-write'  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance  ;  yea,  watch 
Hb  pettish  lunes,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 
Rode  on  lus  tide.     Go,  tell  him  this  ;  and  add. 
That,  if  he  over-hold  his  price  so  much. 
We'll  none  of  him  ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report — 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war  c 
A  stirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give 
Before  a  sleeping  giant : — Tell  him  so. 

Patr,  I  shjdl ;  and  bring  his  answer  presently.     [Exit, 

Aga,  In  second  voice  we'll  not  be  satisfied. 
We  come  to  speak  with  him. — Ulysses,  enter.  [Exe.  Ulys. 

AjoLx.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Aga,  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

Ajax,  Is  he  so  much  ?  Do  you  not  think,  he  thinks  him* 
•elf  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 

Aga.  No  question. 

*    r51  JBreacA,  In  the  present  instance,  stands  for  hreatkiHg^  exercise.      STESyEK& 
tq  To  subMTlbe,  in  Sbakespewre,  Is  to  obey.  JOHNSON. 
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Ajax.  Will  yofa  subscribe  his  thoagfat,  and  sqr — be  is ! 

Aga.  No,  noble  Ajax  ;  you  are  as  strong,  as  Taliaat, « 
wise,  no  less  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether 
more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  shoald  a  man  be  proud  T  how  doth  pride 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Aga,  Your  mind's  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  yout  virtues 

the  fairer.  (  He  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himself:  pride  is  hu 

iown  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle  ;  and  what- 

IBver  praises  itself  but  in  the  deed,  deyours  the  deed  in 

the  praise.  ) 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engender- 
ing of  toads. 

Jfest.  [asi.]  And  yet  he  loves  himself :  Is  it  not  strange ! 

Re-enter  Ulysses. 

Ulyss.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Aga.  What's  his  excuse  ? 

Ulyss.  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 
But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose. 
Without  observance  or  respect  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  self-admission. 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  request. 
Content  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  us  ? 

Ulyss.  Things  small  as  nothing,  for  request's  sake  only, 
He  makes  important :  Possess'd  he  is  with  grieatness ; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath  :  imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  swoln  and  hot  discourse. 
That,  'twixt  hih  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  down  himself:  What  should  I  say  ? 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of  it 
Cry — JSfo  recovery.'^ 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. — 
Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent : 
*Tis  said,  he  holds  you  well ;  and  will  be  led. 
At  your  request,  a  little  from  himself. 

Ulyss.  O,  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  so  ! 
We'll  consecrate  the  steps  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles  :  Shall  the  proud  lord, 


(71  Dr.  Hodges,  in  his  Treatiae  on  the  Plarue^  says :  "  Spots  of  a  dark  ( 
wuany  calted  tolx«u,  and  looked  on  as  the  pledges  or  forwamings  of  rf<wrfi^  ara  _ 
Htte  aid  distinct  blaists,  which  have  their  original  from  withia,  ead  rite  «p  with  •* 
Uttle  pyramidal  protuberauce,  the  pestilential  poison  chiefly  eoUected  at  tbtir  ' 
laintlng  the  neighbouring  parts,  and  reaching  to  ^  surface.*  &fi£IK 
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f    That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam  f 
II    And  never  suffers  matter  of  the  world 
i    Enter  his  thoughts, — save  such  as  do  revolye 
And  ruminate  himself, — shall  he  he  worshipped 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 
Must  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nohly  acquir'd ; 
Nor»  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  merit. 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is, 
By  going  to  Achilles  ; 
That  were  to  inlard  his  fat-already  pride  ; 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burof 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion.^ 
This  lord  go  to  him !  Jupiter  forbid  ; 
And  say  in  thunder — AchiUeSy  go  to  him. 

Nest.  O,  this  is  well ;  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him.  [And§. 

Dio.  And  how  his  silence  drinks  up  this  applause  !    LAsL 

Ajax,  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  arm'd  fist  FU  pash  him 
Over  the  face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheeze  his  pride  :' 
hei  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyu.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow, 

fiTest.  How  he  describes 
Himself!  [AMk* 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  sociable  ? 

Ulyss,  The  raven 
Chides  blackness.  [Asidi* 

Ajax.  I  will  let  his  humours  blood. 

Aga.  He'll  be  physician,  that  should  be  the  patient 

[And4. 

Ajax.  An  all  men 
Were  o'my  mind, 

Ulyss.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fashion.  [Anck. 

Ajax.  He  should  not  bear  it  so, 

He  should  eat  swords  first :  Shall  pride  carry  it  ? 

rsi  Swine-team^  in  the  north,  b  kof$4ard.  RITSON.  ^ 

[9]  Cancer  is  the  Crab^n  sign  in  the  zodiack.  The  same  thoueht  is  mort  dflWly 
CfzpressM  bv  Thomson,  whose  words  on  this  occasion,  are  a  sufficient  illustration  qI 
•or  aothors : 

**■  And  Cancer  reddens  with  the  $olar  blaxeJ*  STEEVENS. 

ri]  To  eenA  or  eurry^  is  the  meaning  of  the  word  here.  Kersey,  in  his  Dietionarpf 
1708,  surs  that  it  is  a  sea  term,  and  tliat  it  signifies,  to  separate  a  cal>le  by  untwitdnf^ 
ttM  cndi }  and  Dr.  Johnson  giyes  a  similar  account  or  iis  original  meaning.  Bm 
wbatever  may  have  been  the  origin  of  Ihe  expression,  it  undoubtedly  signlltfcl,  is 
mm  •wtthor^  tbne,  to  beat,  knock,  strike  or  whip.  ]tfALOJN£. 
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Kt$t.  An  'twonldj,  you'd  carry  half.  [^iwfc. 

Ulyss.  He'd  have  ten  shares.  •  [Awfc. 

Ajax.  I'll  knead  him,  I  will  make  him  supple  : — = — 

Nt$t.    He's  not  yet  thorough  warm  :  force  him  with 
praises  :* 
Pour  in,  pour  in  ;  his  amhition  is  dry.  [A$iii. 

Ulyss,  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  dislike. 

Jiest.  O  nohle  general,  do  not  do  so.  [To  AoiM. 

Dio.  You  must  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Ulyss.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  man — but  'tis  before  his  face  ; 
I  will  be  silent. 

J^est,  Wherefore  should  you  so  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  AchiUes  is. 

Ulyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant 

Ajax.  A  whoreson  dog,  that  shall  palter  thus  with  as  ^ 
I  would,  he  were  a  Trojan  I 

J^est.  What  a  vice 
Were  it  in  Ajax  now 

fJlyss.  If  he  were  proud? 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praise  ? 

Ulyss.  Ay,  or  surly  borne  ? 

Dio.  Or  strange,  or  self-affected  ?  [posare  ; 

Ulyss.  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of  sweet  com' 
Praise  him  that  got  thee,  she  that  gave  thee  sack  :* 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice-fam'd,  beyond  all  erudition  : 
But  he  that  disciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain. 
And  give  him  half :  and,  for  thy  vigour, 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  sinewy  Ajax.     I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom. 
Which,  like  a  bourn ,^  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 
Thy  spacious  and  dilated  parts  :  Here's  Nestor, — 
Instructed  by  the  antiquary  fSmes, 
He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise  ; — 
But  pardon,  father  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax',  and  your  brain  so  temper'd. 
You  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

J'oroehlm—Ue.  stuff  him.    Famr,  Fr.  STEEVENS. 

Iiat  shall  JugFle  with  us,  or  fhr  from  his  engagements.  BffALONE. 

his  is  fhrni  St.  JOuke,  %.i.  27.  ^  Blessed  is  the  womb  that  bare  thee,  and  fhi 
It  thou  hast  sueked.**  STEEVENS. 

bmsm  is  a  boundaiyi  and  sometimes  a  rivtdet  dividing  one  plaM 
STEEVENS. 
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Jtjax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

//3^»/.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Dio,  Be  rulM  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

Ulyss,  There  is  do  tarrying  here  ;  the  hart  AchillM 
Keeps  thicket.     Please  it  our  great  general 
To  call  together  all  his  state  of  war  ; 
Fresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy :  To-morrow, 
We  mast  with  all  our  main  of  power  stand  &st : 
And  here's  a  lord,— come  knights  from  east  to  wcflt» 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  best. 

Aga.  Go  we  to  council,  let  Achilles  sleep  : 
Lig^t  boats  sail  swift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deepw 

[ExeuuL 

ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. — Troy.    A  Room  tn  Priav^s  Pdlaee.    Bntep 

Pandarus  and  a  Servant. 

Pan.  Friend  !  you !  pray  you,  a  word :  Do  not  yo« 
follow  the  young  lord  Paris  ? 

Serv.  Ay>  sir,  when  he  goes  before  me» 

Pan*  Tou  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Pan,  You  do  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ;  I  must 
needs  praise  him. 

Serv,  The  lord  be  praised ! 

Pan,  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  'Faith,  sir,  superficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better  ;  I  am  the  !ord  Pandaros* 

Serv.  I  hope,  I  shall  know  your  honour  better. 

Pan.  I  do  desire  it. 

Serv.  You  are  in  the  state  of  grace.         IMusic  wiihtn^ 

Pan.  Grace !  not  so,  friend  ;  honour  and  lordship  are 
my  titles  : — ^What  music  is  this  ? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  sir ;  it  is  music  io.  parts.^ 

Pan.  Know  you  the  musicians  1 

Serv.  Wholly,  sir* 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Serv.  To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Pan.  At  whose  pleausure,  friend  T 

Serv.  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  lore  music. 

Pan.  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  I  command,  sir  t 

Pan..  Friendy  we  understand  not  one  anc^er ;  I  an 

a9« 
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too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning :  At  whose  request 
do  these  men  play  ? 

Serv.  That's  to't,  indeed,  sir :  Marry,  sir,  at  the  re- 
quest of  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  person  ;  with  him^ 
Uie  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-hlood  of  beauty,  lore's  in?i« 
iible  soul,^ 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin  Cressida  ? 

Serv.  No,  sir,  Helen  ;  Could  you  not  find  out  that  by 
her  attributes  ? 

Pan,  It  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast  not  seen  the 
lady  Cressida.  I  come  to  speak  with  Paris  from  the 
prince  Troilus  :  I  will  make  a  complimental  assault  upon 
him,  for  my  business  seeths. 

Serv.  Sodden  business  !  there's  a  stewed  phrase,  indeed '. 
Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan,  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  £dr  com- 
pany !  fair  desires,  in  all  fair  measure,  fairly  guide  them ! — 
especially  to  you,  fair  queen  !  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair 
pillow! 

Helen,  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  £dr  words. 

Pan.  You  speak  your  fair  pleasure,  sweet  queen. — 
Fair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  cousin  :  and,  by  my  life,  you 
shall  make  it  whole  again  ;  you  shall  piece  it  out  with  a 
piece  of  your  performance  : — Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  sir, 

Pan.  Rude  in  sooth  ;  in  good  sooth,  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  said,  my  lord !  well,  you  say  so  in  fits.* 

Pan,  I  have  business  to  my  lord,  dear  queen  :•— My 
lord,  will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word  ? 
^  Helen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out ;  we'll  hear  yon 
smg,  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  sweet  queen,  you  are  pleasant  with  me. — 
But  (marry)  thus,  my  lord, — ^My  dear  lord,  and  most  es- 
teemed friend,  your  brother  Troilus — 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus  ;  honey-sweet  lord, — 

Pan.  Go  to,  sweet  queen,  go  to  : — commends  himself 
most  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody ;  If  you 
do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  i 

Vn  This  may  mean,  the  aoul  of  lore  inrisible  etery  where  eke.  JOBKBOB* 

m  In  fits— that  iSjBow  and  tbeni  bgr  fits.  8TEEVKNS. 
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Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen  ;  that's  a  sweet  queen, 
i'faith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady  sad,  is  a  sour  offence. 

Pan.  Nay,  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn  ;  that  shall  it 
not,  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  such  words  ;  no, 
no. — ^And,  my  lord,  he  desires  you,  that,  if  the  king  call 
for  him  at  supper,  you  will  make  his  excuse. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen, — ^my  very  very  sweet 
queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand  ?  Where  sups  he  to-night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  hut  my  lord, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen  ? — My  cousin  will  fall 
out  with  you. — You  must  not  know  where  he  sups. 

Par.  m  lay  my  life,  with  my  deposer  Cressida." 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  you  are  wide  ;*  come, 
your  deposer  is  sick. 

Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excuse.  ' 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord.  Why  should  you  say — Cres- 
sida  ?  no,  your  poor  deposer's  sick. 

Par.  I  spy.* 

Pan.  You  spy !  what  do  you  spy  ? — Come,  give  me  an 
instrument, — ^Now,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you 
have,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  my  lord 
Paris. 

Pan.  He !  no,  she'll  none  of  him  ;  they  two  are  twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make  them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this  :  I'll  sing 
you  a  song  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.  By  my  troth,  sweet 
lord,  thou  hast  a  fine  forehead. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 

Helen.  Let  thy  song  be  love  :  this  love  will  undo  us  all. 
O,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid ! 

'  Pan.  Love !  ay,  that  it  shall,  i'faith. 

^1  ■  I  ■ 

£0]  The  dialogue  should  perhaps  be  regulated  thus } 

•*  Par.  Vlj  cousin  will  fall  out  with  you.  [T0  Helen, 

Pan.  You  must  not  know  where  he  sups^         ^   _  \7e  Parh, 


Cressida.** 
'i&d  devoMd  her  In  tlw  affecdont  of 
Troiloti  whom  Pandarus,  in  a  preceding  scene*,  is  ready  to  swear  she  hved  more  them 
Pmrie.    RIT80N.       [1]  That  is,  wide  of  your  mark ;  a  common  exclamatioo  when 
•■  ardier  rained  his  aim.  6TEEVENS. 

m  The  mual  exclamation  at  a  childish  same  called  His,  4py,Aie.      8TEEVXMS 


JETe/en.  Ill  lay  my  life  with  mv  deposer  Cressl 
She  calls  Cressida  her  depoeer^  because  she  ^had  devoted 
iniUu,  whom  Pandarus,  in  a  preceding  scene,  is  ready  to 
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Par.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  notking  but  lore. 
Pan.  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so  : 

IfOve,  l(yve,  nothing  but  Icrve^  sHll  more! 
For,  oh,  lvD€*8  how. 
Shoots  huck  and  doe: 
The  shaft  confounds. 
Not  that  it  wowids. 
But  tickles  still  the  sore. 

These  lovers  cry — Oh!  oh!  they  die! 

Yet  that  which  seems  the  wound  to  kiU^ 
Doth  turn  oh  !  oh  !  to  ha  !  Aa  /  he  ! 

So  dying  love  lives  still: 
Oh!  oh!  a  while,  but  ha!  ha!  ha ! 
Oh!  oh!  groans  out  for  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Hey  ho  I 

Helen.  In  love,  i^aith,  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nose. 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love  ;  and  that  breedl 
hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts^  and  hot 
thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love'?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ? — ^Why,  they  are  vipers  :  Is  love 
a  generation  of  vipers  ?  Sweet  lord,  who's  a-field  to-day  ? 

Par.  Hector,  Deiphobus,  Helenus,  Antenor,  and  all  the 
gallantry  of  Troy  :  I  would  fain  have  armed  to-night,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  so.  How  chance  my  brother 
Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something ; — ^you  know  all, 
lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey-sweet  queen. — ^I  loi^  to  hear  how 
they  sped  to-day.  You'll  remember  your  brother's  excasef 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan,  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan.  I  will,  sweet  queen.         [Exit,  A  retreat  toHnied. 

Par.  They  are  come  from  field  :  let  us  to  Priam's  hall» 
To  greet  the  warriors.     Sweet  Helen,  I  muAt  woo  you 
To  help  unarm  our  Hector  :  his  stubborn  buckles. 
With  these  your  white  enchanting  fingers  tooch'd. 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  steel. 
Or  force  of  Greekish  sinews  ;  you  shall  do  more 

Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 

>  ■      ,         —  I  Mi— I— ^ 

W  However  Ptmdmnu  may  have  ^dmflM  to  (fae  fcca<l  of  this  tptttSU,.  bo  mm 
of  itf  I  am  confident,  than  the  last  five  «r  lis  woids  belong  to  ifaat  ohiirtffr*  Ut  Ml 
•clnr|riW<n'<.  BITSOK. 
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Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  serrant,  Paris  : 
Tea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have  ; 
Yea,  oversbines  ourself. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  [Exeuni, 

SCENE  II. 
The  same,     Pandarus'  Orchard.     Enter  Pandarus  and  a 

Servant^  meeting. 

Pan.  How  now  ?  where's  thy  master  ?  at  my  cousin 
Cressida^s  ? 

Serv.  No,  sir  ;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes. — How  now,  how  now  ? 

Tro.  Sirrah,  walk  off.  [Exit  Servant* 

Pan.  Have  you  seen  my  cousin  ? 

Tro.  No,  Pandarus  :  I  stalk  about  her  door, 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.     O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  swifl  transportance  to  those  fields^ 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deserver  I  O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  shoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings. 
And  fly  with  me  to  Cressid ! 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'the  orchard,  I'll  bring  her  straight 

[Sell. 

Tro.  I  am  giddy ;  expectation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relish  is  so  sweet 
That  it  enchants  my  sense  ;  What  will  it  be. 
When  that  the  watry  palate  tastes  indeed    ^'' 
Love's  thrice-reputed  nectar  ?  death,  I  fear  me ; 
Swooning  destruction  ;  or  some  joy  too  fine. 
Too  8ubtle<<>potent,  tun'd  too  sharp  in  sweetness. 
For  the  capacity  of  my  ruder  powers : 
I  fear  it  much  ;  and  I  do  fear  besides. 
That  I  shall  lose  distinction  in  my  joys ; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  she'll  come  straight :  yon 
must  be  witty  now.  She  does  so  blush,  and  fetches  her 
wind  so  short,  as  if  she  were  frayed  with  a  sprite  :  I'll  fetch 
her.  It  is  the  prettiest  villain : — she  fetches  her  breath 
Hi  short  as  a  new-ta'en  sparrow.  [£xtl 
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Tto.  Even  such  a  passion  doth  embrace  wj  boaon : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feyerous  pulse ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowing  k>ae. 
Like  yassalage  at  unawares  encountering 
The  eye  of  majesty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Cressida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush  ?^  shame's  « 
baby. — Here  she  is  now  :  swear  the  oaths  now  to  her, 
that  you  have  sworn  to  me. — What,  are  you  gone  again  ? 
you  must  be  watched  ere  you  be  made  tame,*  must  yoo  \ 
Uome  your  ways,  come  your  ways  ;  and  you  draw  back- 
ward, we'll  put  you  i'the  fills.* — Why  do  you  not  speak 
to  her  ? — Come,  draw  this  curtaiu,  and  let's*  see  yow 
picture.  Alas  the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  offend  day- 
light !  an  'twere  dark,  you'd  close  sooner.  80,  so ;  rub 
on,  and  kiss  the  mistress.  How  now,  a  kiss  in  fee-farm! 
build  there,  carpenter  ;  the  air  is  sweet.  Nay,  you  sbaQ 
fight  your  hearts  out,  ere  I  part  you.  The  falcon  as  the 
tercel,*  for  all  the  ducks  i'the  river  :  go  to,  go  to. 

Tro.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Pan,  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds  :  but  she'll 
bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  she  call  your  activity 
in  question.  What,  billing  again  ?  Here's — In  witness 
whereof  the  parties  interchangeably'— Come  in,  come  in  ,* 
J'U  go  get  a  fire.  [Exit 

Cres.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Tro.  O  Cressida,  how  often  have  I  wished  me  thus  ? 

Cres.  Wished,  my  lord  ? — The  gods  grant ! — O  my  lord! 

Tro,  What  should  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this  pretty 
abruption  '  what  too  curious  dreg  espies  my  sweet  lady  io 
the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cres.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Tro.  Fears  make  devils  cherubius;  they  never  see  truly. 

Cres.  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leads,  finds  safer 
footing  than  blind  reason  stumbUng  without  fear  :  To  fear 
the  worst,  oft  cures  the  worst. 

Tro.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear  :  in  all  Cu^Md*! 
pageant  there  is  presented  no  monster. 


^  [S]  .H>^J"  ^^  t«>n<^  t>y  beh)?  kept  from  sleep,  and  Uuit  PsuKknis  mouw  daft 
Crestida  shoald  be  tamed.  M  ALONE. 

^(^1]bat  iM,  in  the  shaAs.    FUlhu  provincial  word  used  In  some  camMm  Ar  tUm 
Ae  shafts  of  a  cart  or  wasgon.  H  ALONE. 

(«]  Pandams  means,  that  be*ll  match  hb  niece  against  her  lover  ftr  any  fcUb 

TUeOBALD.—- — I  think  we  should  rather  read.—- ~a<  the  teroeL  TntwBm 
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'        Crt$.  No  nothiiig  monstrous  neither  ? 

Tro.  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings  ;  when  we  vow  to 
weep  seas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tigers  ;  thinking  it 
harder  for  our  mistress  to  derise  imposition  enough,  than 
for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  imposed.  This  is  the 
moi^struosity  in  love,  lady, — that  the  will  is  infinite,  and 
the  execution  confined  ;  that  the  desire  is  boundless,  and 
the  act  a  slave  to  limit. 

Crt9.  They  say,  all  lovers  swear  more  performance  than 
they  are  able,  and  yet  reserve  an  ability  that  they  never 
penorm ;  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten,  and 
discharging  less  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that 
have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they 
not  monsters  ? 

Tto,  Are  there  such  ?  such  are  not  we  :  Praise  us  as  we 
are  tasted,  allow  us  as  we  prove  ;  our  head  shall  go  bare, 
till  merit  crown  it :  no  perfection  in  reversion  shall  have 
a  praise  in  present :  we  will  not  name  desert,  before  his 
birth  ;  and,  being  born,  his  addition  shall  be  humble.* 
Few  words  to  fair  faith  :  Troilus  shall  be  such  to  Cressid, 
as  what  envy  can  say  worst,  shall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth  ; 
and  what  truth  can  speak  truest,  not  truei  than  Troilus 

€>r9»^  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  Pandarus, 

Pan,  What,  blushing  still?  have  you  not  done  talkmg  yet? 

Ores.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,'!  dedicate  to  you. 

Pan,  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy  of  you, 
you'll  give  him  me  :  Be  true  to  my  lord  :  if  he  flinch, 
chide  me  for  it. 

Tro,  You  know  now  your  hostages  ;  your  uncle's  word, 
«>d  my  firm  faith. 

Pan,  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too  ;  our  kindred, 
though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed,  they  are  con- 
stant, being  won  :  they  are  burs,  I  can  tell  you  ;  they'll 
stick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Cres,  Boldness  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me  heart ; 
— Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro.  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to  win  ? 

Cres,  Hard  to  seem  won  ;  but  I  was  won,  my  lord. 
With  the  first  glance  that  ever — Pardon  me  ; — 

m  W«  will  ghre  him  no  high  or  poropoiu  titles.  JOHNSON. 

Amdkitn  If  stUl  the  terra  used  by  comreyaooers  in  describing  die  quali^  and 
4lttoBarthepwtieftodeedi,4cc  R££D. 
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If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant 

I  lore  you  now ;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 

But  I  might  master  it : — in  faith,  I  lie  ; 

My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 

Too  headstrong  for  their  mother  :  See,  we  fools  1 

Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  shall  be  true  to  us. 

When  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves  ? 

But,  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 

And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man  ; 

Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 

Of  speaking  first.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue ; 

For,  in  this  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak 

The  thing  I  shall  repent.     See,  see,  your  silence. 

Cunning  in  dumbness,  from  my  weakness  draws 

My  very  soul  of  counsel :  Stop  my  mouth. 

Tro.  And  shall,  albeit  sweet  music  issues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Ores,  My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me  ; 
Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to  beg  a  kiss  : 
I  am  asham'd  ; — O  heavens  !  what  have  I  done  ?— 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Tro.  Your  leave,  sweet  Cressid  ? 

Pan.  Leave !  an  you  take  leave  till  to-morrow  morn- 
ing,  

Cres,  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Tro.  What  offends  you,  lady  ? 

Cres.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Tro.  You  cannot  shun 
Yourself. 

Cres.  Let  me  go  and  try : 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you  ; 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will  leave, 
To  be  another's  fool.     I  would  be  gone  i — 
Where  is  my  wit  ?  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 

Tro.  Well  know  they  what  they  speak,  that  speak  so 
wisely. 

Cres.  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  show  more  craft  than  love ; 
And  fell  so  roundly  to  a  large  confession. 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts  :  But  you  are  wise  ; 
Or  else  you  love  not ;  For  to  be  wise,  and  love,   \ 
Exceeds  man's  might  ;^  that  dwells  with  gods  aboye«~^ 


[Tl  Cres8ida*8  meaning  is  this :  "  Perchance  I  fell  too  roandlj  to  confriiioB,iiw^. 
dcr  to  angle  for  yoar  thoug^s ;  but  yoo  are  not  so  easily  taken  in ;  jm  m 
loo  wise,  or  too  indifferent ;  for  to  be  wise  and  love,  exceeds  man^  inirBL* 
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Tro,  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  he  in  a  iromAOi 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  presume  in  you,) 
To  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  lore  \ 
To  keep  her  constancy  in  plight  and  youth. 
Out-living  heauty's  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  swifter  than  hlood  decays  I 
Or,  that  persuasion  could  hut  thus  convince  me/^*— 
That  my  mtcgrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  he  affronted  with  the  match^  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love  ; 
How  were  I  then  uplifted  !  but,  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplicity, 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cres,  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Tro.  O  virtuous  fight. 
When  right  with  right  wars  who  shall  be  most  ri^t ! 
True  swains  in  love  shall,  in  the  world  to  come, 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  :  when  their  rhymes, 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  big  compare,* 
Want  similes,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration,— 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon,^ 
As  sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre,—* 
Yet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth, 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited,* 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up  the  verse,* 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cres,  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 
If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth. 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself, 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  the  stones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow'd  cities  up, 
And  mighty  states  characterless  are  grated 
To  dusty  nothing  ;  yet  let  memory, 

[8]  I  wish  «  my  integrity  might  be  met  and  matched  with  fudi  equtllQr  and  forei 
of  pure  mimingied  love."  JOHNSON. 

[91  Comjvore,  that  is,  comparison.  6TEEVENS. 

[1]  Plantage  to  the  nwon-* — alluding  to  the  common  opinion  of  the  InfluenM 
Ui«  moon  hu  OT«r  wliat  i«  planted  or  sown,  wliich  was  tnerefore  done  ia  the  !«• 
creaset 

"Rite  Latonee  puprum  canentes: 
Rite  crescentem  face  noctilucam, 
Prosperam  fruguni, .»»       Uor.  Lib.  IV.  Od.  vl.         WARBURTOH 

From  a  book  entitled  The  pr^tMe  Art  of  Oardening.  tac  I  learn,  that  neltk«r 
towing,  planting,  nor  flfrafting,  were  ever  undcrtalten  without  a  scrupulous  attention 
to  the  increase  or  wanhig  of  the  moon.  8TEEVENS. 

|2}  TroihM  shall  orown  the  verse  as  a  man  to  he  cited  a*  the  authentio  onlAor  eftmA  I 
m  ooo  whose  protestations  were  true  to  a  invTerb.  JOHNSON. 

£8]  Thai  kk,  eonehide  it.   Flnirosrwurt  ofut,  8TEEVEN& 

Vol.  T.  40 


4 


470  TROILUS    AND    CRESSIDA.  ACT  UI. 

From  false  to  false,  among  false  maids  iq  love. 

Upbraid  my  falsehood  I  when  they  have  said — as  false 

As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth. 

As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 

Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son  ; 

Yea,  let  them  say,  to  stick  the  heart  of  falsehood. 

As  false  as  Cressid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made  :  seal  it,  seal  it ;  I'll  be  the 
witness. — Here  1  hold  your  hand  ;  here,  my  cousin's.  If 
ever  you  prove  false  one  to  another,  since  I  have  taken 
guch  pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  ^oers-be- 
tween  be  called  to  the  world's  end  after  my  name,  call 
them  all — Pandars  ;  let  all  inconstant  men  be  Troiluses.  all 
false  women  Cressids,  and  all  brokers-bet  we  en  Pandars ! 
say.  Amen. 

Tro,  Amen. 

Cres,  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen.  Whereupon  I  will  show  you  a  chamber 
and  a  bed,  which  bed,  because  it  shall  not  speak  of  year 
pretty  encounters,  press  it  to  death  :  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-tied  maidens  here, 

Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  geer !      \ExevfU 

SCENE  III. 

T%e  Grecian  Camp,     Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulysses,  Diomk- 
DES,  Nestor,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  and  Calchas. 

Cal.  Now,  princes,  for  the  service  I  have  done  you. 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompense.     Appear  it  to  your  mind. 
That,  through  the  sight  I  bear  in  things,  to  Jove 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  possession, 
Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name  ;  expos'd  myself. 
From  certain  and  possess'd  conveniences. 
To  doubtful  fortunes  ;  sequest'ring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  custom,  and  condition, 
Made  tame  and  most  familiar  to  my  nature  ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  strange,  unacquainted  : 
I  do  beseech  you,  as  in  way  of  taste, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 
Out  of  those  many  register'd  in  promise. 
Which,  you  say,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  wouldst  thou  qf  us,  Trojan  ?  make  demaoi 
C^.  You  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  call'd  Antenor, 
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Yesterday  took  ;  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you,  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore,) 
Desir'd  my  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  denied  :  But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wrest  in  their  affairs,* 
That  their  negociations  all  must  slack. 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him  :  let  him  be  sent,  great  princes, 
And  he  shall  buy  my  daughter  ;  and  her  presence 
Shall  quite  strike  off  all  service  I  have  done, 
In  most  accepted  pain 

Aga.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him. 
And  bring  us  Cressid  hither  ;  Calchas  shall  have 
What  he  requests  of  us. — Good  Diomed,  ' 
Furnish  you  fairly  for  this  interchange  : 
Withal,  bring  word — if  Hector  will  to-morrow 
Be  answer'd  in  his  challenge  :  Ajax  is  ready. 

Dio,  This  shall  1  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.      [Exe.  Dio.  and  Calchas. 
Enter  Achtlles  and  Patroclus,  before  their  Tent. 

Ulyss.  Achilles  stands  i'the  entrance  of  his  tent  :— 
Please  it  our  general  to  pass  strangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot ; — and,  princes  all. 
Lay  negligent  and  loose  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  last :  'Tis  like,  he'll  question  me. 
Why  such  unplausive  eyes  are  bent,  why  tum'd  on  him  : 
If  so,  1  have  derision  med'cinable, 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desire  to  drink  ; 
It  may  do  good  :  pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself,  but  pride  ;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

.  Aga.  We'll  execute  your  purpose,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  strangeness  as  we  pass  along  ; — 
So  do  each  lord  ;  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  else  disdainfully,  which  shall  shake  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.     I  will  lead  the  way. 

Achil,  What,  comes  the  general  to  speak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind,  I'll  fight  no  more  'gainst  Troy. 

Aga.  What  says  Achilles  ?  would  he  aught  with  us  ? 

— -•—r 

[4]  H^rttt  means  au  instrument  for  tuning  the  harp  by  drawing  up  the  strlun. 
To  vartM  Is  to  wind.  The  form  of  the  wrest  may  be  seen  in  some  of  to* 
«ld  iBuaimted  service  books,  wherein  David  is  represented  playing  on  hit  harpb 
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Aest.  Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  with  the  general  i 

Achil,  No. 

/{est.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Aga,  The  better.  [Exeunt  Agam.  and  Nkst. 

AchiL  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ?       [Exit,  M^elauSi 

Achil.  What,  does  the  cuckold  scorn  me  ?  * 

il/ax.  How  now,  Patroclus  ? 

AchiL  Good-morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha? 

Achil.  Good-morrow. 

Ajax.  Ay  ;  and  good  next  day  too.  \JSxit  Aja3L 

Achil.   What   mean   these   fellows  ?     Know    they  aot 
Achilles  ? 

Pair.  They  pass  by  strangely  :  they  were  us'd  to  bend, 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles  ; 
To  come  as  humbly,  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune. 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too  :  What  the  declin'd  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
/  Show  not  their  meanly  wings,  but  to  the  sunmier ; 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  simply  man, 
Hath  any  honour  ;  but  honour  for  those  honoors 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
\  Prizes  of  accident  as  ofl  as  merit : 
I  Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  8tandei9> 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  slippery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.     But  'tis  not  so  with  me  : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends  ;  1  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  possess. 
Save  these  men's  looks  ;  who  do,  me  thinks,  find  ool 
Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Ulysses ; 

I'll  interrupt  his  reading. 

How  now,  Ulysses  ? 

Ulyss.  Now,  great  Thetis'  son  ? 

Achil.  What  are  you  reading  ? 

Ulyss.  A  strange  fellow  here 
Writes  me.  That  man, — ^how  dearly  ever  parted,* 


[51  Hovtrer  excellently  endowed ;  with  howerer  dear  or  predoos  parti 
r  adorned.  JOHNSON.  *^ 
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How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, — 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hath. 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection  ; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  strange,  Uljsses. 
The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itself 
To  others'  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itself 
(That  most  pure  spirit  of  sense,)  behold  itself. 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself, 
Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  married  there 
Where  it  may  see  itself :  this  is  not  strange  at  alL 

Ulyss.  1  do  not  strain  at  the  position, 
It  is  familiar  ;  but  at  the  author's  drifl : 
Who,  in  his  circumstance,*  expressly  proves — 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  be  much  consisting,) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others  : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aught 
Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applause  [berates 

Where  they  are  extended  ;    which,  like  an  arch,  rever- 
The  voice  again  ;  or  like  a  gate  of  steel 
Fronting  the  bun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his  heat.     I  was  much  rapt  in  this  ; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax.' 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there !  a  very  horse  ;  [are. 

That  has  he  knows  not  what.     Nature,  what  things  Uiere 
Most  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  use  ! 
What  things  again  most  dear  in  the  esteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  !  Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow. 
An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renown'd.     O  heavens,  what  some  men  do. 
While  some  men  leave  to  do  I 
How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall. 
Whiles  others  play  the  ideot  in  her  eyes ! 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  fasting  in  his  wontonness  ! 

In  the  detail  or  drctimductlon  of  his  argument  JOHNSON. 

Ajax,  who  has  abilities  which  were  never  brought  into' view  or  nae.  JGHNB« 
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To  see  these  Grecian  lords  ! — why,  even  alreadj 
They  clap  the  luhher  Ajax  on  the  shoulder  ; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breast. 
And  great  Troy  shrinking. 

Achil.  I  do  believe  it :  for  they  pass'd  by  me, 
-..As  misers  do  by  beggars  ;  neither  gave  to  me 
Tt  Good  word,  nor  look  :  What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  I 
Ulyss.  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
i  Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
I  A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes  : 
'.  Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past :  which  are  deTOor'd 
;  As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done  :  Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 
I  Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
i  Q(jiite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
1 1  In  monumental  mockery.     Take  the  instant  way  x 
j  I  For  honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 
.'  I  Where  one  but  goes  abreast :  keep  then  the  path ; 

■  !  For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons, 

i  i  That  one  by  one  pursue  :  If  you  give  way, 
;  i  Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright, 
I  [  Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by, 

■  j  And  leave  you  hindmost  ;• — 
T    Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fallen  in  first  rank. 


f 
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Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
O'er-run  and  trampled  on  :  Then  what  they  do  ia  ^ 
Though  less  than  yours  in  past,  must  o'ertop  yonn  : 
j  I  For  time  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 
(  I  That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the  hand  ; 
I  I  And  with  his  arms  out-stretch'd,  as  he  would  fiy, 
i  I  Grasps-in  the  comer  :  Welcome  ever  smiles, 
i  :  And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.    O,  let  not  rirtae  seek 
:  :  Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was  ; 
]  '.For  beauty,  wit, 

h  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  m  service, 
e,  friendslup,  charity,  are  subjects  all 
envious  and  calumniating  time. 
|One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin,-*- 
That  all,  with  one  consent,  praise  new-born  gawds. 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  past ; 
And  give  to  dust,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
;  -More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-dustpd.*  1 

(•^  OB!}  I  read:         Andfiotf  to  dust,  UmI  is  a  little  gih,  _       — 

_  More  laud  than  tAcyiBtU  raw  fereUtoV^dasted.     TBJBOBiSM- 

Gfl^iatiieieeondline^isasabstaiiUFe.  M^ONE. 
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The  present  eye  praises  the  present  ohject : 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  c6mplete  man^ 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worship  Ajax ; 
Since  things  in  motion  sooner  catch  the  eye, 
Than  what  not  stirs.     The  cry  went  once  on  thee« 
And  still  it  might ;  and  yet  it  may  agam, 
If  thou  woiildst  not  entomb  thyself  alive, 
And  case  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 
Whose  glorious  deeds,  but  in  these  fields  of  late, 
Made  emulous  missions  'mongst  the  gods  themselyes,* 
And  drave  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achtl.  Of  this  my  privacy 
I  have  strong  reasons. 

Ulyss.  But  'gainst  your  privacy 
The  reasons  are  more  potent  and  heroical : 
Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters.^ 

^chil.  Ha !  known  ? 

IMyss.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  state, 
Knows  almost  every  grain  of  Plutus'  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprehensive  deeps  ; 
Keeps  place  with  thought,*  and  almost,  like  the  gods, 
Does  thoughts  onveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
p*hprfi  IP  a  mysji^ry  Twith  whom  relation 
niiiHif  npver  ii?a^j^1eV  in  the  soul  of  state ; 


Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine. 


Than  hrfiafcjwgr  Jgsiu  .<^.^ve,Axpressure  to ; 

All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 

As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord  ; 

And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 

To  throw  down  Hector,  thah  Polyxena  : 

Bat  it  must  grieve  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  heme. 

When  fanie  shall  in  our  islands  sound  her  trump  ; 

And  all  the  Greekish  girls  shall  tripping  sing,-— > 

Great  Hector* s  sister  did  Achilles  win  ; 

But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him. 

Farewell,  my  lord  :  I  as  your  lover  speak  ; 


[9)  Tbe  meahing  of  imssion  spems  to  be,  despatches  of  the  fodi  from  heaTen 
l%out  mortal  busiuess,  stich  as  often  happened  at  the  siege  of  Tro^.       JOHNSON. 

[1]  Folyxeoa,  in  the  act  of  nmrrylnff  whom,  he  was  afterwards  kiHed  bf  Paris. 
BTEEVENS.  [2]  i.  e.  There  is  in  Uie  provideiKe  of  a  state,  as  in  the  ftrovideno* 
Df  the  universe,  a  kind  of  ubiquity.  WARBURTON. 

Is  there  not  here  seme  alluMon  to  that  sublime  description  of  Vbm  Diirlne  Oianl 
presence  in  the  139th  Ptafm  t  HENLEY. 

fS]  There  is  a  secret  administration  of  aflkirs,  which  nohistorj  wu  ever  abk  !• 
liacoTer.  JOHNSON. 
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The  fool  slides  o'er  the  ice  that  you  should  break.  [Exit. 

Pair.  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  moy'd  you  : 
A  womaD  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
Id  time  of  action.     I  stand  condemn'd  for  this  ; 
They  think,  my  little  stomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  restrains  you  thus  : 
Sweet,  rouse  yourself ;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  fold. 
And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
Be  shook  to  air.  * 

AchiL  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hector  ? 

Pair.  Ay  ;  and,  perhaps,  receive  much  honour  by  hiiOi 

AchiL  I  see,  my  reputation  is  at  stake  ; 
My  fame  is  shrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr,  O,  then  beware  ; 
Those  wounds  heal  ill,  that  men  do  give  themselves : 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger  ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

AchiL  Go  call  Thersites  hither,  sweet  Patroclos  : 
ni  send  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lord  after  the  combat, 
To  see  us  here  unarmed  :  I  have  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  sick  withal, 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his  weeds  of  peace  ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  visage. 
Even  to  my  full  of  view.     A  labour  sav'd  I 

Enter  Thersites. 

Ther.  A  wonder ! 

AchiL  What? 

Ther.    AjaY   goes   up    and  down  the  field,  asking  for 

AchiL  How  so  ?  [himsel£ 

Ther.  He  must  fight  singly  to-morrow  with  Hector  ;  and 
is  so  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling,  that 
he  raves  in  saying  nothing. 

AchiL  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock,  a 

stride,  and  a  stand  :  ruminates,  like  an  hostess,  that  hath 

:  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to  set  down  her  reckoning: 

\  bites  his  lip  with  a  politic  regard,  as  who  should  say — 

)^  there  were  wit  in  this  head,  an  'twould  out ;  and  so  there 

18  ;  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in  a  flint,  which 

will  not  show   without  knocking.    The  man's   undone 
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for  erer ;  for  if  Hector  break  not  his  neck  i'tbe  combat, 
be*ll  break  it  himself  id  yaio-glory.  He  koowt  Dot  me  ; 
I  said,  Gaod-morroWy  Ajax  ;  and  he  replies,  Thanks^  •%<>'* 
vumnon.  What  think  you  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  for 
the  general  ?  He  is  grown  a  very  land-fish,  language^lesf , 
ai  monster.  A  plague  of  opinion  !  A  man  may  wear  it  on 
both  sides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Jichil.  Thou  must  be  my  ambassador  to  him,  Thersites. 

Ther.  Who,  1  ?  why,  he'll  answer  nobody ;  he  profes- 
ses not  answering ;  speaking  is  for  beggars  ;  He  wears  his 
tongue  in  his  arms.  1  will  put  on  his  presence  ;  let  Patro- 
clus  make  demands  to  me,  you  shall  see  the  pageant  of  Ajax. 

Achil.  To  him,  Patroclus  :  Tell  him, — 1  humbly  desire 
the  valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  most  valorous  Hector  to 
come  unarmed  to  my  tent ;  and  to  procure  safe  conduct 
for  his  person,  of  the  magnanimous,  and  most  illustrious, 
six-or-seven-times-honoured  captain-general  of  the  Gre- 
cian army,  Agamemnon.     Do  this. 

Pair.  Jove  bless  great  Ajax. 

Ther.  Humph  ! 

Pair,  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles, 

Ther.  Ha !  . 

Pair,  Who  most  humbly  desires  you,  to  invite  Hector 
to  his  tent !— — - 

Ther.  Humph  I 

Pair.  And  to  procure  safe  conduct  from  Agamemnon. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  ? 

Pair    Ay,  my  lord. 

ner    Ha! 

Pair.  What  say  you  to't  ? 

Ther.  God  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart 

Pair.  Your  answer,  sir. 

TTier.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  o'clodk  it 
will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howsoever,  he  shall  pay  for 
me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pair.  Your  answer,  sir. 

TTier.  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

Achil,  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus.  What  music  will 
be  in  him,  when  Hector  has  knocked  out  his  brains,  I 
know  not :  But,  I  am  sure,  none  ;  unless  the  fiddler  Apol- 
lo get  his  sinews  to  make  catlings  on. 

Jtchil.  Come,  thou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to  him  straight. 

Ther.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horse  ;  for  that  b  the 
more  capable  creature. 
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AchU.  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain  stirr'd  ; 
And  I  myself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

[Exe,  AcHiL.  and  Path. 
Ther.  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 
/•gain,  that  I  might  water  an  ass  at  it !  I  had  rather  be  a 
.'  tick  m  a  sheep,  than  such  a  valiant  ignorance.  [£xiif. 


< 


ACT  lY- 

SCENE  I. — Troy.  A  Street  Enter ^  at  one  side,  JEkeas 
and  Servant^  rmth  a  Torch ;  at  the  other,  Paris,  Deifho- 
Bus,  Antenor,  Diomedes,  and  others y  with  Torches, 

Par,  See,  ho  I  who's  that  there  ? 

Serv,  'Tis  the  lord  ^neas. 

jEne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  person  ? — 
Had  I  so  good  occasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  business 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio,  That's  my  mind  too.— -Good  morrow,  lord  ^neas. 

Par,  A  valiant  Greek,  ^neas  ;  take  his  hand : 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
You  told — how  Diomed,  a  whole  week  by  days. 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

^n<5.  Health  to  you,  valiant  sir. 
During  all  question  of  the  gentle  truce  :* 
But  when  1  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance. 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio,  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm  ;  and,  so  long,  health : 
But  when  contention  and  occasion  meet. 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  force,  pursuit,  and  policy. 

ASne,  And  thou  shalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward. — In  humane  gentleness. 
Welcome  to  Troy !  Now,  by  Anchises'  life, 
Welcome,  indeed  !  By  Venus'  hand  I  swear. 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort. 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Did,  We  sympathise : — Jove,  let  iCneas  five. 
If  to  my  sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thousand  complete  courses  of  the  sun ! 
Bui,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die 
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With  every  joint  a  wound  ;  and  that  to-morrow ! 

JEne,  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio,  We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worse. 

Par.  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greeting, 
The  nohlest  hateful  love,  that  e'er  1  heard  of. — 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

^ne,  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king  ;  but  why,  I  know  not. 

Par,  His  purpose   meets   you  ;*    'Twas   to  bring  this 
To  Calchas'  house  ;  and  there  to  render  him,        [Greek 
For  the  enfreed  Antenor,  the  fair  Cressid. 
Let's  have  your  company  ;  or,  if  you  please, 
Haste  there  before  us  :  I  constantly  do  think, 
(Or,  rather,  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge,) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night ; 
Rouse  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore  :  I  fear. 
We  shall  be  much  unwelcome. 

^ne.  That  I  assure  you  ; 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece^ 
Than  Cressid  borne  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help  ; 
The  bitter  disposition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  so.     On,  lord ;  we'll  follow  you. 

•^ne.  Good  morrow,  all.  [ExiU 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed  ;  'faith,  tell  me  true, 
Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship, — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  best, 
Myself,  or  Menelaus  ? 

Dio.  Both  alike : 
He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  seek  her 
(Not  making  any  scruple  of  her  soilure,) 
With  such  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge  ; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  taste  of  het  dishonour,) 
With  such  a  costly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends  : 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  j* 
You,  like  a  lecher,  out  of  whorish  loins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors  : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  nor  less  nor  more ; 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countrywoman. 
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I  bring  you  hit  meaning'  ond  his  orden.  JOHNSON. 

L  e.  a  pitfoe  of  wine  out  of  wliidi  tlie  spirit  is  ali  flown.  WARBUEIOli^ 
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Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country  ;  Hear  me,  Pahs.— 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  sunk  ;  for  every  scrapie 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  slain  :  since  she  could  speak^ 
She  hath  not  given  so  many  good  words  breath. 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  suffered  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapman  do. 
Dispraise  the  thing  that  you  desire  to  buy  : 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  virtue  well, — 
We'll  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  lies  our  way.  [Extmii* 

SCENE  II. 

Tlie  same.     Court  before  the  House  of  Pandarus.     EiUtr 

Troilus  and  Cressida. 

Tro.  Dear,  trouble  not  yourself;  the  morn  is  cold. 

Cres,  Then,  sweet  my  lord,  I'll  call  mine  uncle  dovvn) 
He  shall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Tro.  Trouble  him  not ; 
To  bed,  to  bed  :  Sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes. 
And  give  as  sofl  attachment  to  thy  senses. 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought  I 

Cres.  Good  morrow  then. 

Tro.  Pr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

Cres.  Are  you  a  weary  of  me  ? 

Tro.  O  Cressida  !  but  that  the  busy  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  hath  rous'd  the  ribald  crows. 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cres.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Tro.  Besbrew  the  witch !  with  venomous  wights'  she 
As  tediously  as  hell ;  but  flies  the  grasps  of  love,     [stayfl^ 
With  wings  more  momentary-swift  than  thought. 
Tou  will  catch  cold,  and  curse  me. 

Cres.  Pr'ythee,  tarry  j — 
You  men  will  never  tarry. — 
O  foolish  Cressid  ! — I  might  have  still  held  off. 
And  then  you  would  have  tarried,  Hark !  there's  one  up 
Pan,  [within.]  What,  are  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 

Tro.  It  is  your  uncle. 

fT\  Ftskifid}  t]Kwe  who  pnctlte  nocturnal  wrcoijr.  6TEEVJSNS. 
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Enter  Pandarus. 

Cres.  A  pestilence  on  him  !  now  will  he  be  mocking :  I 
shall  have  such  a  life, 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maidenheads  ? — 
Here,  you  maid  !  where's  my  consin  Cressid  ? 

Cres.  Go  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle  ! 
You  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ? — ^let  her  say  what  : 
what  have  I  brou^t  you  to  do  ?  [be  good^ 

Cres.  Come,  come  ;  beshrew  your  heart  I  you'll  ne*er 
Nor  suffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha  !  Alas,  poor  wretch  !  a  poor  capoc- 
chia  1* — hast  not  slept  to-night  ?  would  he  not,  a 
naughty  man,  let  it  sleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  ! 

[Knocking 

Cres.  Did  I  not  teD  you  ? — 'would  he  were  knock'd  o* 
the  head ! — 
Who's  that  at  door  ?  Good  ancle,  go  and  see.-^- 
My  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber : 
You  smile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Tro.  Ha,  ha ! 

Cres.  Come,  you  are  deceiv'd,  I  think  of  no  such  thing 

[Knochifsg^ 
— How  earnestly  they  knock ! — Pray  you,  come  in  ; 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  seen  here. 

[Eixeunt  Troilus  and  Crbssida. 

Pan.  [Going  to  the  door.]  Who's  there  ?  what's  the 
matter  ?  will  you  beat  down  the  door  ?  How  now  ?  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Elnter  Mueas. 

^ne.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there  ?  my  lord  ^neas  ?  By  my  troth, 
I  knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you  so  early  ? 

JEne.  Ts  not  prince  Troilus  here  ? 

Pan.  Here  !  what  should  he  do  here  ? 

^ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him  ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  speak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  say  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know, 
I'll  be  sworn  : — ^For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  : 
What  should  he  do  here  ? 

jEne.  Who  ! — nay,  then  : — 
Come,  come,  you'll  do  him  wrong  ere  you  are  'ware  : 

_  ,  -  - — 

[8]  CopoccAto—Italian— signifies  the  thick  head  of  a  club}  and  thence  metapboC 
icaOy,  a  bead  of  not  much  brain,  a  sot,  dullard,  heavy  gulL  TOEOBMS} 
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Toa*ll  be  so  trae  to  him,  to  be  false  to  him. 

Do  not  you  know  of  him,  yet  go  fetch  him  hither  ; 

Go. 

As  Pandarus  u  going  out^  enter  Troilus. 

TVo.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

JEne.  My  lord,  I  scarce  have  leisure  to  salute  you, 

My  matter  is  so  rash  :*  There  is  at  hand 

Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 

The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenor 

Deliyer'd  to  us  ;  and  for  him  forthwith, 

Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  within  this  hour. 

We  must  giye  up  to  Diomedes'  hand 

The  lady  Cressida. 

Tro,  Is  it  so  concluded  ? 

JEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  state  of  Troy : 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it 

Tro.  How  my  achievements  mock  me ! 
I  will  go  meet  them :  and,  my  lord  £neas. 
We  met  by  chance  ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

JEne.  Good,  good,  my  lord  ;  the  secrets  of  nature 
Have  not  more  gifl  in  taciturnity.  [Exe.  Tro.  and  JEne. 

Pan,  Is't  possible  ?  no  sooner  got,  but  lost  ?  The  devil 
take  Antenor !  the  young  prince  will  go  mad.  A  plague 
upon  Antenor !  I  would,  they  had  broke's  neck  ! 

Enter  Cressida. 

Cret,  How  now  ?  What  is  the  matter  ?  Who  was  here  ! 

Pan.  Ah,ahi  [gone! 

Ores.  Why  sigh  you  so  profoundly  ?  where's  my  lord 
Tell  me,  sweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as  I  am 
above! 

Ores.  O  the  gods  ! — ^what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Pr'ythee,  get  thee  in  ;  'Would  thou  hadst  ne'ei 
been  bom  !  I  knew,  thou  would'st  be  his  death  : — O  pool 
gentleman ! — ^A  plague  upon  Antenor  ! 

Cres.  Good  uncle,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees, 
I  beseech  you,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  be  gone  ; 
thou  art  changed  for  Antenor :  thou  must  to  thy  fether, 
and  be  gone  from  Troilus  ;  'twill  be  his  death  ;  'twill  be 
his  bane  ;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cres.  O  you  immortal  gods ! — 1  will  not  go. 

Pan    Thou  must. 

Cq  My  busiiiefsis  lo  hasty  and  lo  abitipt  JOHNSON. 
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Cret.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I  haye  forgot  my  fidlier ; 
I  know  no  touch  of  consanguinity  ; 
No  kin,  no  lore,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me, 
Ab  the  fweet  Troilus. — O  you  gods  diyine  ! 
Bfake  Cressid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falsehood. 
If  ever  she  leave  Troilus  !  Time,  force,  and  death. 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can  ; 
But  the  strong  base  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth. 
Drawing  all  things  to  it — I'll  go  in,  and  weep  , — 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cres.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  scratch  my  praised  cheeks; 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  sobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  sounding  Troilus.     I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

[ExewU 
SCENE  III. 

The  same.     Before  Pindarus'  House,   Enter  Paris,  Troi- 
lus, JEneas,  Deifhobus,  AnTEifOR,  and  Diomxdes. 

Par,  It  is  great  morning  ;  and  the  hour  prefixed 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  ^t  upon  : — Good  my  brother  Troilus. 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do. 
And  haste  her  to  the  purpose. 

Tro.  Walk  into  her  house  ; 
Vll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  presently  : 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar  ;  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  priest,  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart.  [ExU* 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love  ; 
And  'would,  as  I  shall  pity,  I  could  help ! — 
Please  you,  walk  in,  my  lords.  [ExevnU 

SCENE  IV. 

77^6  same,    A  Room  in  Pandarus'  House,  Enter  Paitdarvs 

and  Cressida. 

Pan,  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cres    Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste, 
And  violenteth  in  a  sense  as  strong 
As  that  which  causeth  it :  How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affection. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate. 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
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If  7  lore  admits  do  qualifying  droM  : 
No  more  my  grief,  m  such  a  precious  loas. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes. — ^Ah,  sweet  ducks ! 

Oes.  O  Troilus  I  Troilus  I  [Elmbracing  him. 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  is  here  !  Liet  me  em- 
brace too  :  O  hearty — as  the  goodly  saying  is, 

0  hearty  o  heavy  heart. 

Why  sigh'st  thou  without  breaking  ? 
where  he  answers  again, 

Because  thou  canst  not  ease  thy  smart. 
By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking. 
There  was  never  a  truer  rhyme.     Let  us  cast  away  no- 
thing, for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  such  a  verse  ;  we 
•ee  it,  we  see  it. — How  now,  lambs'? 

Tro,  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain'd  a  purity. 
That  the  blest  gods — as  angry  with  my  fancy. 
More  bright  in  2eal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  hps  blow  to  their  deities, — ^take  thee  from  me. 

Cres.  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay  ;  it  is  too  plain  a  case. 

Cres.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  must  go  from  Troy  7 

Tro.  A  hateful  truth. 

Cres.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Tro.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cres.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Tro.  And  suddenly  ;  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  justles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embraces,  strangles  our  dear  vows 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath  : 
,  We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discharge  of  one. 
,'Injurious  time  now,  with  a  robber's  haste, 
('  Crams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how  : 
'  As  many  farewells  as  be  stars  in  heaven. 
With  distinct  breath  and  consign'd^  kisses  to  them, 
?  He  fumbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu  ; 
And  scants  us  with  a  single  famish'd  kiss. 
Distasted  with  the  salt  of  broken  tears. 

JElne.  [Within,]  My  lord !  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

iq  Ceiu^*f2,  uaUd  ;  irom  caangna^  Lat.  MALQKE. 
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Tro,  Hark !  you  are  call'd  :  Some  say^  the  Genius  so 
Cries,  Come  I  to  faim  that  instantly  must  die. — 
Bid  them  hare  patience  ;  she  shall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or 
my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root !  [ExiU 

Ores,  I  must  then  to  the  Greeks  ? 

Tro,  No  remedy. 

Cres,  A  woeful  Cressid  'mongst  the  merry  Greeks  ! 
When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Tro,  Hear  me,  my  love  :  Be  thou  but  true  of  heart,— 

Cres,  I  true  !  how  now  ?  what  wicked  deem*  is  this  ? 

Tro,  Nay,  we  must  use  expostulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us  : 
I  speak  not,  he  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  ^eath  himself,* 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart : 
But,  he  thou  true,  ^islj  I,  to  fashion  in 
My  sequent  protestation ;  be  thou  true. 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Cres,  O,  you  shall  be  expos'd,  my  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infuute  as  imminent !  but.  Til  be  true. 

Tro,  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.  Wear  this  sleeve. 

Cres,  And  you  this  glove.     When  shall  I  see  you  ? 

Tro,  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentinels. 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Cres,  O  heavens  ! — ^be  true,  again  ? 

Tro,  Hear  why  I  speak  it,  love  ; 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality  ;  they  Ve  loving, 
"Well  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  nature  flowing. 
And  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercise  ; 
How  novelty  may  move,  and  parts  with  person, 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealousy 

i Which,  1  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin,) 
lakes  me  afeard. 
Cres,  O  heavens  !  you  love  me  not* 
Tro,  Die^  I  a  villain  then  I 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  thy  merit :  I  cannot  sing. 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  sweeten  talk. 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games  ;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  prompt  and  pregnant : 
But  I  can  tell,  that  each  grace  of  these 

H\  Deem  (a  word  now  obsolete)  slenifies,  optntotH  surmUe.  STEEVENS.. 

1^  I  will  challeDg^e  death  himself  in  deCence  of  thy  fideliQr.  JOHNSOIL. 
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ACT  IV. 


Tkere  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil, 
That  tempts  most  cuKmingly  :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Cres.  Do  you  think,  I  will  ? 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not : 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves. 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Presuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

JEne,  [Within,]  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tro,  Come,  kiss  ;  and  let  us  part. 

Par.  [Within.]  Brother  Troilus  ! 

Tro.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither  ; 
And  bring  £neas,  and  the  Grecian,  with  you. 

Cres.  My  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

Tro.  Who  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fish  with  crafl  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mere  simplicity  ; 
Whilst  some  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns 
With  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is — plain,  and  true, — ^there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

JBiUer  £neas,  Paris,  Antenor,  Deifhobus,  anciDiosiEDEs. 

-—Welcome,  sir  Diomed !  here  is  the  lady. 
Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you  : 
At  the  port,  lord,  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand  ; 
And,  by  the  way,  possess  thee*  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair  ;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword, 
Name  Cressid,  and  thy  life  shall  be  as  safe 
As  Priam  is  in  Ilion. 

Die.  Fair  lady  Cressid, 
So  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  expects  : 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  usage  ;  and  to  Diomed 
You  shall  be  mistress,  and  command  him  wholly, 

Tro.  Grecian,  thou  dost  not  use  me  courteously, 
To  shame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee, 
In  praising  her.     I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  servant. 
I  charge  thee,  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  ; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not. 


1 


I 
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^  [S]  I  wUl  maka  thee  fully  understand, 
to  oar  Mithor.  JOHJSSON. 


This  seow  of  the  wordputtuiB  fn^pmai 
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Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guards 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio,  O,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus  : 
Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place,  and  message. 
To  be  a  speaker  free  ;  when  I  am  hence, 
I'll  answer  to  my  list :  And  know  you,  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge  :  To  her  own  worth 
She  shall  be  priz'd  ;  but  that  you  say — ^be't  so, 
I'll  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour,-no. 

Tro.  Come,  to  the  port. — I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  shall  oil  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. — 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand  ;  and,  as  we  walk. 
To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[Exe,  Tro.  Ores,  and  Diomed.    Trumpet  heard. 

Par.  Hark !  Hector's  trumpet. 

Mne,  How  have  we  spent  this  morning ! 
The  prince  must  think  me  tardy  and  remiss, 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par,  'Tis  Troilus'  fault :  Come,  come,  to  field  with  him* 

Dei,  Let  us  make  ready  straight. 

JEne.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  fresh  alacrity, 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels  : 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  single  chivalry.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
The  Grecian  Camp,   Lists  set   out.     Enter  Ajax,  arnied; 

Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patroclus,  Menelaus,  Ulysses 

Nestor,  and  others, 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  fresh  and  fair. 
Anticipating  time  with  starting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax  ;  that  the  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax^  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purse. 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe  : 
~low,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek* 
ut-swell  the  colic  of  puff'd  Aquilon  : 

me,  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spbut  blood  ; 

ou  blow'st  for  Hector.  [Trumpet  sounds. 

Ulyss,  No  trumpei  answers. 

<]  Swelling  out  like  the  bias  of«  bowL    JOHNSON.— The  idea  la  taken  from  the 
cheeks  m  the  winda^  as  represented  lo  andent  prints,  maps,  &c       STEEY* 


P«^ 


188  TROILUS    AND   CRSSSIDA.  ACT  IT. 

-  AchU.  'Tii  but  early  day. 

Aga.  Is  not  yon  Diomed,  with  Calchas'  daughter  If 

Ulm,  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait ; 
He  rises  on  the  toe  :  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifls  him  from  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomed,  lanth  Cressida. 

Aga.  Is  this  the  lady  Cressid  ? 

Dia*  Even  she. 

Aga.  Most  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  sweet  ladj. 

Am.  Our  general  doth  salute  you  with  a  kiss. 

Uly$s,  Yet  is  the  kindness  but  particular  ; 
Twere  better,  she  were  kiss'd  in  general. 

^est.  And  very  courtly  counsel :  I'll  begin. — 
So  much  for  Nestor. 

Achil.  rU  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  lady : 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men,  I  had  good  argument  for  kissing  once. 

Pair,  But  that's  no  argument  for  kissing  now  : 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment ; 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

Ulyss,  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  scorns  ! 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns. 

Pair.  The  first  was  Menelaus'  kiss  ; — this,  mine  : 
Fatroclus  kisses  you. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim  \ 

Pair.  Paris,  and  1,  kiss  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kiss,  sir  : — ^Lady,  by  your  leave. 

Cret.  In  kissing,  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

Pair.  Both  take  and  give.* 

Cres.  I'll  make  my  match  to  live.* 
The  kiss  you  take  is  better  than  you  give  ; 
Therefore  no  kiss. 
Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cres.  You  are  an  odd  man  ;  give  even,  or  give  none. 
Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cres.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for,  you  know,  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 
Men.  You  fillip  me  o'the  head. 
Cres.  No,  I'll  be  sworn. 

Ulyss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against  his  honu — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  you  ?  ^ 
Cres.  You  may. 

[51  This  speech  should  rather  be  given  to  Menelaus.  TTRWHITT. 

Y*l  I  viU  make  such  bar^ins  as  I  may  Uve  bj,  fuch  as  BMgr  taring  mt  vn§L 
•benfinre  will  not  take  a  vorse  kiss  than  I  give.  JOBMdOlC 
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Ulyss,  I  do  desire  it. 
Crei,  Why,  beg  then. 

Ulyss»  Why  then,  for  Venus'  sake,  give  me  a  loss. 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his. 

Cres,  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due» 
Ulyss,  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kiss  of  you. 
Dio.  Lady,  a  word  ; — I'll  bring  you  to  your  father. 

[DiojifED  leads  out  C&cssida. 
J^esU  A  woman  of  quick  sense. 
Ulyss.  Fie,  he  upon  her ! 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
\     Nay,  her  foot  speaks  ;  her  wanton  spirits  look  out   . 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 
O,  these  encounterers,  so  glib  of  tongue,  ' 

That  ^ve  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes,'  / 

And  wide  unclasp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts        / 
To  every  ticklish  reader !  set  them  down 
For  sluttish  spoils  of  opportunity,' 

And  daughters  of  the  game.     )  [Trumpet  wUhin. 

AIL  The  Trojans'  trumpet. 
Aga,  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 
Enter  Hector,  armed :  ^neas,  Troilus,  and  other  Try* 

janSf  with  Attendants.  * 

JEne.  Hail,  all  the  state  of  Greece  !  What  shall,  be  done 
To  him  Jiat  victory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpose, 
A  victor  shall  be  known  ?   will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other ;  or  shall  they  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ? 
Hector  bade  ask. 

Aga.  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it  ? 
JEne.  He  cares  not,  he'll  obey  conditions. 
Ackil.  'Tis  done  like  Hector ;  but  securely  done,* 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  misprizing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

JEne.  If  not  Achilles,  sir. 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Achil.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

JEne.  Therefore  Achilles  :  But,  whate'er,  know  this  ; — 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little, 

[8]  A  oottMting  xodcome  is  a  conciliatoiy  welcome ;  that  makes  silent  advtmtei  befortf 
the  tougue  has  uttered  a  word.  MALOME. 

[9]  Corrupt  wenches,  of  whose  chastity  every  opportuni^  may  make  a  P>^* 

JOHNSON. 

£11  In  the  sense  of  the  Latin,  Mapii«~-«ao«ntt  admodtiM  de  btlU.  animi  stouri  kornt. 
A  negligent  lecority  arising  firom  a  conleiDpC  of  the  objact  opposed.  WA&BURTOH. 
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Valour  and  pride  excel  themselves  in  Hector  ; 
The  one  almost  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.*    Weigh  him  well. 
And  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajaz  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood  : 
In  love  whereof,  half  Hector  stays  at  home  ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan,  and  half  Greek. 
Achil,  A  maiden  battle  then  ?— O,  I  perceive  you. 

Re-enter  Diomed. 

•^a.Here  is  sir  Diomed  : — Go,  gentle  knight^ 
Stand  by  onr  Ajax  :  as  you  and  lord  ^neaa 
Consent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermost, 
Or  else  a  breath  :  the  combatants  being  kin. 
Half  stints  their  strife  before  their  strokes  begin. 

[Ajax  and  Hector  enter  the  liiU 

Ulyss,  They  are  opposed  already. 

^ga.  What  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looks  so  heavy  ? 

Ulyis.  The  youngest  son  of  Piiam,  a  true  knight ; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchless  ;  firm  of  word  ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedless  in  his  tongue  ; 
Not  soon  provok'd,  nor,  being  provok'd  soon  calm'd  : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives,  what  thinks,  he  shows  ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty. 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath  :' 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous  ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribes 
To  tender  objects  ;*  but  he,  in  heat  of  action, 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love  : 
They  call  him  Troilus  ;  and  on  him  erect 
A  second  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 
Thus  says  iSneas  ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  soul. 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate  him  to  me. 

[Alarum,     Hector  and  Ajaz  Jight, 

Aga.  They  are  in  action. 


[2]  Shakespeare's  thought  is  not  exactly  deduced.  Nicety  of  expresskm  b  aol 
his  character.  The  meaning  is  plain :  "  Valour  (says  EueaSf)  is  in  Hector  graaler 
than  valour  in  other  men,  and  pride  in  Hector  is  less  than  pride  in  otlier  nfcn.  So 
that  Hector  is  distinguished  by  the  excellence  of  having  pride  less  than  other  pridfli 
and  valour  more  than  other  valour."  JOHNSON. 

[3]  A  thought  unsuii&ble  to  the  dignity  of  his  character.    The  word  I  should  have 
changed  to  ir^nircj  were  I  not  overpowered  by  the  unanimity  of  Uie  editon. 
eoacvnnettce  of  the  old  copies.  JOHNSON. 

[4]  StAteriUi^YlMt,  gives  waj.  JOHNSON. 
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NetU  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own ! 

Tro.  Hector,  thou  sleep'st ; 
Awake  thee ! 

Aga,  His  blows  are  well  disposed  :— there,  Ajax  f 

JDto.  Tou  must  no  more.  [Trumpets  ceas$ 

JEne.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax,  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

Dto.  As  Hector  pleases. 

Hect,  Why  then,  I  will  no  more  : — 
Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son, 
A  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed ; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  twixt  us  twain : 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so, 
That  thou  couldst  say — This  hand  is  Grecian  all^ 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg 
All  Greeks  and  this  all  Troy  ;  my  mother^ s  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  sinister 
Bounds'in  my  fathers  ;  by  Jove  multipotent, 
Thou  shouldst  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish  member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  But  the  just  gods  gainsay, 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow'st  from  thy  mother, 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain'd  !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax  : 
By  him  that  thunders  thou  hast  lusty  arms  ; 
Hector  would  hare  them  fall  upon  him  thus  : 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee  ! 

Ajax,  I  thank  thee.  Hector  : 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

Hect.  Not  Neoptolemus  so  mirable,' 
\  (On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud'st  O  yesj 
'  Cries,  This  is  he,)  could  promise  to  himself  -' 

A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

Mne,  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  sides* 
What  further  you  will  do. 
Hect,  We'll  answer  it ; 
The  issue  is  embracement : — Ajax,  farewell. 
Ajax,  If  1  might  in  entreaties  find  success, 
(As  seld  I  have  the  chance,)  I  would  desire 

\S\  Mj  opinion  is,  that  by  Neoptolemus,  the  author  meant  Achilles  himself 
and  remembering  that  the  son  was  Pyrrhus  Neoptolemus,  considered  Neoptoto* 
muB  as  the  nonun  gentUUnan,  and  thought  the  fiuher  was  likewise  Achillet  Mop> 
totemos.  JOHNSON. 
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My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  *Ti8  Agamemnon's  wish  :  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  see  unarmed  the  valiant  Hector. 

Heet    iCneas,  call  m^  hrother  Troilus  to  me  : 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part ; 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights.* 

Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Hect.  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name ; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  arms  !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  an  enemy  ; 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  Understand  more  clear, 

!  What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd  vpith  husks 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion  ; 
.But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  aU  hollow  bias-drawing. 
Bids  thee  with  most  divine  integrity, 
'  From  heart  of  every  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 

Hect.  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  My  well-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to  yon.  [To  Tho. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greeting ; 
— ^You  brace  of  warhke  brothers,  welcome  hiti^er. 

Hect.  Whom  must  we  answer  ? 

Men,  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hect.  O  you,  my  lord  ?  by  Mars  bis  gauntlet,  thanks ! 
Mock  not,  that  I  affect  the  untraded  oath  ; 
Your  quondam  wife  swears  still  by  Venus'  glove  : 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  sir  ;  she's  a  deivdly  tlieme. 

Hect.  O,  pardon  ;  I  offend. 

JSTest.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee  oil. 
Labouring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth  :  and  I  have  seen  thee, 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed, 

[6]  The  word  knight,  as  often  as  it  occurs,  is  sure  to  bring'  with  it  the  idea 
of  chivalry,  and  revives  the  memory  of  Amadis  and  his  fantastic  foU««cr% 
rather  than  that  of  the  mighty  confederates  who  fought  on  either  side  in  tbs 
Trojan  war.  I  wish  tliat  €mu$  and  ttrmigtr  could  have  been  rendered  by  aaf 
other  words  than  kniglU  and  tmiire.  Mr.  Pope,  in  his  translation  of  the  Iliadjn 
veiy  liberal  of  the  latter :    **  AU  bright  in  heavenly  arms  aliove  his  squire 

Acliilles  mounts,  and  sets  the  field  on  fire.''  ice.  STEEV. 

Theseknights,  to  the  amount  of  about  two  Aun^red  tAotuond,  (for  there  were  not 
less  in  twth  armies,)  Shakespeare  found,  with  all  the  af^ndages  of  chivalry,  in  The 
Three  Destructions  of  Troy.  MALOME. 
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Despiung  many  forfeits  and  subdaemeotB, 
When  thou  hast  hung  thj  advanc'd  sword  i'the  titf 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd  ; 
That  I  have  said  to  some  my  standers-by, 
Zx>,  Jupiter  is  yonder^  dealing  life  I 
And  I  have  seen  thee  pause,  and  take  thy  breath. 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in* 
Lake  an  Olympian  wrestling  :  This  have  I  seen  ; 
But  this  thy  countenance,  still  lockM  in  steel, 
I  never  saw  till  now.     1  knew  thygrandsire. 
And  once  fought  with  him  :  he  was  a  soldier  good ; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee  :  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee  ; 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 

Mne.  'Tis  the  old  Nestor. 

Hect.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time  :~- 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  I  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 

Ne$t.  I  would,  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  conteolioil^ 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

Hect.  I  would  they  could. 

J€est.  Ha! 
By  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome !  I  have  seen  the  time— 

Ulyu.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands. 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

HecL  I  know  your  favour,  lord  Ulysses,  well. 
Ah,  sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  nion,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 

Ulyu.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  ensue  • 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet ; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Yon  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buss  the  clouds* 
Must  kiss  their  own  feet 

HecU  I  must  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  stand  yet ;  aind  modestly  I  think. 
The  &11  of  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  :  The  end  crowns  all ; 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator.  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulynn.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Most  gentle,  and  most  valiant  Hector,  welcome : 
Vol.  V.  42 
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After  the  general^  I  beseecli  joq  neil 
To  feast  with  me,  and  see  bm  at  119  teot. 

AMI.  I  shaU  forestall  thee,  lord  Ulysses,  tfaM  1^-^ 
Now,  Hector,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee  ;* 
I  haye  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee,  Hector, 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint 

Hect.  Is  this  Achilles  ? 

Achil,  I  am  Achilles. 

Heci.  Stand  &ir,  I  pray  thae  :  let  me  look  on  Ate. 

AehiL  Behold  thy  fiU. 

Hect,  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

AchU,  Thou  art  too  brief ;  I  will  the  seofMod  time, 
As  I  woald  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

Hect.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  thoult  read  me  o'er ; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  understand^ 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  tUne  eye  } 

Mchii.  Tell  me,  you  hearens,  in  which  jwrt  of  his  bodj 
Shall  I  destroy  him  ?  whether  Uiere,  there,  or  there  T 
That  I  may  giye  the  local  wound  a  name  ; 
And  make  distinct  the  very  breach,  whereottt 
Hector's  great  spirit  flew  :  Answer  me,  heayens ! 

Hect.  It  would  discredit  the  bless'd  gods,  pioad 
To  answer  such  a  question :  Stand  again  : 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly. 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjecture, 
Where  thou  wAt  hit  me  dead  ? 

AchU.  I  tell  thee,  yea« 

Hect.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  so, 
I'd  not  believe  thee.     Henceforth  guard  thee  well  | 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there  ; 
But,  by  the  forge  that  stithied  Mars  his  helm,* 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  (tod  o*er.— 
You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag. 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips  ; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words, 
Or  may  I  never 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin  ;-^ 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone. 
Till  accident,  or  purpose,  bring  you  te*t : 


[1]  Should  we  not  read,  though  f  NotwiUtftooding  yoB  ta^e  iarltcd 

Ear  tent,  I  shall  draw  him  first  to  mine.          TYRWRITT.-— — T^Um  / 1 
used  by  one  who  meant  to  insult  aaotlmr.    Perhapt  Ike  nom  of  Ai 
•m  the  sappotition  that  Ulysses  deaifnad  to  repretent  tdaualf  aa  tte  penos  Milii 
Dank  and  consequence  to  Agamemnon.          STEBVfitlB. 
\Sl  The  hint  for  this  scene  of  altefepthm  it  takes  finom  btel^        |rfE&VAI» 
M  Aslft4iaanaiiTil,AildAyAMiW^ilMffb          BTJUCVSlL 


Ton  maj  have  every  day  enough  of  Hector, 
If  yoQ  have  stomach  ;  the  general  state,  I  fear> 
Can  scarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

HecL  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field } 
We  have  had  pelting  wars,  since  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians*  cause. 

Achil.  Dost  thou  entreat  me,  Hector  ? 
To-morrow,  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death ; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Heet,  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

^a.  First,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  kny  tent  | 
There  in  the  full  conviye  we  ;  afterwards. 
As  Hector^s  leisure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  loud  the  tabourines,  let  the  trumpets  blow, 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know, 

[Exe.  all  biU  Troi.  and  Ultssssl 

7h>.  My  lord  Ulysses,  tell  me,  I  beseech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Ulyti.  At  Menelaus'  tent,  most  princely  Troilu  • 
There  Diomed  doth  feast  with  him  to-night ; 
Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven,  nor  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Cressid. 

Tro.  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  $o  much. 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent. 
To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Uljfss.  Tou  shall  command  me,  sir. 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy  ?  Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  absence  ? 

Tro,  O,  sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their  scars, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  was  belov'd,  she  lov'd  ;  she  is,  and  doth  : 
But,  still,  sweet  love  is  food  fbr  fortune's  tooth.       lExeutU. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — The  Grecian  Camp.     Before  Achilles*  TmO. 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achtl.  I'll  heat  his  blood  with  Greekish  wine  to-night, 
Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow.— 
Patroclus,  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height 

Fatr.  Here  copies  Thersites. 
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Enter  Thersites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thoa  core  of  envy  ? 
Thoa  crafty  batch  of  nature,*  what's  the  news  ? 

Ther,  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seemest,  and 
idol  of  idiot-worshippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

AchiL  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Titer.  Why,  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Ther.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 

Patr,  Well  said.  Adversity !  and  what  need  these  tricks ! 

Ther.  Pr'ythee  be  silent,  boy ;  I  profit  not  by  thy 
talk  :  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male  varleL 

Patr.  Male  yarlet,  you  rogue  !  what's  that  ? 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten  dis- 
easet  of  the  south,  the  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs, 
loads  o'grayel  i'the  back,  lethargies,  cold  palsies,*  raw  eyes, 
dirt-rotten  liyers,  wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full  of  impos- 
thume,  sciatacas,  lime-kilns  i'the  palm,  incurable  bone- 
ach,  and  the  riyelled  fee-simple  of  the  tetter,  take.and 
take  again  such  preposterous  discoveries  ! 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou,  what 
meanest  thou  to  cune  thtis  T 

Tlier.  Do  I  curse  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt  ;•  you  whoreson  in- 
distinguishable cur,  no.' 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exasperate,  thou  idle 
immaterial  skein  of  sleive  silk,'  thou  green  sarcenet  flap 
for  a  sore  eye,  thou  tassal  of  a  prodigal's  purse,  thoa  ? 
Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is  pestered  with  such  waterflies ; 
diminutives  of  nature ! 

Patr.  Out,  gall  1» 

Ther.  Finch  egg ! 

Achil.  My  sweet  Fatroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  jny  great  purpose  in  to-morrow's  battle. 

[4]  Btttdk—tlX  that  U  baked  at  one  time,  without  heating^  the  oyen  afivsh.   Ther 
cites  has  already  been  called  cobloaf.  8TEEVENS. 

[5]  TUs  catalogue  of  loathsome  maladies  ends  in  the  folio  at  cold  paUks.  This 
passage,  as  it  stands.  Is  In  the  qaarto:  the.  retreadnnent  was,  In  my  o|4nioB,  Jodi* 
eious.  It  may  be  remarked,  though  it  proves  nothing,  that,  of  the  fe«r  almatioai 
made  bv  Milton  in  the  second  edition  of  his  wonderful  poem,  one  was,  an  eninsv* 
ment  of  the  enumeration  of  diseases.  JOHNSON. 

6]  Fatroclus  roproaches  Thersites  with  deformity,  with  haTiog'  mw  part  cnwded 
In  o  another.  JOHNSON. 

71  L  e.  Thou  cur  of  an  undetermlnate  shape.  STEEVEKS. 

[Sf  All  the  terms  used  by  Thersites  of  Patrodas,  are  emblematica]|jr  exprtsAn  ti 
flexibility,  compliance,  and  mean  officiousness.  JOHNSON. 

[9]  Sir  T.  Hanmer  reads,  mtc^nll  *,  it  has  already  appeared,  tfiat  our  avIlKirtfioirit 
the  nM^fatf  tlie  bitter  ealL  He  ttcalled  umL  from  ttie conaMbrntkon at hi»  fcimtPl 
boUithtoopiMr«Ml,€&lfatt/  JOHJBISOM. 
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Here  is  a  letter  from  queen  Hecuba ; 

A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  lore  ;* 

Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 

An  oath  that  I  have  sworn.     I  will  not  break  it : 

Fall,  Greeks  ;  fail  fame  ;  honour  ;  or  go,  or  stay  | 

My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. — 

Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent ; 

This  night  in  banqueting  must  all  be  spent. — 

Away,  Patroclus.  [Exeunt  Achil.  and  Patr. 

Ther.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  these 
two  may  run  mad  ;  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too 
little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  madmen.  Here's 
Agamemnon, — an  honest  fellow  enough,  and  one  that 
ioinea  quails  ;  but  he  has  not  so  much  brain  as  ear-wax : 
And  the  goodly  tranformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his 
brother,  the  bull, — the  primitive  statue,  and  oblique  me- 
morial of  cuckolds ;  a  thrifly  shoeing-horn  in  a  chain, 
haB^ng  at  his  brother's  leg, — to  what  form,  but  that  he 
IS,  should  wit  larded  with  malice,  and  malice  forced  with 
wit«  tarn  him  to  ?*  To  an  ass,  were  nothing ;  he  is  both 
ass  and  ox  :  to  an  ox  were  nothing  ;  he  is  both  ox  and  as^* 
To  be  a  dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an 
owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would  not  ^ 
care  :  but  to  be  Menelaus, — I  would  conspire  against 
destiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  1  were  not 
Thersites  ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  louse  of  a  lazar,  so  I 
were  not  Menelaus.— Hey-day  !  spirits  and  fires  I* 
Enter  Hector,  Troilus,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  Ulysses 
Nestor,  Menelaus,  and  Diomed,  with  lighti. 

Aga^  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis  ; 
There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 

HecU  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 

Emier  Achilles. 

lHyss.  Here  comes  -himself  to  guide  you. 

AchiL  Welcome,  brave  Hector  ; — welcome,  princes  alL 

j%a.   80  now,  ^r  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  night* 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Hed.  Thanks,  and  good  night,  to  the  Greeks'  general 

— ^— »^—  I  I  ■^— — ^ 

•"11  ThU  circumstance  U  from  the  Three  DestructioM  of  Trov.  HANMER. 

fSl  Stulftd  with  wit  A  term  in  cookery.  In  Uiis  epeech  I  do  not  well  uinlerstBnd 
what  Is  meant  by  fovtnr  qutab,  JOHNSON.— Dy  loviner qiMoit thepoet  may  mean 
lOftde  the  company  of  baiiott.    A  fuci/ is  remarimbly  saladoos.        9TEEVEN& 

42* 
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Men.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Hect.  Good  night,  sweet  Menelaus. 

Titer.  Sweet  draught :  Sweet,  quoth  'a !  tweet  link, 
iweet  sewer. 

Achil,  Good  night, 
And  welcome,  hoth  to  those  that  go,  or  tarrj. 

Aga,  Good  night.  [Exe.  Agem.  and  Msskl. 

Achil.  Old  Nestor  tarries  ;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dto.  I  cannot,  lord  ;  I  have  important  business, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now. — Good  night,  great  Hector. 

HecU  Give  me  your  hand. 

Ulyss.  Follow  his  torch,  he  goes 
To  Calchas'  tent ;  Pll  keep  you  company.  [Aside  to  T&o. 

Tro.  Sweet  sir,  you  honour  me. 

HecU  And  so,  good  night.  [Elxii  Diomed  ;  Ultsses 

and  Troilus  foUofwing. 

AehU.  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent.        [Exe.  Achilles. 

Hector,  Ajax,  and  Nestor 

Uier,  That  same  Diomed's  a  false-hearted  rogqe,  a 
most  unjust  knaye  ;  I  will  no  more  trust  him^  when  he 
leers,  than  I  will  a  serpent  when  he  hisses  :  he  will  spend 
his  mouth,  and  promise,  like  Brabler  the  hound  ;*  hot 
when  he  performs,  astronomers  foretell  it ;  it  is  prodig- 
ious, there  will  come  some  change  ;  the  sun  borrows  of  the 
moon,  when  Diomed  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather  leave 
to  see  Hector,  than  not  to  dog  him  :  they  say,  he  keeps  a 
Trojan  drab,  and  uses  the  traitor  Calchas'  tent :  I'll  after. 
— ^Nothing  but  lechery !  all  incontinent  yarlets  I        [Exit 

SCENE  n. 

Uie  same.   Before  Calchas'  Tent.     Enter  Diomedes. 
Dio.  What  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  speak. 
CW.  [Within.]  Who  calls  ? 
Dio.    Diomed. — Calchas,     I   think. — ^Where's   yoni 

daughter  ? 
Cal.  [Wtihin.]  She  comes  to  you. 
Enter  Troilus  and  Ultsses,  at  a  distance;  after  them 

Thersites. 
Ulyss.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  discover  us. 

Enter  Cressida. 
Tro.  Cressid  come  forth  to  him ! 

[41  UmhtmadgioukStmmukt  tod  is  not  apoo  thtaeratof  tfa*  lUOMi  Itt  fe  If 
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Dio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Qres.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian ! — ^Hark !  a  word  with  yon, 

Tro.  Yea,  so  familiar !  [Whispers. 

ZJlyss.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight. 

TTier.  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  can  take  her 

Dto.  Will  you  remember  ?  [cliff;  she's  noted* 

Cres.  Remember  ?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  ; 
And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  widi  your  words. 

Tro,  what  should  she  remember  ? 

Ulyss,  List! 

Cres,  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  iblly. 

Tfier,  Roguery! 

Dio.  Nay,  then, — 

Cres,  I'll  tell  you  what : — 

Dio.  Pho  I  pho  !  come,  tell  a  pin :  You  are  forsworn.-— 

Cres.  In  &ith,  I  cannot :  What  would  you  have  me  do  t 

TTier.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — secretly  open. 

Dio,  What  did  you  swear  you  would  bestow  on  me  ? 

Cres.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  ; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  night. 

Tro.  Hold,  patience ! 

Ulyss,  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Crest  Diomed, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  I'll  be  your  fool  no  more. 

Tro.  Thy  better  must. 

Cres.  Hark  !  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Tro.  O  plague  and  madness  ! 

Ulyss,  You  are  moy'd,  prince  ;  let  us  depart,  I  pray  you. 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms  :  this  place  is  dangerous  ; 
The  time  right  deadly  ;  I  beseech  you,  go. 

Tro,  Behold,  1  pray  you ! 

Ulyss,  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off : 
You  flow  to  great  destruction  ;*  come,  my  lord. 

Tro,  I  pr'thee,  stay. 

Ulyss.Yon  have  not  patience  ;  come. 

Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay  ;  by  hell,  and  all  hell's  torments 
I  will  not  speak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  so,  good  night. 

Cres.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

IS\  Your  Impetuotitjr  if  tuch  M  most  oecessaritj  expose  yoa  to  imminent  ^uyer. 

MALOVm 
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Tro.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  witherM  truth ! 

Uly$s.  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 
Tro.  By  Jore, 

1  will  be  patient. 

Cres.  Guardian ! — why,  Greek ! 

Dio,  Pho,  pho !  adieu  ;  you  palter. 

Cres,  In  faith,  I  do  not ;  come  hither  once  agun. 

Ulyss.  You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something ;  will  you  go  t 
You  will  break  out. 

Tro,  She  strokes  his  cheek  ! 

Ulyss.  Come,  come. 

Tro.  Nay,  stay  ;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  speak  a  word : 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  ofifences 
A  guard  of  patience  : — stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the   devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  romp,  and 
potatoe  finger,^  tickles  these  together !  Fry,  lechery,  fry  I 

Dio.   But  will  you  then  ? 

Cres,  In  faith,  I  will,  la  ;  never  trust  me  else. 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it. 

Cres,  ril  fetch  you  one.  [Exit 

Ulyss,  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro,  Fear  me  not,  my  lord  ; 
1  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel ;  I  am  all  patience. 

Re-enter  Geessida. 

JTier,  Now  the  pledge  ;  now,  now,  now  I 

Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeye. 

Tro.NO  beauty  !  where's  thy  faith  ?/ , 

Ulyss.  My  lord, 

Tro,  I  will  be  patient ;  outwardly  I  wilL 

Cres.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve  ;  Behold  it  welL-^ 
He  loved  me — O  fake  wench ! — Give't  me  again* 

Dio.  Who  was't  ? 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  hare't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
f  pr^ythee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther,  Now  she  sharpens  ; — Well  said,  whetstone. 

Dio.  I  shall  have  it. 

Cres.  What,  this  ? 

Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cres.  O,  all  you  gods ! — O  pretty  pretty  pledge  I 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 


ACrr  ▼•  TR0ILV8   AND   6AE88IDA.  501 

Of  thee,  and  me  ;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  g^ore. 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it, 
As  I  kiss  thee. — Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me  ; 
He,  that  takes  that,  most  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio,  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Tro.  1  did  swear  patience. 

Ores,  Ton  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  T^ith  you  shall  not: 
I'll  giye  you  something  else. 

JDto.  1  will  haye  this  ;  Whose  was  it  ? 

Cres.  'Tis  no  matter. 

Dto.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Cres,  'Twas  one  that  lored  me  better  than  you  will. 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whose  was  it  ? 

Cres,  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder,* 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm  ; 
And  grieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Tro.  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'st  it  on  thy  horn, 
It  should  be  challenged. 

Cres.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  past ; — ^And  yet  it  is  not: 
1  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio,  Why  then,  farewell ; 
Thou  never  shall  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  go  : — One  cannot  speak  a  word, 
But  it  straight  starts  your 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling.  [pleases  me  best, 

Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto  :  but  that  that  likes  not  you, 

Dio.  What,  i^all  I  come  ?  The  hour  ? 

Cres.  Ay,  come  : O  Jove  !— 

Do  come  : — I  shall  be  plagu'd. 

Dio.  Farewell  till  then. 

Cres.  Good  night.     I  pr'ythee,  come.—         [Exit  Dio 
Troilus,  farewell  I  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  see. 
Ah !  poor  our  sex !  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind  : 
i  What  error  leads,  must  err  ;  O  then  conclude, 
\  Minds,  sway'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [ExiU 

Ther.  A  proof  of  strength  she  could  not  publish  more. 
Unless  she  said,  My  mind  is  now  tum'd  whore. 

Ulyss.  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Tro.  It  is. 

-^— —  I  ■  II      — i— — — — .— K 

\g[  L  e..Tteitan  wUeh  itepolBti  toi         WABBUETO& 
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Uly$i.  Whj  sli^  we  then  ? 

TVo.  To  make  a  recordation  to  mj  seid 
Of  eTerr  syllable  tliat  here  was  spoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  co-act, 
VShall  I  not  Ue  in  pablishiog  a  truth  ? 
Isith  jet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart. 
An  esperance  so  obstinately  strong, 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ear»  ; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  fanctions^ 
Created  only  to  calunwiate. 
Was  Cressid  here  ? 

Ulf/n.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trqjan.* 

Tro.  She  was  not  sure. 

Uly$s,  Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  taste  of  madnets. 

Uljfis,  Nor  mine,  my  lord  :  Cressid  was  here  bot  imut* 

Tro,  Let  it  not  be  beliey'd  for  womanhood  1 
Think,  we  had  mothers  ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  stubborn  critick»—- apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation, — ^to  square  the  general  sex 
By  Cressid's  rule  :  rather  think  this  not  Cressid. 

Ulyss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince»  that  can  aofl  our 
mothers  ? 

Tro.  Nothing  at  all,  unless  that  this  were  the. 

Ther,  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on*8  own  eyes  1 

Tro,  This  she  ?  no,  this  is  Diomed's  Creasida ; 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she  ; 
If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimony. 
If  sanctimony  be  the  gods*  dehght. 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itielf. 
This  was  not  she.     O  madness  of  discoursei 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  itself! 
Bi-fold  authority !°  where  reason  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 
Without  revolt  ;*  this  is,  and  is  not,  Cressid  I 
Within  my  soul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  strange  nature,  that  a  thing  inseparate 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth  ; 
And  yet  the  spacious  breadth  of  this  division 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point,  as  subtle 
As  is  Arachne'ft  broken  woof,  to  enter. 

(81  I  cannot  raise  spirits  in  tlie  form  of  Cresslda.  JOHNBOK. 

[0]  Tliere  is  madness  in  tluit  disquisition  in  wtiich  a  man  reaaont  aft  onea  for  wd 
against  himself  upon  autboritT  which  he  knows  not  to  be  valid.  JCMMSON. 

m  The  words  ZoMand  permtitm  are  uwd  in  their  oomnnHi  ifBi^  bat  ttwr  8MKI 
ttMloM  or  perdition  of  rciMii.         JOUNSOK.  ^ 


btftitMM,  O  instance !  strong  u  Pluto's  grates  ; 
Cressid  is  tome,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  htaten  : 
instance,  O  instance !  stroi^  as  heayen  itself; 
>  The  bonds  of  heaven  are  sl^'d,  dissoIrM,  and  loosed  | 
<  And  with  another  knot,  five-finger-tied,* 
/  The  fractions  of  her  faith,  (Hrts  of  her  lore, 
\  The  fragments,  scraps,  the  bits,  and  greasy  reliqnes 
(  Of  her  o'er-eaten  £uth,'  are  bonnd  to  Diomedp 

Ulyu.  May  worthy  Troilns  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  passion  doth  ex|>res8  } 

Tro.  Ay,  Greek ;  and  that  shall  be  divulged  weU 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Inflam'd  with  Venus :  never  did  young  man  fiuD93r 
With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 
Hark,  9reek ; — ^As  much  as  I  do  Cressid  love. 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomed : 
That  sleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  on  his  helm ; 
Were  it  a  casque  con^M>s'd  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
Mhr  swonpd  should  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  spooC» 
Which  ahipmen  do  the  burricano  call, 
Constring'd  in  mass  by  the  almighty  sun, 
^  Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  his  descent,  than  shall  my  promted  sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy« 

Tro.  O  Cressid !  O  &Ise  Cressid !  fijse,  fi]se»  fibe ! 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name* 
And  they'll  seem  glorious. 

Ulyst.  O,  contain  yourself; 
Tour  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  £nsas. 

•ffi^ne.  I  have  been  seekiqg  you  this  hour»  my  lord  ; 
Hector,  by  this,  is  arming  Urn  in  Troy ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Tr^,  Have  with  you,  princes — 'ilLj  courteooalord,  adieo: 
*— Farewell,  revolted  bit  !*-<uid,  Diomed, 
Stand  &st,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head  i 

Ulyss,  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Tro,  Accept  distracted  thanks. 

lExeunt  Trolius,  JEneas,  cmd  Ultsbbs* 

Hur,  'Would,   I  could  meet  that  rogue   Diomed!   I 
would  croak  like  a  raven  ;  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode. 


@ 


AkMCtiedbyglTlnf  iMrfaBodtoDioRMd.'  JOHNSON. 
Vows  whicb  die  bMmlmdjf wallowed  oMe«f«r  *^  "** 
that  he  liM««tea  lilt  irardib*         J(mNSON. 


•4*V 


;sj  Vows  whicb  die  bM  mlrndr  fwidlowed  omo  «v«r.   We  tfiU  niy  of  »  ftWMwi 
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Patroclua  will  giye  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligeiice  rf 
this  whore  :  the  parrot  will  do  no  more  for  an  almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodiooa  drah.  Lechery,  lecheiy :  stiD, 
wan  and  lechery ;  nothiqg  else  holds  &8hion  :  A  hiimii^ 
deTil  take  them !  [Exit 

SCENE  III. 
Troy.  Before  Priam's  Palace.  Enter  Hector  cnmI  Aimao* 

MACHE. 

And.  When  was  my  lord  so  much  nngently  temper'd. 
To  stop  his  ears  against  admonishment  ?  * 
Unarm,  nnarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

HecU  Ton  train  me  to  offend  you  ;  get  yon  in  : 
By  all  the  everlasting  gods,  I'll  go. 

And.  Mj  dreams  wiU,  sure,  prove  onunons  to  the  dij« 

Hect.  No  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Cassaitdra. 

Cm.  Where  is  my  brother  Hector  ? 

And.  Here,  sister  ;  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent : 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition. 
Pursue  we  him  on  knees  ;  for  I  have  dream'd 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  shapes  and  forms  of  slaughter. 

Cos.  O,  it  is  true. 

Hect.  Ho !  bid  my  trumpet  sound ! 

Cas.  No  notes  of  sally,  for  the  heavens,  sweet  brother* 

Hect.  Begone,  I  say ;  the  gods  have  heard  me  swear. 

Cas.  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish  yowb  ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

And.  O  !  be  persuaded :  Do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  just :  it  is  as  lawful, 
For  we  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts/ 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cas.  It  is  the  purpose,  that  makes  strong  the  vow  f 
But  vows  to  every  purpose,  must  not  hold ; 
Lnarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Hect.  Hold  you  still,  I  say  ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weaUier  of  my  £ite  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear  ;  but  the  dear  man* 

ti.  e.  To  use  violent  thefts,  hectiute  we  would  give  much.  TTRWHTTT 

The  mad  prqphetess  speaks  here  v/ith  all  the  coolnett  ^f  A.  AUftd  CMMS 
essence  of  a  lawful  vow  is  a  lawful  purpose,  and  the  vow  of  ifdileh  tfie  cad  if 
wroDff  must  not  be  regwded  as  cogeni."  JOHNSON. 

P)  Dsor-valnable.  JOH^ON. 
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Holds  honour  &r  more  precioiM-dear  4iMn  lijfe. — 

Ent9r  Troilvs. 
How  now,  young  man  f  meanest  thov  to  figiiC  to-itjl 

And.  Cassan^pa,  call  bsj  fatiier  to  pennad^. 

\ExU.  Cassaitdiu. 

Hect.  No,  'faith,  3Foi»e  Troiiw ;  doff  Aj  hmiess,  youth, 
I  an  ta-4ay  i*(he  ▼«!&  <»  ohiralry  : 
Let  grow  &y  sinews  till  their  knots  be  strong. 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go  ;  and  doubt  thoQ  not,  brare  boy, 
I'll  stand,  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

TVo.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  ^merey  in  yon, 
Which  better  fits  a  Mon,  tban  a  man.^ 

HecU  What  vice  is  d»t,  good  Troihis  1  chide  me  fer  it 

Tro.  When  many  times  £e  captii^e  GredsBS  fiifi, 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  sword, 
Tou  bid  them  rise,  and  liire.' 

HecU  O,  'tis  fiar  play. 

Tro.  Fod's  play,  by  heayen.  Hector. 

HecU  How  now  ?  how  now  ! 

Tro.  For  the  lore  of  all  the  gods, 
LfOt's  leave  this  hermit  fMty  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  bucided'on. 
The  yenom'd  Tengeance  ride  upon  our  swords  ; 
Spur  them  to  rutlitful  woiic,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

Hed.  Fie,  soTBge,  fiel 

Tro.  Hector,  then  'tis  wars 

HecU  Troilas,  I  would  not  have  you  fi^  tonday. 

Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hamd  of  Mars 
Beckoniiq;  with  fieiy  truncheon  ray  retire  ; 
Not  Priamos  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'ergalled  with  recouVse  of  tears  ;* 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn,. 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

c 

-  __-_ll  -        --  -__----  ■■■■.-■..- 

aTbe  traditfoof  ndiloriMof the dwkar  »gBi  ahMRidfld  with  emvltf  «C«» 
fenerocitar.  Upon  the  foppodtioB  that  these  acia  of  deBMBcy  ware  triit,11i^ 
hit  rauoM  aotfaaproperly^  that  to  Mfmn  agatmit  r«Moo,bf  oMre  iMHact  ef  y^f,  W* 
came  rather  a  geoeroufl  beast  than  a  wise  man.  JtmNSON. 

r.i  oi^L ^  seems  not  to  have  studied  the  Homeric  eharaeter  ef  Heel||r» 

wasbynomeansiadfawdtodemwKy,aiwe— yieam  ftvpi  41^ 
.    h  in  the  34th /liwi . • 
Forlhjelern&tbernevsrspaMafeo.*  P^ 


(*  Thy  latter  bej,  bore  never  hrto  Sght 

A  milhy  ndnd^ n  Cmtmr,  STKEVEN8. 

(9]  Tears  that  eoatlnae  to  coarMOM  another  dMrn  the  free.       WABBUBTOX 

Vol.  T.  43 
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JRe-tnter  Casbjindiia^  q^  Priam. 
Com.  Laj  hold  upoo  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fist  i 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lose  thy  stay. 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Trpy  on  thee. 
Fall  all  together. 

Prt.  Come,  Hector,  come,  go  back*: 
Thy  wife  hath  dream'd  ;  thy  mother  hath  had  irisiool  ^ 
Cassandra  doth  foresee  ;  and  I  myself 
Am  like  a  prophet  suddenly  enrapt. 
To  tell  thee— 4hat  this  day  is  ominous  : 
Therefore,  come  back. 

Hect,  iElneas  is  a-field  ; 
And  I  do  stand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Eiren  in  the  &ith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Pri.  But  Uiou  shalt  not  go. 
Hect.  I  must  not  break  my  faith. 
Ton  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore»  dear  sir. 
Let  me  not  shame  respect ;  but  give  me  leaTe 
To  take  that  course  by  your  consent  and  Toice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbad  me,  royal  Priam. 
Ca$.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 
And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 
Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you  : 
Upon  the  lore  you  bear  me,  get  you  in.        [Exit  Ardbs. 

Tro.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitious  giri 
Makes  all  these  bodements. 

Com,  O  farewell,  dear  Hector. 
Look,  how  thou  diest !  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale ! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  rents ! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars !  how  Hecuba  cries  out  1 
How  poor  Andromache  shrills  her  dolours  forth ! 
Behold,  destruction,  frcAizy,  and  amazement. 
Like  witless  anticks,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry — ^Hector !  Hector's  dead  1  O  Hector  I 
Tro.  Away  \ — ^Away  I — 

Cos.  Farewell. — ^Yet,  soft : — ^Hector,  I  take  my  leave : 
Thou  dost  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [ExU 

HicU  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town  :  we'll  forth,  and  fight ; 
Do  deeds  worth  praise,  and  tell  you  them  at  ni^t* 
Prt.  Farewell :  the  gods  with  safety  stand  about  thee ! 
\ExeufU  severally  Pri.  and  Hbct.     Alarwm 
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TVo.  Thej  are  at  it ;  hark !  Proud  Diomed,  beliere, 
I  come  to  lose  mj  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve.* 

As  Troilvs  is  going  out^  enter,  from  the  other  side 

Pandarus. 

Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

Tro.  What  now? 

Pixn.  Here's  a  letter  firom  yon'  poor  girl. 

Tro.  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  whoreson  ptisick,  a  whoreson  rascally  ptisick  so 
troubles  me,  and  the  foolish  fortune  of  this  giii ;  and 
what  one  thing,  what  another,  that  I  shall  leave  you  one 
o^these  days  :  And  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too  ;  and 
such  an  ache  in  my  bones,  that,  unless  a  man  wer^ 
cursed,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't. — ^What  says  she 
there  ? 
(Tro.  \^rds,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter  from  th« 
heart;  J  ITearing  ^  letter. 

The  effect  doth  operate  another  way. — 
Go,"  wind,  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together.— 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  still  she  feeds  ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds.         [Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  IV. 

Between  Troy  and  the  Grecian  Camp.     Alarums :  Efcu^^ 

sions.  Enter  Thersites. 
Ther.  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one  another ;  111 
go  look  on.  That  dissembling  abominable  varlet,  Diomed, 
has  got  that  same  scurvy,  doting,  foolish  young  knave's 
sleeve  of  Troy  there,  in  his  helm  :  I  would  fain  see  them 
meet  '^  that  that  same  young  Trojan  ass,  that  loves  the 
whore  there,  might  send  that  Greekish  whoremasterly 

[1]  In  the  folios,  andoneof  the  quarto*,  this  scene  is  continued  by  the  followla|^ 
dialogue  between  Pandanis  and  Troilus,  which  the  poet  certainly  meant  to  havt 
been  Inserted  at  the  end  of  the  play,  where  the  three  concluding:  lines  af  it  are  re> 
peated  in  the  copies  already  mentioned.  There  can  be  no  dout>t  but  that  the  players 
■hnffled  the  parts  badiward  and  forward,  ad  libitwm:  for  the  poet  would  hardly  havt 
giTen  usan  unnecessary  repetition  of  the  same  words,  nor  have  dismlsiwd  Pandanii 
twice  in  the  same  manner.  BTEEVENS. 

The  three  lines  alluded  to,  which  are  found  in  the  folio  at  the  end  of  this  leeaa^M 
well  as  near  the  conclusion  of  the  play,  are  these  * 

*»  Pond.  Why  but  hear  you 

Tro.  Hence,  broker  lacquey !  ignomy  and  shame 

Pursue  thy  life,  and  lire  aye  with  thy  name  .•»  ^_ 

But  in  the  orif^nal  copy  in  quarto  there  is  no  repttiHon  (except  of  the  words  '>Btie 
hear  you);  no  absurdity  or  impropriety.  In  that  eopy  the  foUowing  dialofM 
between  Troilus  and  Pandarus  Is  found  in  its  present  pteee,  precise^  as  k  ll 
here  gi?en  $  but  the  three  Unet  abore  qnoted  do  not  constitute  aiqr  part  of  the  n«M 

lIAIn)lfS. 
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TillaiBt  wiHi  the  sleer^,  bfcck  to  fee  diwcwhling  Imgiooi 
drab,  on  a  sleereleM  erraad.  0*Uie  ^^hmr  Me,  T]w  po* 
licj  of  those  crafty  swearing  rascals, — that  stale  old  moase- 
•atea  drj  cheese,  Nestor ;  and  that  asne  dog-fyx^  Vlymea, 

is  not  prored  worth  a  Mack-berry  : — They  set  me  up, 

in  policy,  that  aiOBgrel  car,  A>ax,  agunst  that  dtog  of  as 
bad  a  kind,  Achilles  :  and  now  is  the  c«r  Ajmx.  prouder 
than  the  cur  AcluUes,  and  wiU  not  ann  ton^bay ;  fribere- 
npon  the  Grecians  begin  to  proclaim  baEbariam,*  and  poli- 
cy grows  into  an  ill  opinion. 
9oit !  here  come  sl^ve,  and  t'other. 

Enter  Dioxcdes,  Troulvs  foUwmmg; 

IVo.  Fly  not ;  for,  shonldst  thou  lake  the  rirer  Stjx, 
I  would  swim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  dost  miscall  retire  : 
I  do  not  fly ;  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitadb : 
Have  at  thee  1 

Tker.  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  1  New  fi>r  thy  whorSt 
Trojan  1 — now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleeve  I 

[Exe.  Taoi.  and  Diom^Js^Ou^. 
Enter  Hector. 

Hect.  What  art  thou,  Greek?  art  thou   for  Hector's 
match? 
Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no  : — I  ama  rascal ;  a  scurvy  railing  knave ; 
a  very  filthy  rogue. 

HeeL  I  do  believe  thee  : — live.  (^^* 

Hur.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  ;  But  a 
plague  break  thy  neck,  for  frighting  me !  What's  become 
of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  tibink,  they  have  swallowed 
one  another :  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle.  Yet,  in  a 
sort,  lechery  eats  itself.     I'll  seek  them.  [Exit- 

SCENE  V. 
JTie  $ame.    Enter  Diomsdes  and  a  ServatU. 

Dio.  Go,  go,  my  servant,  take  thou  Troilus'  horse  ; 
Present  the  fiur  steed  to  my  lady  Cressid : 
Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty ; 
Tell  he]^  1  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof.  [iSnSf. 

&rv.  I  go,  my  lord. 


tat^-tmrnm-m^^^ 


n|  T«  Mt  nptheantbori^  of  Iraoranoe,  to  declare  that  thej  will  be  nyrcned  by 
peoqr  no  loaser.  JOHNSON. 
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Enter  Agamemnon. 
Ago.  Renew,'  renew  !  The  fierce  Polydamus 
Hath  beat  down  Menon  :  bastard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prisoner ; 
And  stands  colossus-wise,  waving  his  beam,' 
Upon  the  pashed  corses  of  the  lungs^ 
Epistrophus  and  Cedius  :  Poljxenes  is  slain  ; 
Amphimachas,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt ; 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  slain  ;  and  PaJamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd  :  the  dreadful  Sagittary' 
Appals  our  numbers  ;  haste  we,-  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  sill. 

Enter  Nestor. 
JSTest.  Go,  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles  ;• 
And  bid  the  snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame. — 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse. 
And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon,  he's  there  afoot, 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  scaled  sculls* 
Before  the  belching  whale  ;  then  is  he  yonder. 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swaUi : 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves,  and  takes ; 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  will,  he  does  ;  and  does  so  much» 
That  proof  is  call'd  impossibihty. 

Enter  Ulysses. 

Ulyss,  O,  courage,  courage,  princes  !  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  cursing,  vowing  vengeance  : 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  rous'd  his  drowsy  blood. 
Together  with  his  mangled  Mymudons, 


[SI  HU  iance  Uke  a  weaver^  beam,  as  Goliath'k  spear  is  describe.   8TEEVEN& 

[4]  Poshed— bm\8ed,  crushed.  BTEEVENS. 

[6]  "  Beyoode  the  royalme  of  Ainas<Mine  came  an  vinejettt  kj^ge,  wyie  and 
drscreete,  named  Epystroi^ius,  and  brought  a  M.  knyg^ites,  and  a  menrajllonse  besit 
that  was  called  SagUtayre^  that  behynde  the  myddes  was  an  horse,  and  to  fora^  a 
man :  this  beste  was  beerj  like  a  horse,  and  had  his  eyen  rede  Uk«  a  cola,  and 
shotte  weU  with  a  bowe:  this  huu  made  the  Qrekce  tore  aferde,  emd  eUm  mamif 
of  them  with  his  botse."  Three  DestrucUoss  of  Troy,  THEOBALD. 

[6]  5c!»J/«— great  numbers  of  fishes  swimroine  together.  Scaled  means  here  dlt- 
persed,  put  to  flight  8TEEVENS.-— ^c**/"  «nd  «*•«'•  !»▼«  »*  only  om  and 
the  same  meaning,  bat  are  actually,  or  at  least  origlnaUy,  one  and  the  same  word. 
A  seuU  of  herrings  (and  it  is  to  those  fish  that  the  speaker  alludes)  so  termed  oa 
the  coast  of  Norfolk  and  SoflbUt,  is  elsewhere  called  a  shoal,  BITSQN. 
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That  noseless,  handless,  back'd  and  chipp'd,  come  to  him, 

Crying  on  Hector.     Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend,  . 

And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 

Roaring  for  Troilus  ;  who  hath  done  to-daj 

Mad  and  fantastic  excution  ; 

Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself, 

With  such  a  careless  force,  and  forceless  care. 

As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning, 

Bade  him  win  all. 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus  ?  thou  coward  Troilus  !  {Mkk, 

Dio,  Ay,  there,  there. 

IfesL  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 
AchiL  Where  is  this  Hector  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,'  show  thy  face  ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector !  where's  Hector  ?  I  will  none  but  Hector. 

[Exemt 

SC£NE  VI. 

Another  Part  of  the  field.     Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show  thy  head  i 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  say !  where's  Troilus  ? 
Ajax,  What  would'st  thou  ? 
Dio,  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax,  Were  I  the  general,  thou  should^st  have  my  officei 
Ere  that  correction  : — ^Troilus,  I  say !  what,  Troilus! 

Enter  Troilus. 

Tro,  O  traitor  Diomed ! — turn  thy  false  face,  thou  trai- 
tor. 

And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'st  me  for  my  horse  ! 
Dio,  Ha !  art  thou  there  ? 
Ajax,  rU  fight  with  him  alone  :  stand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Tro,  Come  boui,  you  cogging  Greeks ;  have  at  you 
^^-  [Exeunt,  fitting. 


PI  Boj-fMel/<r,  i.  e.  murderer  of  «t>or.  STEEYENS. 
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Enter  Hbctor. 

BBCt.   Tea»  Troilas  ?   O,  well  ibught^  my  youngeitt 
brother ! 

Enter  Achilles. 

AchU,  Now  do  I  see  thee  :  Ha ! — ^haye  at  thee.  Hector. 

Hect.  Pause,  if  thou  wilt. 

Achdl*  I  do  disdain  thj  courtesy,  proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy,  that  my  arms  are  out  of  use  : 
My  rest  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now. 
But  thou  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  again  ; 
Till  when,  go  seek  thy  fortune.  [ExU* 

Hect.  Fare  thee  well  :— 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fresher  man. 
Had  I  expected  thee. — ^How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Re-enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  Mneas  ;  Shall  it  be  ? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven, 
He  shall  not  carry  him  ;  I'll  be  taken  too. 
Or  bring  him  off : — ^Fate,  hear  me  what  I  say  1 
I  reck  not  though  thou  end  my  life  to-day.  [Exit. 

Enter  one  in  sumpiuouB  armour, 

Hect.    Stand,  stand,  thou  Greek;    thou  art  a  goodly 
mark : — 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  ? — ^I  like  thy  armour  weU  ;' 

rs]  Tbif  drcuaistanoe  is  taken  from  Lydnte^  poem,  p.  1$6:   *         Ouido  fal  kif 
Uitorie  doth  shew,"  kc  STEEVEMS. 

X  qoole  from  the  oririnaL  1566 : 

« inOis  while  eOreldshUnr  be  BMlte^ 

Were  it  of  hap  or  of  adfenUire^ 

The  which  In  soothe  on  liis  oote  armoare 

EmlMTouded  had  full  manir  rycte  slaae, 

Tliat  gave  a  Ijght.  when  me  sonoe  sIknm^ 

Full  uygfat  and  aeare,  that  J<Mre  was  to  seaa, 

For  penes  while  and  emerawdes  grane 

Full  many  one  were  therein  sett&— 

Of  whose  arraye  when  Hector  takethhede^ 

Towardes  him  fast  gan  liim  drawe. 

And  fyrst  I  fynde  how  he  liath  him  dawe^ 

And  after  that  lij  force  of  lUs  manhfdt 

He  iMflt  him  np  afore  liim  on  liis  stede, 

And  fhst  gan  wythhim  for  to  lyde 

From  the  wardesa  iTtell  ooC  of  qrde^ 

At  good  terser  playnly,  if  he  temjB, 

To  spojie  him  of  Us  rich  arr«ye^~- 

On  liorse-bcu:ke  out  when  he  liim  ladde, 

RecklesslT  the  storye'maketh  mynde 

He  caste  his  shelde  at  his  backe  beiqrndc, 

To  weld  him  selfe  at  more  liberfye^- 

fk)  that  his  brest  ditarmed  was  and  bare."  MALONS. 
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I'll  fmsh  it,*  and  unlock  the  riyets  all, 

Bat  I'll  be  master  of  it : — Wilt  thou  not,  beast,  abide  ? 

Why  then,  flj  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  tbj  hide.  [Exe» 

SCENE  VII. 

The  same.     Enter  Achilles,  with  Jifyrmidont. 

AchU.  Come  here  about  me,  you  mj  Myrmidons  ; 
Mark  what  I  say.-*-Attend  me  where  I  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  yourselves  in  breath ; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  Hector  found. 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  fellest  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  sirs,  and  my  proceedings  eye  :— 
It  is  decreed — ^Hector  tiie  great  must  die.  [ExemL 

SCENE  VIII. 

77^  satne.     Enter  Menelaus  and  Paris  Jighting,      Then 

Thersites. 

T%er.  The  cuckold,  ^d  the  cuckold-maker  are  at  it : 
Now,  bull !  now,  dog !  'Loo,  Paris,  'loo  i  Now  my  double- 
henn'd  sparrow !  'Loo,  Paris,  'loo  1  The  bull  has  the 
game  : — 'ware  horns,  ho  !        [Exe.  Paris  and  Menelaus. 

Enter  Maroarelon 

Mar.  Turn,  slare,  and  fight 

TJier.  What  art  thou  ? 

Mar.  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's. 

T%er.  I  am  a  bastard  too  ;  I  love  bastards  :  I  ain  abas- 
tard  begot,  bastard  instructed,  bastard  in  mind,  bastard  in 
yalour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate.  One  bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  should  one  bastard  ?  Take 
heed,  the  quarrel's  most  ominous  to  us  :  if  the  son  of  a 
whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment :  Farewell, 
bastard ! 

Mar.  The  deril  take  thee,  coward  ?  [Exeunt. 

[9]  To  fruak  a  chicken,  fee  is  •  term  in  earring,  whidiwt  nunr  suppose  to  hsre 
been  synonymous  witli  <*  break  up  •  capon  ^  woras  that  occur  in  LoVe^s  Labour^ 
Lost  STEEVENS. 
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SCENE  IX. 

Another  pari  of  the  Field.    Enter  Hbctor. 

Hect.  Most  pntrified  core,  so  fair  without, 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thy  liie. 
^fow  is  my  day's  work  done  ;  I'll  take  good  hreath  : 
Rest,  sword  ;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  hlood  afid  death  ! 

[Ptite  qffhii  helmet,  and  hemgM  hit 
shield  behind  him. 

Enter  Acini.LEs  and  Mwrmddmu. 


AchiL  Look,  Hector,  how  the  sun  hegins  to  set ; 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels  : 
Even  wiUi  the  yail  and  darkening  of  the  sun,' 
To  close  the  day  up,  Hector's  life  is  done. 

Hect.  I  am  unarm'd  ;  forego  this  Vantage,  Greek. 

Achil,  Strike,  fellows,  strike  ;*  this  is  the  man  I  seek. 

[Hector  fcdU* 
So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next !  now,  Troy,  sink  down  ; 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  sinews,  and  thy  bone. 
On,  Myrmidons  ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Sector  slain. 

[A  Retreat  sounded 

[1]  The  vail  is,  I  think,  the  sinUns^  of  the  tan ;  not  Teil,  or  cover.     JOHNSON. 
[2]  This  particular  of  AdiiUes  overpowering  Hector  by  nnmbers,  and  witbovt 
armour,  is  talien  from  the  old  story-booli.  H  ANMER. 

Hector,  in  Lydgate^s  poem,  fiills  by  the  hand  of  Achilles !  bat  it  is  Troilof 
who,  having  been  incloeed  roond  by  the  MynaidoiM,  Is  killed  after  bis  araoar 
bsd  been  hewn  from  Ids  body,  which  was  afterwards  drawn  throagfa  the  field  at 
tiie  horsed  taiL  The  Oxford  editor,  I  beKeve,  was  misinfonned}  fcr  In  Ifaa  old 
story-book  of  the  Three  Dettntction*  of  TVoy,  I  And  likewise  the  same  acooout 
given  of  the  death  of  Troilns.  Heywood,  in  his  Rape  of  iMcroeo^  1688,  jeeoss  lo 
Save  been  indebted  to  some  such  work  as  Sir  T.  Hanroer  mentions. 

«  Had  puissant  Hector  by  Achilles*  hand 

I)y'd  in  a  single  monomachie,  Achilles 

Had  been  the  worthv ;  but  being-  slain  fay  odds^ 

The  poorest  Myrmidon  had  as  much  honour 

As  faint  Achilles,  in  the  Trojan^  death." 
It  is  not  unpleasant  to  observe  widi  what  vdiemence  Ijdgate,  who  ia  tha  grosieat 
manner  has  violated  all  the  characters  drawn  fay  Homer,  takes  upon  him  to  reprehea4 
die  Grecian  poet  as  the  original  offender :  * 

«  Oh  thou,  Homer,  for  shame  be  now  red. 

And  tliee  aroase  that  boldest  thy  sdfe  so  wyst, 

On  Achylles  to  set  soche  great  apryse 

In  thy  bokes  for  jis  chivurye. 

Above  echone  tltat  dost  hym  magnifjre, 

That  was  so  sleygh^  and  so  full  of  fraade, 

Why  gevest  thoa  hym  so  hye  a  pcayse  and  laude  f**       8TES7B1IB> 
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Hark !  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trompets  sound  the  like,  mj  lord. 

AchU.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erspreadfi  the  earth. 
And,  stickler  like,  the  armies  separates.' 
My  half-supp'd  sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed,' 
Pleas'd  wiUi  this  dain^  hit|  thus  goes  to  bed. 

Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horse's  tail ; 

Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  lExeimL 

bCENE  X. 

The  same.    Enter  Agamemvon,  Ajax,  Menblavs,  Nbstoi, 
DioMEOES,  and  others ^  tnarching,    Sh<mt$  7»iikin» 

Aga.  Hark  !  hark !  what  shout  is  that  ? 

Jyest.  Peace,  drums. 

[Within]  AchiUes! 
Achilles  !  Hector's  slain  I  Achilles  ! 

Dio.  The  bruit  is — ^Hector's  slain,  and  by  Achillea* 

Ajax.  If  it  be  so,  yet  bragless  let  it  be  ; 
Great  Hector  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along : — ^Let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent. — 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended. 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  are  ended. 

[Exeunt  marMng. 

SCENE  XI. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field,     Enter  ^Cneas  and  Trtyans 

jSJne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  masters  of  the  field : 
Never  go  home  ;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  Hector  is  slain. 

AIL  Hector  ?— The  gods  forbid  ! 

Tro.  He's  dead  ;  and  at  the  murderer's  horse's  tail, 


\2]  Stidden  are  arbitrators,  jadgct,  or  as  called  in  some  irfacet,  ridesmen.  ^ 
ereiy  wrestling  in  Cornwall,  before  the  games  begin,  a  certam  namber  of  stiMers 
arp  chosen,  who  regulate  the  prooeediogs,  and  determine  every  d!nmle.  StidUer 
ia  immediately  from  the  verb  sHdcUf  to  interfere,  to  take  part  wiu,  to  busy  ooe^ 
■elf  in  any  matter.  RITSON. 

[31  Whatero'  may  liave  been  the  remainder  of  this  speech,  ai  It  came  out  of 
Shakespeare^  hands,  we  may  be  confident  that  this  txmibast  stuff  aoade  no  part 
ut  it.    Our  author's  gold  was  stolen,  and  the  thiers  brass  left  in  its  place. 
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In  Beastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful  field.-— 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  speed  I 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  at  Troy  !^ 
I  say,  at  once  let  your  hrief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  pur  sure  destructions  on  ! 

JEne.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all  the  host 
Tro.  You  understand  me  not,  thqt  tell  me  so  : 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death  ; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods  and  men 
Address  their  dangers  in.     Hector  is  gone ! 
Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him,  that  will  a  screech-owl  aye  be  call'd, 
Go  into  Troy,  and  say  there — ^Hector's  dead  : 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone  ; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives, 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth  ;  and,  in  a  word. 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.     But,  march,  away  : 
Hector  is  dead  ;  there  is  no  more  to  say. 
Stay  yet ; — You  vile  abominable  tents. 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains,' 
Let  Titan  rise  as  early  as  he  dare, 
I'll   through   and    through  you! — And  thou,  great-siz'tl 
No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates  ;    [coward . 
Ill  haunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still. 
That  mouldeth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts. — 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  ! — ^with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe.* 

[Exe.  iENEAS  and  Trojans. 


[41  We  dKrald  reMl-.MNiN  at,  instend  of  nnib.  M.  MASON. ^Mr  Up- 

ton thinks  that  Blwkcfpcuw  had  the  Pnlmist  in  view.  « He  that  dwelleth  h 
heaven  chall  laugh  tluHn  to  soorn )  the  Lord  sliaU  have  them  in  derision."  Pt, 
ti.  4.  <*  The  Lord  shall  laurti  him  to  scorn  *,  for  he  hath  seen  that  his  day  is 
coming."  P$.  zxxviL  IS.  Ci  the  passage  before  us,  tlie  tieavens  are  the  ministers 
of  the  gods  to  execute  their  vengeance,  and  thej  are  l>id  to  frvmn,  en:  but  the 
gods  ttemselves  tmiU  ut  Troy  ;  tticy  hohl  Troy  in  itrinain^Jvr  itockw  ueomM^.* 

[5]  PtgAl-H^tchedj  Sxed.    The  obadete  preterite  and  participle  passive  of  lo 

[6]  This  couplet  affords  a  full  and  natural  dose  of  the  play;  and  though  I 
once  thought  differently.  I  must  now  declare  my  firm  belwf  that  Shakeqieart 
designed  U  should  end  nere,  and  that  what  follows  is  either  a  subsequent  and 
injudicious  restoration  from  an  elder  drama,  or  the  nonsense  of  some  wretched 
muToon,  who  represented  Pandarus.  When  the  hero  of  the  scene  was  not  o^y 
alive,  but  on  the  stage,  our  author  would  scarce  have  trusted  the  condusioa  <n 
his  piece  to  a  subordinate  character,  whom  he  hMl  uniformly  held  up  to  detesta- 
tion. It  is  still  less  probable  that  he  should  have  wound  up  his  story  with  a  stupi^ 
oatrage  to  decent,  and  a  delib«Rate  insult  on  his  audience.— But  in  several  other 
parts  of  this  drama  I  cannot  persuade  nurself  that  I  have  been  reading  Bhakespearib 
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jff  Tboilvs  tt  ^roMg  011I9  «fiter  /roM  l&«  olfter  Hde^  FiM' 

Ptffi.  Bnt  hear  jou,  hear  yon ! 

Tro.  Hence,  broker  lackey !  ignomy  and  afaame 
PorBue  thy  life,  and  lire  aye  with  thy  name !  [Exit* 

Pan.  A  goodly  aied'cine  for  my  aching  bones! — 0 
world  !  world  !  world !  thns  is  the  poor  agent  despised ! 
O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earnestly  are  you  set  a'  work, 
and  how  ill  requited !  Why  should  our  endeayoar  be  so 
loyed,  and  the  performance  so  loathed  ?  what  yerse  §6t 
it  ?  what  instance  for  it  ? — ^Let  me  see  : — 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sinf. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey,  and  his  sting : 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail» 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fidl.-* 
Good  traders  in  the  flesh,  aet  this  in  your  painted  cloths*^ 

As  many  as  be  here  of  pander's  hall. 
Tour  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar*s  fall : 
Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  giye  some  groans. 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  ior  your  aching  bones. 
Brethren,  and  sisters,  of  the  hold-door  trade, 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be  made  : 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, — 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss  :^ 
TUl  then  I'll  sweat,  and  seek  about  for  eases  ; 

And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  dbeases.  [JSztt 

'  ■ 

ni  L  e  tbAj^ftlnlid  ounTas  wlthiv^ieh  ypor  roomi  are  haug.  8TEE?EN8 


^_  Tbe  puHe  lew«  ww undk/a/ij wrttr  the J^rtaitaiMM mt tb»  BUM»(tfWb> 


urn  OF  yoL*  v. 


